
It was a still and warm evening in June, and we were in a 
little old-fashioned inn at the foot of Box-hill- the windows open, 
a mild west wind blowing through the elms, the yellow sunset 
shining along the hills. A great silence lay over the valley j the 
air was fragrant with various scents; doves were calling in the 
distant trees. In the dusky corner offt^ttrooin, where the piano 
stood, some one, with a sivcct strange thill in her voice, was 
singing of Lady Barnard," and “Woodstock Town,” and the 
“ DailiJP's Daughter I’ And it occurred to one of the party, sitting 
at the open window there, that this sto/y, although it dealt with far 
other scenes, and with people not familiar to us in the south, had 
nevertheless for its heroine a girl who was brave and bountiful in 
her love, who was proud, and sweet, and sensitive in all her ways, 
who was generous to the poor, h ue *io her friends, and loyal to her 
own high notions of womanhood ; and that therefore this stoty 
might well be dedicated, as it is now dedicated, 

TO OUR GOOD BELLE. 
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A PRINCESS OF THULE. 


CHAPTER I. 

“ I.OCIIAl)! R NO MORE.” 

On a sinall headland of tl)c distant island of I/Cwis, an old man 
stood" looking out on a desolate waste of rain-beaten sea. It 
was a wild and a wet day. From out of the louring south-west, 
tierce gusts of wind were driving up volumes and flying 
cloud, and sweeping onward at the .same time the gathmng 
waves that fell hissing and thundering on the shore. Far as 
the eye could reach, the sea and the air and the sky seemed 
to be one indistinguishable mass of whiiling and hurrying 
vapoui — as if beyond this point there were no more land, but 
onh wind and water, and (he confused and awful voices of 
their stiife. 

The short, thick-set, powei fully-built man who stood on this 
solitary jroint, ]iaid little attention to the rain that ran off the 
peak of his sailor’s cap, or to the gusts of wind that blew about 
his bushy gic)' beaid. He was still following, with an^ra^ 
accustomed to pick out objects fai at sea, one sjieck of pu*e 
that was now fading into the grey mist of the rani; and the 
longer he looked the less it became, until the mingled sea and 
skv showed only the smoke that the great steamer left in its 
.vahe. As he stooil there, motionless and regardless of er®ry- 
thing around liiin, did he cling to the fancy that he could still 
trace out the path of the vanished ship ? A little while before, 
it had passed almost close to him. He had watclred it steam 
out of Stornoway harbour. A'- the sound of the engines came 
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ntarer, and the big boat went by, so that he could have almost 
called to it, there was no sign of emotion on the hard and 
stern face — except, perhaps, that the lips were held firm, and 
a sort of frown appeared over the eyes. He saw a tiny white 
handkerchief being waved to him from the deck of the vessel ; 
and he said — almost as though he were addressing some one 
there — 

“ My good lass ! ” 

But in the midst of that roaring of the sea and the wind,, 
how could any such message be delivered ? — and already the 
steamer was away from the land, standing out to the lonely 
plain of waters, and the sound of the engines had ceased, and 
the figures on the deck had grown faint and visionary. But 
still there was that one speck of white visible ; and the man 
knew that a pair of eyes that had many a time looked into his 
own — as if with a faith that such intercommunion could never 
be broken — were now trying, through over-flowing and blinding 
tears, to send him a last look of farewell. 

The grey mists of the rain gathered within their folds the 
big vessel, and all the beating hearts it contained j and the 
fluttering of that little token disappeared with it. All that 
remained was the sea whitened by the rushing of the wind, and 
the^hunder of waves on the beach. The man who had been 
gazing so long down into the south-east, turned his face land- 
ward, and set out to walk over a tract of wet grass and sand, 
towards a road that ran near by. There was a large waggonette, 
of varnished oak, and a pair of small, powerful horses waiting 
for him there ; and, having dismissed the boy who had been in 
charge, he took the reins and got up. But even yet the fasci- 
nation of the sea and of that sad farewell was upon him ; and 
he turned once more as if, now that sight could yield him no 
further tidings, he would send her one more word of good-bye. 

^ “ My poor little Sheila !’’ — that was all he said ; and then ht 
'•liilMied to the horses, and sent them on, with his head down 
to escape the rain, and a look on his face like that of a dead 
man. 

As he drove through the town of Stornoway, the children 
playing within the shelter of the cottage doors, called to each 
other in a whisper, and said — 

“ That is the king of Borva." 

But tile elderly people said to each other, with a shake of 
the head — 

“ It iss a bad day, this day, for Mr. Mackenzie, that he will 
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be going home to an empty house. And it will be a feny bad 
thing for the poor folk of Borva, and they v\'ill know a great 
difference, now that Miss Sheila iss gone away, and there iss 
nobody — not anybody at all — left in the island to tek the side 
o’ the poor folk.” 

He looked neither to the right nor to the lefb— though he 
was known to many of the people — as he drove away from 
the town into the heart of the lonely and desolate land. The 
wind had so far died down, and the rain had considerably 
lessened ; but the gloom of the sky was deepened by the 
drawing on of the afternoon, and lay heavily over the dreary 
wastes of moor and hill. What a wild and dismal country was 
this which lay before and all around him, now that the last 
traces of human occupation were passed ! There was not a 
cottage, not a stone wall, not a fence to break the monotony 
of the long undulations of moorland, which, in the distance, 
rose into a series of hills that were black under the darkened 
sky. Down from those mountains, ages ago, glaciers had 
slowly crept to eat out hollows in the plains below ; and now, 
in those hollows were lonely lakes, with not a tree to break 
the line of their melancholy shores. Everywhere around were 
the traces of the glacier-diift — great grey boulders of gneiss 
fixed fast into the black peat-moss, or set amid the browns 
and greens of the heather. The only sound to be heard in 
this wilderness of rock and morass, was the rushing of various 
streams, rain-swollen and tuibid, that plunged down their 
narrow channels to the sea. 

The rain now ceased altogether ; but the mountains in the 
far sout h had grown still darker ; and, to the fisherman passing 
coast, it must have seemed as though the black peaks 
were holding converse with the louring clouds, and that the 
silent moorland beneath was waiting for the first roll of the 
thunder. The man who was driving along the lonely route 
sometimes cast a glance down towards this threatening of a 
storm ; but he paid little heed to it. The reins lay loose on 
the backs of the horses ; and at tlieir own pace they followed, 
hour after hour, the rising and falling road that led through 
the moorland and past the gloomy lakes. He may have re- 
called mechanically the names of those stretches of water — 
the Lake of the Sheiling, the Lake of the Oars, the I.ake of 
the Fine Sand, and so forth — to measure the distance - he 
had traversed ; but he seemed to pay little attention to the 
objects around him, and it was with a glance of something 
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Jike surprise that he suddenly found himself overlooking that 
great sea-loch on the western side of the island in which was 
his home. 

He drove down the hill to the solitary little inn of Garra- 
na-hina. At the door, muffled up in a warm woollen plaid, 
stood a young girl, fair-haired, blue-eyed, and diffident in look. 

“ Mr. Mackenzie,” she said, with that peculiar and pleasant 
intonation that marks the speech of the Hebridean who has 
been taught English in the schools, “itwass Miss Sheila wrote* 
to me to Suainabost, and she said I might come down again 
from Suainabost and see if I can be of any help to you in 
the house.” 

The girl was crying, although the blue eyes looked bravely 
through the tears as if to disprove the fact. 

“ Ay, my good lass,” he said, putting his hand gently on her 
head, “ and it wass Sheila uTote to you?” 

Yes, sir, and I hef come down from Suainabost.” 

“ It is a lonely house you will be going to,” he said, absently. 
“ When you wass staying with us before, there wass some one 
in the house that you would be talking with. Now it will be 
ferry different for you.” 

“ But Miss Sheila said I wass — I wass to — ” — but here the 
young girl failed in her effort to explain that Miss Sheila had 
asked her to go down to make the house less lonely. The 
elderly man in the waggonette seemed scarcely to notice that 
she was crying ; he bade her come up beside him ; and when 
he had got ^er into the waggonette, he left some message 
with the innkeeper, who had come to the door, and drove 
off again. 

They drove along the high land that overlooks a portion of 
Loch Roag, with its wonderful network of islands and straits •, 
and then they stopped on the lofty plateau of Callernish, where 
there was a man waiting to take the waggonette and horses. 

“And you would be seeing Miss Sheila away, sir?” said the 
mac, “ and it wass Duncan Macdonald will say that she will 
not come back no more to Borva.” 

The old man with the big grey beard only frowned and 
passed on. He and the girl made their way down the side of 
the rocky hill to the shore ; and here there was an open boat 
awaiting them. When they approached, a man considerably 
over six feel in height, keen-faced, grey-eyed, straight-limbed, 
and sinewy in frame, jumped into the big and rough boat, and 
began to get ready for their departure. There was just enough 
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wind to catch the brown mainsail; and the King of Bor%’a 
took the tiller, his henchman sitting down by the mast. And 
no sooner had they left the shore and stood out towards one ol 
the channels of this arm of the sea, than the tall, spare keeper 
began to talk of that which made his master’s eye grow dark. 

“ Ah, well,” he said, in the plaintive drawling of his race, 
“and it iss an empty house you will be going to, Mr. Mackenzie, 
and it iss a bad thing for us all that Miss Sheila hass gone away 
V — and it iss many’s ta time she will hef been wis me in this 
Very boat ” 

\ “ — you, Duncan Macdonald ! ” cried Mackenzie, 

ib an access of fury, “what wrll you talk of like Tt 

iss every man, woman, and child on the island will talk ol 
nothing but Sheila ! T will drive my foot through the bottom 
of the boat, if you do not hold your peace ! ” 

The tall gillie patiently waited until his master had ex- 
hausted his passion, and then he said, as if nothing luj 
occurred — 

“And it will not do much good, Mr. Mackenzie, to tek ta 
name o’ Kott in vain — and there will be ferry much more of 
that now since Miss Sheila iss gone away, and there will be 
much more of trinking in ta island, and it will be a great 
difference, mirover. And she will be so faa away that no one 
will see her no more — far away beyond ta Sound of Sleat, and 
far away beyond Oban, as I hef heard people say. And what 
will she do in London, when she has no boat at all, and she 
will never go out to ta fishing, and I will hear people say that 
you will walk a whole day and never come to ta sea, and what 
willMiss Sheila do for that? And she will tame no more o’ 
ducks’ young things, and she will find out no more o’ta 
nests in the rocks, and she will hef no more horns when the 
deer is killed, and she will go out no more to see ta cattle 
swim across Loch Roag when they go to ta sheilings. It will 
be all different, all different now ; and she will nrver see us no 
more — and it iss as bad as if you wass a poor man, Mr. 
Mackenzie, and had to let your sons and your daughters go 
away to America, and never come back no more. And she ta 
only one in your house, and it wass the son o’ Mr. Macintyre 
of Sutherland he would hef married her, and come to live on 
ta island; and not hef Miss Sheila go away among strangers 
that doesna ken her family, and will put no store by her, no 
more than if she wass a fisherman’s lass. It wass Miss Sheila 
herself had a sore heart tis morning when she went away — and 
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she turned and she looked at Borva as the boat came away 
— and I said tis is the last time Miss Sheila will be in her 
boat, and she will not come no more again to Boiva.” 

Mr. Mackenzie heard not one word or syllable of all this. 
The dead, passionless look had fallen over the powerful features ; 
and the deep-set eyes were gazing, not on the actual Loch 
Roag before them, but on the stoimy sea that lies between 
Lewis and Skye, and on a vessel disappearing in the mist of. 
the rain. It was by a soit of instinct that he guided this open 
boat through the channels, which were now getting broader as 
they neared the sea ; and the tall and grave-faced keeper might 
have kept up his garrulous talk for hours, withosit atti acting a 
look or a word. 

It was now the dusk of the evening, and wild and strange, 
indeed, was the scene around the solitaiy boat as it slowly 
moved along. Large islands — so large that any one of them 
might have been mistaken for the mainland — lay over the dark 
waters of the sea, remote, untenanted and silent. There weie 
no white cottages along these rocky shores — only a succession 
of rugged clitfs and sandy bays but half mirrored in the sombre 
water below, Down in the south tlie mighty shouldcis and 
peaks of Suainabhal and his brother mountains were still darki.i 
than the darkening .sky , and when, at length, the boat had 
got well out from the network of islands, and fronted the bioad 
waters of the Atlantic, the great plain of the western sea 
seemed already to hate diawn around it the solemn mantle of 
the night. 

“ IVill ye go to Borvabost, Mr. Mackenzie, or will we run 
her into your own house?” asked Duncan — Borvabost being 
the name of the chief village on the island. 

“ I will not go on to Borvabost,” said the old man, peevishly. 
“Will they not hef plenty to talk about at Borvabost ? ” 

“ And it iss no harm that ta folk will speak of Miss Sheila,” 
said the gillie, with some show of resentment, “ it iss no harm, 
they will be sorry she is gone away — no harm at all — for it 
wass many things they had to thank Miss Sheila for — and now 
it will be all ferry different 

“ I tell you, Duncan Macdonald, to hold your peace ! ” said 
the old man, with a savage glare of the deep-set eyes, and then 
Duncan relapsed into a sulky silence, and the boat held on its 
way. 

In the gathering twilight a long grey curve of sand became 
visible, and into the bay thus indicated, Mackenzie turned his 
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small craft. This indentation of the island seemed as blank of 
human occupation as the various points and bays they had 
passed ; but as they neared the shore a house came into sight, 
about half-way up the slope rising from the sea to the pasture- 
land above. There was a small stone pier jutting out at one 
portion of the bay, where a mass of rocks was imbedded in 
the white sand ; and here at length the boat was run in, and 
^tackenzie helped the young girl ashore. \ 

The two of them — leaving the gillie to moor the little vessel 
that had brought them from Callemish — went silently towards 
the shore, and up the narrow road leading to the house. It 
was a square, two-storeyed substantial building of stone; but 
the stone had been liberally oiled to keep out the wet, and the 
blackness thus produced had not a very cheerful look. Then, 
on this particular evening, the scant bushes surrounding the 
house hung limp and dark in the rain ; and amid the pre- 
vailing hues of purple, blue-green, and blue, the bit of scarlet 
coping running round the black house was wholly ineffective 
in relieving the general impression of dreariness and desolation. 

The King of Borva walked into a large room, which was but 
partially lit by two candles on the table, and by the blaze of a 
mass of peats in the stone fireplace, arjd threw himself into a 
big easy-chair. Then he suddenly seemed to recollect his 
companion, who was timidly standing near the door, with her 
shawl still round her head. 

“ Mairi," he said, ‘‘ go an<l ask them to give you some dry 
clothes. Your box it will not be here for half-an-hour yet.” 

Then he turned to the fire. 

“ But you yourself, Mr. Mackenzie, you will be ferry 
wet ” 

“ Never mind me, my lass — go and get yourself dried.” 

“ But it wass Miss Sheila,” began the girl, diffidently, “ it 
wass Miss Sheila asked me— she asked me to look after you, 
sir ” 

With that he losc abruptly, and advanced to her, and caught 
her by the wrist. He spoke quite quietly to her, but the girl’s 
eyes, looking up at the stern face, were a trifle frightened. 

“ You are a ferry good little girl, Mairi,” he .said, slowly, 
“ and you will mind what I say to you. . You will do what you 
like in the house — you hef been in the house before and you 
will know what to do — you will take Sheila’s place as much as 
you bke — but you will mind this, not to mention her name, 
not once. Now go away, Mairi, and find Scarlett Macdonald, 
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and she will give you some dry clothes ; and you wfli tell her 
to send Duncan down to Borvabost, and bring up |ohn the 
Piper, and Alister-nan-Each, and the lads of the Nigkean dubh, 
if they are not gone home to Habost yet. But it iss John the 
Piper must come directly.” 

The girl went away to seek counsel of Scarlett Macdonald, 
Duncan’s wifej and Mr. Mackenzie proceeded to walk up and 
down the big and half-lit chamber. Then he went to a cupboard, 
and put out on the table a number of tumblers and glasses, 
with two or three odd-looking bottles of Norwegian make — 
consisting of four semicircular tubes of glass meeting at top 
and bottom, leaving the centre of the vessel thus formed open 
He stirred up the blazing jieats in the fireplace. He brought 
down from a shelf a tin box filled with coarse tobacco, and 
put it on the table. But he was evidently growing imjiatient ; 
and at last he put on his cap again and went out into the 
night. 

The air blew cold in from the sea, and whistled through the 
bushes that Sheila had trained about tlie porch, d’heie was 
no rain now, but a gieat and heavy daikness brooded over- 
head ; and in the silence he could hear the breaking of the 
waves along the hard coast. But what was this other sound 
he heard — wild and strange in the stillness of the night — a 
shrill and plaintive cry that the distance softened until it 
almost seemed to be the calling of a human voice? Surely 
those were words that he heard, or was it only that the old, 
sad air spoke to him ? — 

“For Locli.iher no more, l.ochabei no more, 

Maybe to retuiii to Lothabei no more ” 

— that -was the message that came to him out of tlic darkness, 
and it seemed to him as if the sea, and the night, and the sky 
were wailing over the loss of his Sheila. He walked avi'ay 
fem;fhe house, and up the hill behind. Led by the sound of 
I® pipes, that grew louder and more unearthly as he ap- 
aWched, he found himself at length on a bit of high table- 
l^a^yerlooking the sea, where Sheila had had a rude bench 
oPRon and wood fixed into the rock. On this bench sat a 
little old man, hump-backed and bent, and wnth long white hair 
falling down to his shoulders. He was playing the pipes — not 
wildly and fiercely as if he were at a drinking-bout of the lads 
come home from the Caithness fishing, nor yet gaily and 
proudly as if he were marching at the head of a bridal pro 
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cession, but slowly, raoufnfully, monotonously, as though he 
were having the pipes talk to him. 

Mackenzie touched him on the shoulder, and the old mar 
started. 

“ Is it you, Mr. Mackenzie ? ” he said, in Gaelic, “ it is a 
great fright you have given me." | 

“Come down to the house, John. The lads from Habost, 
and Alister, and some more will be coming; and you will get 
a ferry good dram, John, to put wind in the pipes." 

“ It is no dram I am thinking of, Mr. Mackenzie,” said the 
old man. “ And you will have plenty of company without 
me. But I will come down to the house, Mr. Mackenzie — 
oh, >es. I will come down to the house — but in a little while 
I will come down to the house." 

Mackenzie turned from him with a yietiilant exclamation, 
and went along and down the lull rapidly, as he could hear 
voices in the darkness. He had just got into the house, when 
his %isitors arriied. The door of the room was opened, and 
there appeared some six or eight tall and stalwart men, mostly 
witli profuse brown beards and weather-beaten faces, who 
advanced into the < hamber with some show of shyness. 
Mackenzie offered them a rougli and hearty welcome; 
and, as soon as their eyes had got accustomed to the light, 
bade them help themselves to the whisky on the table. 
With a certain solemnity each poured out a glass, and drank 

Shlainte I" to Ins host as if it were some funeral rite. Blit 
w'hen he b.ide them replenish their glasses, and got them 
seated wdtli their faces to the blaze of the peats, then 
the iiood of Gaelic broke loose. Had the wise little girl 
from .Suaiiiabost warned those big men ? There was not a 
word about Sheila uttered. All their talk was of the reports 
that had come from Caithness, and of the improvements of 
the small harboui near the Hiut, and of the black sea-horse 
that had been seen m Loih Suainabhal, and of some more 
sheep having been found dead on the Flannen Isles, shot by 
the men of the English smacks. Pipes were lit, the peats 
stirred up anew, another glass or two of whisky drunk, and 
then, through the haze of the smoke, the browned faces of 
the men could be seen in eager controveisy, each talking 
faster than the other, and comparing facts and fancies that 
had been brooded over through solitary nights of waiting on 
the sea. Mackenzie did not sit down with them — he did not 
even join them in their attention to the curious whisky-flasks. 
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He paced up and down the opposite side of the room, 
occasionally being appealed to with a story or a question, and 
showing by his answers that he was but vaguely hearing the 
vociferous talk of his companions. At last he said — 

“AVhy the teffle does not John the Piper come? Here, you 
men — you sing a song — quick ! None of your funeral songs, 
but a good brisk one of trinking and fighting ! ” 

But were not nearly all their songs — like those of most, 
dwellers on a rocky and dangerous coast — of a sad and 
sombre hue, telling of maidens whose lovers were drowned, 
and of wives bidding farewell to husbands they were never to 
see again ? Slow and mournful are the songs that the northern 
fishermen sing as they set out in the evening, with the creaking 
ol their long oars keeping time to the music, until they get out 
beyond the shore to hoist the red main-sail and catch the 
breeze blowing over from the regions of the sunset. Not one 
of these Habost fisliermen could sing a brisk song ; but tlie 
nearest approach to it was a ballad in praise of a dark-haired 
girl, which they, owning the Nig/uan diibh, were bound to know. 
And so one young fellow began to sing — 

“ Mo Nigliean tluhh d’fhas boidheach dubh, 

Mo Nighcan dubh na treig mi,” ' 

in a slow and doleful fashion, and the others joined in tlie chorus 
with a like solemnity. In order to keep time, four of the men 
followed the common custom of taking a pocket handkerchief 
(in this case, •an immense piece of brilliant red silk, which was 
evidently the pride of its orvner), and holding it by the four 
corners, letting it slowly rise and fall as they sang. The other 
three men laid hold of a bit of rope, which they used for the 
same purpose. “ Mo Nigficati dubh” unlike most of the Gaelic 
songs, has but a few verses; and as soon as they were finished, 
the young fellow, who seemed pleased with his performances, 
started another ballad. Perhaps he had forgotten his host’s 
injunction ; perhaps he knew no merrier song ; but, at any rate, 
he began to sing the “ lament of Monaltrie.” It was one of 
Sheila’s songs. She had sung it the night before in this very 
room ; and her father had listened to her describing the fate of 
young Monaltrie as if she had been foretelling her own, and 
scarcely dared to ask himself if ever again he should hear the 
voice that he loved so well. He could not listen to the song. 

’ “ My black-haired girl, my pretty girl, my black-haired girl, don’t leave 
me. ” — Nighean dubh is pronounced Nyean du. 
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He abruptly left the room, and went out once more into the 
cool night air and the darkness. But even here he was not 
allowed to forget the sorrow he had been vainly endeavouring 
to banish ; for in the far distance the pipes still played the 
melancholy wail of Lochaber. “ Lochaber no more ! Lochaber no 
morel" that was the only solace brought him by the winds 
from the sea ; and there were tears running down the hard grey 
face as he said to himself, in a broken voice — 

“ Sheda. my good lass, why did you go away from Borva ?” 



CHAPTER 11. 

THE FAIR HAIRED STRAI^GEK 

• Why, you must be in love with her yourself ! ” 

“ I in love with her? Sheila and I are too old friends foi 
that!” 

The speakers were two young men, seated in the stern of 
the steamer Clansman, as she ploughed her way across the 
blue and rushing waters of the Minch. One of them was a 
tall young fellow of three and-twenty, with fair hair, and light 
blue eyes, whose delicate and mobile featuies were handsome 
enough in their way, and gave evidence of a nature at once 
sensitive, nervous, and impulsive. He was clad in light grey 
from head to heel — a colour that suited his fair complexion 
and yellow hair ; and he lounged about the white deck in the 
glare of the sunlight, steadying himself from time to time, as an 
unusually big wave carried the Clansman aloft for a second or 
two, and then sent her staggering and gioaning into a hissing 
trough of foam. Now and again he would pause in front of 
his companion, and talk m a rapid, pla)ful, and even eloquent 
fashion for a minute or two ; and then, apparently a trifle 
annoyed by the slow and patient attention which greeted his 
oratorical efforts, would start off once more on his unsteady 
journey up and down the white planks. 

The other was a man of thirty-eight, of middle lieight, sallow 
complexion, and generally insignificant .appearance. His hair 
was becoming prematurely grey. He rarely spoke. He was 
dressed in a suit of rough blue cloth ; and, indeed, looked 
somewhat like a pilot who had gone ashore, taken to study, 
and never recovered himself. A stranger would have noticed 
the tall and fair young man, who walked up and down the 
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gleaming deck, evidently enjoying the brisk breeze that blew 
about his yellow hair, and the sunlight that touched his pale 
and fine face, or sparked on his teeth when he laughed, but 
would have paid little attention to the smaller, brown-faced, 
brown-bearded, grey-haired man, who lay back on the bench 
with his two hands clasped round his knee, and with his eyes 
fixed on the southern heavens, while he murmured to himself 
the lines of some ridiculous old Devonshire ballad, or replied 
in monosyllables to the rapid and eager talk of his friend. 

Both men were good sailors, and they had need to be, for, 
although the sky above them was as blue and clear as the 
heait of a sapphiie, and although the sunlight shone on the 
decks and the rigging, a strong north-easter had been blowing 
all the morning, and there was a considerable sea on. The 
far blue plain was whitened with the tumbling crests of the 
waves, that shone and sparkled in the sun ; and ever and anon 
a volume of water would strike the Clansman’ s bow, rise high 
in the an with the shock, and fall in heavy s!^ovt^^ over the 
forward decks. Sometimes, too, a wave caught her bioadside, 
and sent a handful of spray over the two or three passengers 
who were safe in the stern; but the decks here remained 
silvery and white, for the sun and wind speedily diied up the 
traces of the sea-show'ers. 

At length the taller of the young men came and sat down by 
his companion. 

“ How far to Stornoway, yet ? ” 

“ An hour.” 

“ By Jove, what a distance' All day yesterday getting up 
fiom Oban to Skye, all last night chuining our way up to Loch 
Gair, all to day crossing to this outlandish island, that seems as 
far away as Iceland — and for what ?” 

“ But don’t you remember the moonlight last night, as we 
sailed by tlie Cuchullins ? And the sunrise this morning as 
we lay in Loch Gair ? Wore not these woith coming for ? ’ 

“ But that was not what you came for, my dear friend. No. 
You came to carry off this wonderful Miss Sheila of yours, and 
of course you wanted somebody to look on, and here I am, 
ready to carry the ladder, and the dark lantern, and the 
marriage-licence I will saddle your steeds for you, and row 
you over lakes, and generally do anything to help you in so 
1 Oman tic an enterprise.” 

“ It is very kind of you, I.avender,” said the other, with a 
smile ; “ but such adventures arc not for old fogies like me 
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They are the exclusive right of young fellows like you, who are ' 
tall -and well-favoured, have plenty of money and good spirits, 
and have a way with you that all the world admires. Of course 
the bride will tread a measure with you. Of course all the 
bridesmaids would like to see you marry her. And of course 
she will taste the cup you offer her. Then a word in her ear — 
and away you go as if it were the most natural thing in the 
world, and as if the bridegroom was a despicable creatuie 
merely because God had only given him five feet six inches 
But you couldn’t have a Lochinvar five feet six.” 

The younger man blushed like a girl, and laughed a little, 
and was evidently greatly pleased. Nay, in the height of his 
generosity he began to protest. He would not have his friend 
imagine that women cared only for stature and good looks. 
There were other qualities. He himself had observed the most 
singular conquests made by men who were not good-looking, 

• but who had a certain fascination about them. His own experi- 
ence of women was considerable, and he was quite certain that 
the best women, now — the sort of women whom a man would 
respect — the women who had brains 

And so forth, and so forth. The other listened quite gravely 
to these well-meant, kindly, blundering explanations; and only 
one who watched his face narrowly could have detected, in the 
brown eyes, a sort of amused consciousness of the intention of 
the amiable and ingenuous youth. 

“ Do you really mean to tell me, Ingram,” continued J^av- 
ender, in his rapid and impetuous way, “ do you mean to tell 
me that you are not in love with this Highland princess ? h'or , 
ages back you have talked of nothing but Sheila. How many 
an hour have I spent in clubs, up the river, down at the coast, 
everywhere, listening to your stories of Sheila, and your praises 
of Sheila, and your descriptions of Sheila. It was always Sheila, 
and again Sheila, and still again Sheila. But, do you know, 
either you exaggerated, or I failed to understand your descrip- 
tions ; for the Sheila I came to construct out of your talk is a 
most incongruous and incomprehensible creature. First, Sheil.i 
knows about stone and lime and building ; and then I suppose 
her to be a practical young woman, who is a sort of overseer to 
her father. But Sheila, again, is romantic and mysterious, and 
believes in visions and dreams ; and then I take her to be an 
affected school-miss. But then Sheila can throw a fly and play 
her sixteen-pounder, and Sheila can adventure upon the lochs 
in an open boat, managing the sail herself ; and then 1 find her 
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to be a tom-boy. Again, however, Sheila is shy and rarely 
speaks, but looks unutterable things with her soft and 
cent eyes; and what does that mean, but that she is an ordaM^ 
young lady, who has not been in society, and who is a iStle 
interesting, if a little stupid, while she is unmarried, and who, 
after marriage, calmly and complacently sinks into the dull 
domestic hind, whose only thought is of butcher’s hills and 
perambulators." 

■ This was a fairly long si)eech ; but it was no longer than 
many which Frank Lavender was accustomed to utter when in 
the vein for talking. His friend and companion did not pay 
much heed. His hands were still clasped round his knee, his 
head leaning back ; and all the answer he made was to repeat 
— apparently to himself — these not very pertinent lines — 

“ In Ockinglon, in Devonsheer, 

My valher he lived vor many a ycei ; 

And I his son, with him did dwell, 

To tend his shctp : ’twas doleful well. 

Diddle-diddle 1 ’’ 


“You know, Ingram, it must be precious hard for a man 
who has to knock about in society, and take his wife with him, 
to have to explain to everybody that she is in reality a most 
f^usual and gifted young person, and that she must not be 
Expected to talk. It is all very well for him in his own house 
f— that is to say, if he cafl preserve all the sentiment that 
made her shyness fine and wonderful before their marriage’; 
but a man owes a little to society, even in choosing a wife.” 

Another pause — 

“It happened on a zaitin d.ay. 

Four score o’ the sheep they rinned astray, 

Says vather to I, ‘Jack, rin arlei ’m, du?’ 

Sez I to vathei, ‘Ihn darned if I do ! ’ 

Diddle-diddle ! " 


“ Now you are the sort of man, I should think, who would 
never get careless about your wife. You would always believe 
about her what you believed at first ; and I daresay you would 
live very happily in your own house if she was a decent sort of 
woman. But you would have to go out into society sometimes ; 
and the very fact that you had not got careless — as many men 
would, leaving their wives to produce any sort of impression 
they might — would make you vexed that the world could not 
ofif-hand value your wife as you fancy she ought to be valued. 
Don’t you see ? ’’ 
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This was the answer — 

“ Purvoket much at my rade tongue, 

A dish o’ brath at me he vlung, 

Which so incensed me to wrath, 

That I up an’ knack un instantly to arth. 

Diddle-diddle 1 ” 

“ As for your Princess Sheila, I firmly believe you liave some 
romantic notion of marrying her, and taking her up to London 
with you. If you seriously intend such a thing, I shall not argue 
with you. I shall praise her by the hour together; for I may 
have to depend on Mrs. Edward Ingram for my admission to 
your house. But if you only have the fancy as a fancy, consider 
what the result would be. You say she has never been to a 
school — that she has never had the companionship of a girl of 
her own age — that she has never read a newspaper — that she 
has never been out of this island — and that almost her sole 
society has been that of her mother, who educated her, 
and tended her, and left her as ignorant of the real world 
as if she had lived all her life in a lighthouse. Goodness 
gracious ! what a figure such a girl would cut in South 
Kensington ” 

“ My dear fellow,” said Ingram, at last, “ don’t be absurd. 
You will soon see what are the relations between Sheila 
Mackenzie and me, and you will be satisfied. I mairy her? 
Do you think I would take the child to London to show her 
its extravagance and shallow society, and break her heart with 
thinking of the sea, and of the rude islanders she knew, and 
of their hard and bitter struggle for life ? No. I should not 
like to see my wild Highland doe shut up in one of your 
southern parks, among your tame fallow deer. She would 
look at them askance. She would separate herself from them ; 
and by-and-by she would make one wild effort to escape — and 
kill herself That is not the fate in store for our good little 
.Sheila ; so you need not make yourself unhappy about her 
or me. 

“Now all ye young men, of every persuasion. 

Never quail wi’ your vather upon any occasion ; 

For instead o’ being better, you’ll vind you’ll be wuss. 

For he’ll kick you out o’ doors, without a vaiden in your puss ; 

Diddle-diddle ! ” 


Talking of Devonshire, how is that young American lady you 
met at Torquay in the spring?” 



[I,] THE fair-haired STRANGER. ty 

“ There, now, is the sort of woman a man would be safe in 
marrying." 

" And how ? ” 

“ Oh, well, you know,” said Frank Lavender, “ I mean the 
sort of woman who would do you credit — hold her own in 
society, and that sort of thing. You must meet her some day, 
I tell you, Ingram, you would be delighted and charmed with 
her manners, and her grace, and the clever things she says — at 
least, everybody else is." 

“ Ah, well.” 

“You don’t seem to care much for brilliant women," 
remarked the other, rather disappointed that his companion 
showed so little interest. 

“ Oh, yes, I like brilliant women very well. A clever woman 
is always a pleasanter companion than a clever man. But 
you were talking of the choice of a wife ; and pertness in a 
girl, although it may be amusing at the time, may possibly 
become something else by-and-by. Indeed, I shouldn’t advise 
a young man to marry an epigrammatist : for you see her 
shrewdness and smartness are generally the result of experi- 
ences in which /le has had no share.” 

“ There may be something in that,” said Lavender, carelessly ; 
“ but of course, you know, with a widow it is different — and 
Mrs. Lorraine never does go in for the ingenue." 

The pale blue cloud that had for some time been lying faintly 
along the horizon now came nearer and more near, until they 
could pick out something like the configuration of the island, 
its bays, and promontories, and mountains. The day seemed 
to become warmer as they got out of the driving wind of the 
Channel, and the heavy roll of the sea had so far subsided. 
Through comparatively calm w'ater the great Clansman drove 
her way, until, on getting near the land, and under shelter of 
the Peninsula of Eye, the voyagers found themselves on a 
beautiful blue plain, with the spacious harbour of Stornoway 
opening out before them. There, on the one side, lay a white 
and cleanly town, with its shops, and quays, and shipping. 
Above the bay in front stood a great grey castle, surrounded 
by pleasure-grounds, and terraces, and gardens ; while, on the 
southern side, the harbour was overlooked by a semicircle of 
hills, planted with every variety of tree. The white houses, 
the blue bay, and the large grey building set amid greev 
terraces and overlooked by wooded hills, formed a bright and 
lively little picture on this fresh and brilliant forenoon ; and 

c 
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joung lavender, who had a quick eye for compositions, which 
he was always about to undertake, but which never appeared 
on canvas, declared enthusiastically that he would spend a day 
or two in Stornoway on his return from Borva, and take home 
with him some sketch of the place. 

“ And is Miss Sheila on the quay yonder ? ” he asked. 

“ Not likely," said Ingram. “ It is a long drive across the 
island ; and I suppose she w’oukl remain at home to look after 
our dinner in the evening.” 

“ What ? The wonderful Sheila look after our dinner ? Has 
she visions among the pots and pans, and does she look unut- 
terable things when she is peeling potatoes ? ” 

Ingram laughed. 

“There will be a pretty alteration in your tune, in a couplft 
of days. You' are sure to fall in love with her, and sigh des 
perately, for a week or two. You always do, when you meet a 
woman anywhere. But it won’t hurt you much, and she won’t 
know anything about it.’’ 

“I should rather like to fall in love with her, to see how 

•furiously jealous you would become However, here we 

are.” 

“ And there is Mackenzie — the man with the big grey beard 
and the peaked cap — and he is talking to the Chamberlain of 
the Island.” 

“What does he get up on his waggonette for, instead of 
coming on board to meet you ? ” 

“ Oh, that is one of his little tricks,” said Ingram, with a 
good-humoured smile. “ He means to receive us in state, and 
impress you, a stranger, with his dignity. The good old fellow 
has a hundred harmless ways like that ; and you must humour 
him. He has been accustomed to be treated en rot, you know." 

“ Then the papa of the mysterious princess is not perfect ? ” 

“ Perhaps I ought to tell you now that Mackenzie’s oddest 
notion is that he has a wonderful skill in managing men, and 
in concealing the manner of his doing it. I tell you this that 
yo'j mayn’t laugh, and hurt him, when he is attempting some- 
thing that he considers particularly crafty, and that a child 
could see through.” 

“ But what is the aim of it all ? ’’ 

“ Oh, nothing.” 

He does not do a little bet occasionally ? ” 

“ Oh, dear, no. He is the best and honestest fellow in the 
world ; but it pleases him to fancy that he is profoundly astute. 
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and that other people don’t see the artfulness with which lie 
reaches some little result that is not of the least consequence 
to anybody." 

“ It seems to me,” remarked Mr, Lavender, with a coolness 
and a shrewdness that rather surprised his companion, “ that it 
would not be difficult to get the King of Borva to assume the 
honours of a papa-in-law.” 

The steamer v\as moored at last ; the crowd of fisliermen and 
loungers drew near to meet their friends who had come up from 
Glasgow — for there are few strangers, as a rule, arriving at 
Stornoway to whet the curiosity of the islanders — and the tali 
gillie who had been standing by Mackenzie’s horses came on 
board to get the luggage of the young men. 

“AVell, Duncan,” said the elder of them, “and how are you, 
and how is Mr. Mackenzie, and how is Miss Sheila? You 
haven’t brought her with you, I see.” 

“ But Miss Sheila is ferry well, whatever, Mr. Ingram, and it 
is a great day, this day, for her, tat you will be coming to the 
Lewis, and it wass tis morning she wass up at ta break o’ day, and 
up ta hills to get some bits o' green things for ta rooms you will 
hef, Mr. Ingram. Ay, it iss a great day, tis day, for Miss 
Sheila.” 

“ By Jove, they all rave about Sheila up in this quarter,” said 
Lavender, giving Duncan a fishing-rod and a bag he had brought 
from the cabin. “ I suppose in a week’s time I shall begin to 
rave about her too. Look sharj), Ingram, and let us have 
audience of his Majesty.” 

The King of Borva fixed his eyes on young Lavender, and 
scanned him narrowly, as he was being introduced. His wel- 
come of Ingram had been most gracious and friendly ; but he 
received his companion with something of a severe politeness. 
He requested him to take a seat beside him, so that he might 
see the country as they went across to Borva \ and Lavender 
having done so, Ingram, and Duncan got into the body of the 
waggonette, and the party drove off. 

Passing through the clean and bright little town, Mackenzie 
suddenly pulled up his horses in front of a small shop, in the 
window of which some cheap bits of jewellery were visible. 
The man came out j and Mr. Mackenzie explained, with some 
care and precision, that he wanted a silver brooch of a 
ticular sort. While the jeweller had returned to seek the sutxclet 
in question, Frank Lavender was gazing aiound him in some 
wonder at the aopearance of so much civilization on this remote 



20 A PRINCESS OF THULE. Lchap, 

and rarely-visited island. Here were no haggard savages, nn- 
kempt and scantily clad, coming forth from their dens in the 
rocks to stare wildly at the strangers. On the contrary, there 
was a prevailing air of comfort and “bienness” about the 
people and their houses. He saw handsome girls, with coal- 
black hair and fresh complexions, who wore short and thick 
blue petticoats, with a scarlet tartan shawl wrapped round their 
bosom and fastened at the waist \ stalwart, thick-set men, in 
loose blue jacket and trowsers, and scarlet cap, many of them 
with bushy red beards ; and women of extraordinary breadth 
of .shoulder, who carried enormous loads in a creel strapped on 
their back, while they employed their hands in contentedly 
knitting stockings as they passed along. But what was the 
purpose of these mighty loads of fish-bones they carried — bur- 
dens that would have appalled a railway porter of the South ? 

“You will see, sir,” observed the King of Borva, in reply to 
Lavender’s question, “ there iss not much of the phosphates in 
the grass of this island ; and the cows they are mad to get the 
fish-bones to lick, and it iss many of them you cannot milk, 
unless you put the bones before them.” 

“ But why do the lazy fellows lounging about there let the 
women carry those enormous loads ? ” 

Mr. Mackenzie stared. 

“ Lazy fellows ? They hef harder work than any you will 
know of in your country ; and, besides the fishing, they will do 
the ploughing, and much of the farm-work. And iss the 
women to do none at all? That iss the nonsense that ray 
daughter talks 3 but she has got it out of books, and what do 
they know how the poor people hef to live ? " 

At this moment the jeweller returned, with some half-dozen 
brooches displayed on a plate, and shining with all the bril 
liancy of caim-gorm stones, polished silver, and variously- 
coloured pebbles. 

“ Now, John Mackint^e, this is a gentleman from London,” 
said Mackenzie, regarding the jeweller sternly, “and he will 
know all about such fine things, and you will not put a big 
price on them.” 

It was now Lavender’s turn to stare ; but he good-naturedly 
accepted the duties of referee, and eventually a brooch was 
selected and paid for, the price being six shillings. Then they 
drove on again. 

“ Sheila will know nothing ot this — it will be a great surprise 
for her," said Mackenzie, almost to himself, as he opened the 
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white box, and saw the glaring piece of jewdlery lying on the 
svhite cotton. 

“Good heavens, sir!” cried Frank Lavender, “you don’t 
mean to say you bought that brooch for yoiH" daughter? ” 

“ And why not ? " said the King of Borva, in great surprise. 

The young man perceived his mistake, grew considerably 
confused, and only said — 

“ Well, I should have thought that — that some small piece 
of gold jewellery, now, would be better suited for a young 
lady.” 

Mackenzie smiled shrewdly. 

“ I had something to go on. It wass Sheila herself was in 
Stornoway three weeks ago, and she wass wanting to buy a 
brooch for a young girl who has come down to us from Suaina- 
bost, and is very useful in the kitchen, and it wass a brooch 
just like this one she gave to her.” 

“Yes, to a kitchenmaid,” said the young man, meekly. 

“ But Mairi is Sheila’s cousin,” said Mackenzie, with con- 
tinued surprise. 

“Lavender does not understand Highland ways yet, Mr. 
Mackenzie," said Ingram, from behind. “ You know we in 
the South have different fashions. Our servants are nearly 
always strangers to us — not relations and companions.” 

“ Oh, I hef peen in London myself,” said Mackenzie, in 
somewhat of an injured tone ; and then he added, with a touch 
of self-satisfaction, “ and I hef been in Paris loo.” 

“And Mi.ss Sheila, has she been in London?” asked 
I..avender, feigning ignorance. 

“ She has never been out of the Lewis.” 

“ But don’t you think the education of a young lady should 
include some little experience of travelling ? ” 

“ Sheila, she will be educated quite enough ; and is she 
going to London or Paris without me ? ” 

“ You might take her." 

“I have too much to do on the island now, and Sheila has 
much to do j I do not think she will ever see any of those 
places, and she will not be much the worse.” 

Two young men off for their holidays- a brilliant day shinutg 
all around them — the sweet air of the sea and the moorland 
blowing about them ; this little party that now drove away from 
Stornoway ought to have been in the best of spirits. And, 
indeed, the young fellow who sat beside Mackenzie was bent 
on pleasing his host, by praising everything he saw. He 



*2 A PRINCESS OF THULE. [chap. 

praised the gallant little horses that whirled them past the 
plantations and out into the open country. He praised the 
rich black peat that was visible in long lines and heaps, where 
the townspeople were slowly eating into the moorland. Then 
all these traces of occupation were left behind, and the travel- 
lers were alone in the untenanted heart of the island, where the 
only sounds audible were the humming of insects in the sun- 
light, and the falling of streams. Away in the south the moun- 
tains were of a silvery and transparent blue. Nearer at hand 
the rich reds and browns of the moorland softened into a 
tender and beautiful green on nearing the margins of the lakes ; 
and these stretches of water were now as fair and bright as the 
sky above them, and were scarcely ruffled by the moor-fowl 
moving out from the green rushes. Still nearer at hand, great 
masses of white rock lay embedded in the soft soil ; and what 
could have harmonized better with the rough and silver-grey 
surface than the patches of rose-red bell-heather that grew up 
in their clefts, or hung over their summits ? The various and 
beautiful colours around seemed to tingle with light and warmth 
as the clear sun shone on them, and the keen mountain air 
blew over them ; and the King of Borva was so far thawed by 
the enthusiasm of his companions, that he regarded the far 
country' with a pleased smile, as if the enchanted land belonged 
to him, and as if the wonderful colours, and the exhilarating 
air, and the sweet perfumes, were of his own creation. 

Mr. Mackenzie did not know much about tints and hues ; 
but he believed what he heard ; and it was perhhps, after all, 
not very surprising that a gentleman from London, who had skill 
of pictures and other delicate matters, should find strange 
marvels in a common stretch of moor, with a few lakes here 
and there, and some lines of mountain only good for shielings. 
It was not for him to check the raptures of his guest. He 
began to be friendly with the young man ; and could not help 
regarding him as a more cheerful companion than his neigh- 
bour Ingram, who would sit by your side for an hour at a time, 
without breaking the monotony of the horses’ tramp with a 
single remark. He had formed a poor opinion of Lavender’s 
physique, from the first glimpse he had of his white fin|ers and 
girl-like complexion ; but surely a man who had suoh a vast 
amount of good spirits, and such a rapidity of utterance, must 
have something corresponding to these qualities in substantial 
bone and muscle. There was something pleasing and in- 
genuous, too, about this flow of talk. Men who had arrived at 
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yejxb of wisdpSt knew how to study and use then fellows, 
were not to be led into these betrayals of their secret opinions j 
but for a young man— ^what could be more pleasing than to 
see him lay open his soul to the observant eye of a master of 
men ? Mackenzie began to take a great fancy to young 
Lavender. 

“Why.” said Lavender, with a fine colour mantling in his 
cheeks, as the wind caught them on a higher portion of the 
road, “ I had heard of Lewis as a most bleak and desolate 
island — flat moorland and lake — without a hill to be seen. 


And everywhere I see hills, and yonder ar^ g'cat mountains, 
which I hope to get nearer before we leave.” 

“ We have mountains in this island,” remarked Mackenzie, 
slowljj'fis he kept his eye on his companion, “wc have moun- 
tains in mis island sixteen thousand feet high ” 

Lavender looked sufficiently astonished ; and the old man 
•vas pleased. He paused for a moment or two, and said — 

“ But this iss the way of it : you will see that the middle of 
the mountains it has all been washed away by tlie weather, and 
you will only have the sides now dipping one way and the 
other at each side o’ the island. But it iss a very clever man 
in Stornoway w'lll tell me that you can make out what wass the 
height o’ the mountain, by watching the dipping of the rocks 
on each side ; and it iss an older country, this island, than any 
you will know ot, and there were the mountains sixteen thou- 
sand feet high long before all this country, and all Scotland 
and England, wass covered with ice.” 

The young man was very desirous to sliow his interest in 
this matter; but did not know very well how. At last, he 
ventured to ask whether there were any fossils in the blocks 
of gneiss that were scattered over the moorland. 

“ Fossils ? ” said Mackenzie. “ Ob, I w ill not care much 


about such small things If you wall ask Sheila, she will 
tell you all about it, and about the small things she finds 
growing on the hills. That isi nut of much consequence to 
.me ; but 1 will tell you what is the best thing the island grows 
— It IS good girls and strong men — men that can go to the 
fishing, and come back to plough the fields, and cut the peat, 
and build the houses, and leave the women to look after the 
fields and the gardens when they go back again to the fisheries. 
But it is the old people — they are ferry cunning, and they will 
not put their money in the bank at Stornoway, but wall hide it 
away about the house, and then they w ill come to Sheila and 
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aiik foi money to put a pane of glass in their house And she 
has promised that to everyone who will make a window in the 
wall of their house \ and she is very simple with them, and 
does not understand the old people that tell lies. But when I 
hear of it, I say nothing to Sheila — she will know nothing about 
it — but I hef a watch put upon the people, and it wass only 
yesterday I will take back two shillings she gave to an old 
woman of Borvabost, that told many lies. What does a young 
thing know of these old people? She will know nothing at all, 
and it iss better for some one else to look after them, but not 
to speak one word of it to her.” 

“ It must require great astuteness to manage a primitive 
people like that,” said young Lavender with an air of cont'ic- 
tion ; and the old man eagerly and proudly assented, and went 
on to tell of the manifold diplomatic arts he used in reigning 
over his small kingdom, and how his subjects lived in blissful 
ignorance that this controlling power was being exercised. 

They were startled by an exclamation from Ingram, who 
called to Mackenzie to pull up the horses, just as they were 
passing over a small bridge. 

** Look there, Lavender, did you ever see salmon jumping 
like that ? Look at the size of them ! ” 

“ Oh, it iss nothing,” said Mackenzie, driving on again j 
“ where you will see the salmon, it is in the Narrows of Loch 
Roag, where they come into the rivers, and the tide is low. 
Then you will see them jumping ; and if the water wass too 
low for a long time, they will die in hundreds and hundreds." 

“ But what makes them jump before they get into the 
rivers ? ” 

Old Mackenzie smiled a crafty smile, as if he had found out 
all the ways and the secrets of the salmon. 

“ They will jump to look about them — that iss all.” 

“ Do you think a salmon can see where he is going ? ” 

“ And maybe you will explain this to me, then,” said the 
King, with a compassionate air ; “ how iss it the salmon will 
try to jump over some stones in the river, and he will see he 
cannot go over them •, but does he fall straight down on the 
stones and kill himself? Neffer — no, neffer. He will get back 
to the pool he left by turning in the air — that is what I have 
seen hundreds of times myself” 

“ Then they must be able to fly as well as see in the air.” 

** You may say about it what you will please ; but that is 
what I know — that is what I know ferry well myself.” 
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“ And I should think there were not many people in the 
country who knew more about salmon than you,” said Frank 
Ijavender. “And I hear, too, that your daughter is a great 
asher.” 

But this was a blunder. The old man frowned. 

“ Who will tell you such nonsense'? Sheila has gone out 
many times with Duncan, ar^d he will put a rod in her hands 
— yes — and she will have caught, a hsh or two — but it iss not a 
story to tell. My daughter she will have plenty to do about 
the house, without any of such nonsense. You will expect to 
and us all savages, with such stories of nonsense.” 

“ I am sure not,” said Lavender, warmly ; “ I have been very 
much struck with the civilization of the island, so far as I have 
seen it ; and I can assure you I have always heard of Miss 
Sheila as a singularly accomplished young lady.” 

“Yes,” said Mackenzie, somewhat mollified, “Sheila has 
been well brought up — she is not a fisherman’s lass, running 
about wild, and catching the salmon. I cannot listen to such 
nonsense — and it iss Duncan will tell it.” 

“ I can assure you, no. I have never spoken to Duncan. 
The fact is, Ingram mentioned that your daughter had caught 
a salmon or two as a tribute to her skill, you know." 

“ Oh, I know it wass Duncan,” said Mackenzie, with a deeper 
frown coming over his face. “ I ivill hef some means taken to 
stop Duncan from talking such nonsense." 

The young man — knowing nothing as yet of the child-like 
obedience paid to the King of Borva by his islanders — thought 
to himself — 

“ Well, you are a very strong and self-willed old gentleman, 
but if J were you, I should swt meddle much iHth that tall keefer 
with the eagle beak and the grey eyes. I should not like to be a 
stag, and kno^o that that fellow ivas watching me somewhere, with 
a rifle in his hands." 

At length they came upon the brow of the hill overlooking 
Garra-na-hina ^ and the panorama of the western lochs and 
mountains. Down there on the side of the hill was the small 
inn, with its little patch of garden ; then a few moist meadows 
leading over to the estuary of the Black River ; and beyond 
that an illimitable prospect of heathy undulations rising into 
the mighty peaks of Cracabhal, Mealasabhal, and Suainabhal. 
Then on the right, leading away out to the as yet invisible 
Atlantic, lay the blue plain of Loch Roag, with a margin o( 
* Literally Gearaidh-na’ h-Aimhnt — “ the cutting of the river.” 
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yellow sea-weed along its shores, where the rocks revealed 
themselves at low water, and with a multitude of large, varie- 
gated, and verdant islands which hid from sight the still greater 
Borva beyond. 

They stopped to have a glass of whisky at Garra-na-hina, 
and Mackenzie got down from the waggonette and went into 
the inn. 

“ And this is a Highland loch ! ” said Lavender, turning to 
his companion from the South. “ It is an enchanted sea — you 
could fancy yourself in the Pacific, if only there were some 
palm trees on the shores of the islands. No wonder you took 
for an Eve any sort of woman you met in such a Paradise.” 

“ You seem to be thinking a good deal about that young 
lady.” 

“ Well, who would not wish to make the acquaintance of a 
pretty girl — especially when you have plenty of time on your 
hands, and nothing to do but pay her little attentions, you know, 
and so forth, as being the daughter of your host ? ” 

There was no particular answer to such an incoherent 
question ; but Ingram did not seem so well pleased as he 
had been with the prospect of introducing his friend to the 
young Highland girl w'hose praises he had been reciting for 
many a day. 

However, they drank their whisky, drove on to Callernish, 
and here paused for a minute or two to show the stranger a 
series of large so-called Druidical stones which occupy a small 
plateau overlooking the loch. Could anything have been more 
impressi\e than the sight of these solitary grey pillars placed on 
this bit of table-land high over the sea, and telling of a race 
that vanished ages ago and left the surrouinhng plains, and hills, 
and shores a wild and untenanted solitude? But somehow 
Lavender did not care to remain among those voiceless monu- 
ments of a forgotten past. He said he would tome and sketch 
them some other day. He praised the picture all around ; and 
then came back to the stretch of ruffled blue water lying at the 
base of the hill. “ Where was Mr. Mackenzie’s boat ? " he 
asked. 

They left the high plain, with its Tuirsachan^ or Stones of 
Mourning, and descended to the side of the loch. In a few 

> Another name given by the islanders to those stones is Fir-hhreigt. 
“false man.” Both names, “False Men” and “The Mourners,” should 
be of some interest to antiquarians, for they will suii yretty nearly any 
theory. 
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moments, Duncan, who had been disposing of tlie horses and 
the waggonette, overtook them, got ready the boat, and pre- 
sently they were cutting asunder the bright bine plain of summer 
waves. 

At last they were nearing the King of Borva’s island. The 
white foam hissed down the side of the open boat. 'I'he sun 
burned hot on the brown sail. Far away over tlie shining 
plain the salmon were leaping into the air, catching a quick glint 
of silver on their scales before they splashed again into the 
water. Half-a-dozen sea-pyes, with their beautiful black and 
white plumage, and scarlet beaks and feet, flew screaming out 
from the rocks, and swept in rapid circles above the boat. A 
long flight of solan geese could just be seen slowly sailing along 
the western horizon. As the small craft got out towards the sea, 
the breeze freshened slightly, and she lay over somewhat, as the 
brine-laden winds caught her, and tingled on the cheeks of her 
passengers from the softer South. Finally, as the great channel 
widened out, and the various smaller islands disappeared behind, 
Ingram touched his companion on the shoulder, looked over to 
a long and low line of rock and hill, and said — 

“ Borva ! ” 

And this was Borva ! — nothing visible but an indefinite 
extent of rocky shore, with here and there a bay of white sand, 
and over that a table-land of green pasture, apparently unin- 
habited. 

“ There are not many people on the island," said Lavender, 
who seemed rather disappointed with the look of the place. 

“ There are three hundred," said Mackenzie, with the air of 
one w'ho had experienced the difficulties of ruling over three 
hundred islanders. 

He had scarcely spoken, when his attention was called by 
Duncan to some object that the gdlie had been regarding for 
some minutes back. 

“ Yes, it iss Miss Sheila," said Duncan. 

A sort of flash of expectation passed over Lavender’s face, 
and he sprang to his feet. Ingram laughed. Did the foolish 
youth fancy he could see half as far as this grey-eyed, eagle- 
faced man, w'ho had now sunk into his accustomed seat by the 
mast? There was nothing visible to ordinary eyes but a speck 
of a boat, with a single sail up, which was apparently, in the 
distance, running in for Borva. 

" Ay, ay, ay," said Mackenzie, in a vexed way, "it i§ Sheila, 
true enough ; and what will she do out in the boat at this time, 
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when she wass to be at home to receive the gentlemen that hef 
come all the way from London ?” 

“Well, Mr. Mackenzie," said Lavender, “1 should be sorry 
to think that our coming had interfered in any way whatever 
with your daughter’s amusements.” 

“ Amusements ' ” said the old man, with a look of surprise. 
“Itiss not amusements she will go for — that is no amusements 
for her. It is for some teffle of a purpose she will go, when 
it is the house that is the proper place for her, with friends 
coming from so great a journey.” 

Presently it became clear that a race between the two 
boats was inevitable, both of them making for the same point. 
Mackenzie would take no notice of such a thing , but there 
was a grave smile on Duncan’s face, and something like a look 
of pnde in his keen eyes. 

“There iss no one, not one,” he said, almost to himself, 
'* will take her in better than Miss Sheila — not one in ta island 
And it wass me tat learnt her every bit o’ ta steenng about 
Bon'a." 

The strangeis could now make out that m the other boat 
there were two girls, one seated in the stern, the other by the 
mast Ingram took out his handkerchief and waved it , a 
similar token of recognition was floated out from the other 
vessel. But Mackenzie’s boat presently had the better of the 
wind, and slowly drew on ahead , until, when her passengers 
landed on the rude stone quay, they found the other and 
smaller craft still some little distance off 

Lavender paid little attention to his luggage. He let Duncan 
do with it what he liked. He was watching the small boat 
coming in, and gettmg a little impatient, and perhaps a little 
nervous, in waiting for a glimpse of the >oung lady in the stem. 
He could vaguely make out that she had an abundance of 
dark hair looped up ; that she wore a small straw hat with a 
short white feather in it ; and that for the rest, she seemed to 
be habited entirely in some rough and close-fitting costume of 
dark blue. Or was there a glimmer of a band of rose-red 
round her neck ? 

The small boat was cleverly run alongside the jetty , Duncan 
caught her bow and held her fast, and Miss Sheila, with a 
heavy string of lythe in her right hand, stepped, laughing and 
blushing, on to the quay. Ingram was there. She dropped 
the fish on the stones, and took his two hands in hers, and,, 
without uttering a word, looked a glad welcome into his face. 
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It was a face capable of saying unwritten things — fine and 
delicate in form, and yet full of an abundance of health and 
good spirits that shone in the deep grey-blue eyes. Lavender’s 
first emotion was one of surprise that he should have heard 
this handsome, well-knit, and proud-featured girl called “ little 
Sheila,” and spoken of in a pretty and caressing way. He 
thought there was something almost majestic in her figure, in 
the poising of her head, and the outline of her face. But 
presently he began to perceive some singular suggestions of 
sensitiveness and meekness in the low, sweet brow, in the 
short and exquisitely-curved upper-lip, and in the look of 
the tender blue eyes, winch had long black eyelashes to give 
them a peculiar and indefinable charm. All this he noticed 
hastily and timidly as he heard Ingram, who still held the girl’s 
hands in his, sa3'ing — 

“ Well, Sheila, and you haven’t tpiite forgotten me ? And 
you are grown such a woman now — why, I mustn’t call you 
Sheila any more, I think — but let me introduce to you my 
friend, who has come all the way from London to see all 
the wonderful things of Borva.” 

If there was any embarrassment or blushing during that 
simple ceremony, it was not on the side of the Highland 
girl ; for she frankly shook hands with him and said — 

“ And are you very well ? ” 

The second impression which Lavender gathered from her 
was, that nowhere in the tvorld was English pronounced so 
beautifully as in the island of Lewis. The gentle intonation 
with which she spoke was so tender and touching — the slight 
dwelling on the c in “ very,” and “ well ” seemed to have such 
a sound of sincerity about it, that he could have fancied he 
had been a friend of hers for a lifetime. And if she said 
“ferry” for “very,” what then? It was the most beautiful 
English he had ever heard. 

The party now moved olf towards the shore, above the long 
white curve of which Mackenzie’s house was visible. The 
old man himself led the way, and had, by his silence, apparently 
not quke forgiven his daughter for having been absent from 
home when his guests arrived. 

“ Now, Sheila,” said Ingram, “ tell me all about yourself ; 
what have you been doing ? ” 

“ This morning ? ” said the girl, walking beside him with 
her hand laid on his arm, and w'ith the happiest look on 
her face. 
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“ This morning, to be^n with. Did you catch those fish 
yourself? ” 

“ Oh, no, there was no tinae for that. And it was Mairi 
and I saw a boat coming in, and it was going to Mevaig, 
but we overtook it, and got some of the fish, and we thought 
we should be back before you came. However, it is no matter 
since you are here. And you have been very well ? And did 
you see any difference in Stornoway when you came over ? ” 

Lavender began to think that “Styornoway ” sounded ever 
so much more pleasant than mere Stornoway. 

“We had not a minute to wait in Stornoway. But tell 
me, Sheila, all about Borva and yourself — that is better than 
Stornoway. How are your schools getting on ? And have 
you bribed or frightened all the children into giving up 
Gaelic yet? How is John the Piper — and does the Free 
Church minister still complain of him ? And have you caught 
any more wild ducks and tamed them? And are there any 
grey geese up at Loch-an-Eilean ? ” 

“Oh, that is too many at once,” said Sheila, laughing. 
“ But I am afraid your friend will find Borva very lonely and 
dull. There is not much here at all — for all the lads are 
away at Caithness fishing. And you should have shown him 
all about Stornoway, and taken him up to the Castle, and 
the beautiful gardens." 

“ He has seen all sorts of castles, Sheila, and all sorts of 
gardens in every part of the world. He has seen everything 
to be seen in the great cities and countries that are only 
names to you. He has travelled in France, Italy, Russia, 
Germany, and seen all the big towns that you hear of in 
history." 

. “That is what I should like to do, if 1 were a man,” 
jsaid Sheila; “and many and many a time I wish I had 
(been a man, that I could go to the fishing, and work in the 
' fields, and then when I had seen enough, go away and see 
! other countries and strange people." 

I “ But if you were a man, I should not have come all the 
fway from London to see you,” said Ingram, patting the hand 
,that lay on his arm. 

“ But if I were a man,” said the girl, quite frankly, “ I 
should go up to London to see you." 

Mackenzie smiled grimly, and said — 

“Sheila, it is nonsense you will talk." 

,\t this moment Sheila turned round, and said — 
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“ Oh, we have forgotten poor Mairi. Mairi, why did you 
not leave the fish for Duncan ? — they are too heavy for you. 
I will caiTy them to the house.” 

But Lavender sprang forward, and insisted on taking pos- 
session of the thick cord with its considerable weight of 
lythe. 

“This is my cousin Mairi,” said Sheila; and forthwith the 
young, fair-faced, timid-eyed girl shook hands with the gentle- 
men, and said — just as if she had been watching Sheila — 

“ And are you ferry well, sir ? ” 

For the rest of lire way up to the house, Lavender walked 
by the side of Slieila ; and as the string of lythe had formed 
the introduction to their talk, it ran pretty much upon natural 
history. In about five minutes she had told him more about 
sea-birds and fish than ever he knew in his life ; and she 
wound up this information by offering to take him out on the 
following morning, that he might himself catch some lythe. 

“ But I am a wretchedly bad fisherman, Miss Mackenzie,” 
he said. “ It is some years since I tried to throw a fly.” 

“Oh, there is no need for good fishing when you catch 
lythe,” she said, earnestly. “You will see Mr. Ingram catch 
them. It is only a big white fly you will need, and a long 
line, and when the fish takes the fly, down he goes — a great 
depth. Then when you have got him, and he is killed, you 
must cut the sides, as you see that is done, and string him to 
a rope and trail him behind the boat all the way home. 
If you do not do that, it iss no use at all to eat. But if 
you like the salmon-fishing, my papa will teach you that. 
There is no one,” she added, proudly, “ can catch salmon 
like my papa — not even Duncan — and the gentlemen who 
come in the autumn to Stornoway, they are quite surprised 
when my papa goes to fish with them.” 

“ I suppose he is a good shot, too,” said the young man, 
amused to notice the proud way in which the girl spoke ol 
her father. 

“ Oh, he can shoot anything. He will shoot a seal, if he 
comes up but for one moment above the water ; and all the 
birds — he will get you all the birds, if you will wish to take any 
away with you. We have no deer on the island — it is too 
small for that ; but in the Lewis and in Harris there _ are 
many, many thousands of deer, and my papa has many invi- 
tations when the gentlemen come up in the autumn, and if 
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you look in the game-book of the lodges, you will see there 
is not anyone who has shot so many deer as my papa — not 
anyone whatever.” 

At length they reached the building of dark and rude stone- 
work, with its red coping, its spacious porch, and its small 
enclosure of garden in front. Lavender praised the flowers 
in this enclosure — he guessed they were Sheila’s particular 
care j but, in truth, there was nothing rare or delicate among 
the plants growing in this exposed situation. There were a 
few clusters of large yellow pansies, a calceolaria or two, plenty 
of wallflower, some clove pinks, and an abundance of sveet- 
william in all manner of colours. But the chief beauty of the 
small garden was a magnificent tree-fuchsia which grew in 
front of one of the windows, and was covered with deep rose- 
red flowers set amid its small and deep-green leaves. For the 
rest, a bit of honeysuckle was trained up one side of the porch j 
and at the small wooden gate there were two bushes of sweet- 
brier, that filled the warm air with fragrance. 

Just before entering the house, the two strangers turned to 
have a look at the spacious landscape lying all around, in the 
perfect calm of a summer day. And lo ! before them there 
was but a blinding mass of white that glared upon their eyes, 
and caused them to see the far sea, and the shores, and the 
hills as but faint shadows appearing through a silvery haze. 
A thin fleece of cloud lay across the sun, but the light was, 
nevertheless, so intense that the objects near at hand — a 
disused boat lying bottom upwards, an immense anchor of 
foreign make, and some such things — seemed to be as black 
as night, as they lay on the warm road. But when the eye got 
beyond the house and the garden, and the rough hillside 
leading down to Loch Roag, all the world appeared to be a 
blaze of calm, silent, and luminous heat. Suainabhal and his 
brother mountains were only as clouds in the south. Along 
the western horizon, the portion of the Atlantic that could be 
seen, lay like a silent lake under a white sky. To get any 
touch of colour, they had to turn eastward, and there the 
sunlight faintly fell on the green shores of Borva, on the 
Narrows of Loch Roag, and the loose red sail of a solitarj 
smack that was slowly coming round a headland. They could 
hear the sound of the long oars. A pale line of shadow lay 
in the wake of the boat ; but otherwise the black hull and the 
red sail seemed to be coming through a plain of molten silver. 
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When the young men turned to go into the house, the hall 
seemed a cavsta of impenetrable darkness, and there was a 
flush of crimson light dancing before their eyes. 

When Ingram had had his room pointed out, Lavender 
followed him into it, and shut the door. 

“ By Jove, Ingram,” he said, with a singular light of enthu- 
siasm on his handsome face, "what a beautiful voice that girl 
has — I have never heard anything so soft and musical in all 
my life— and then, when she smiles, what perfect teeth she 
has — and then, you know, there is an appearance, a style, a 

grace, about her figure But, I say, do you seriously mean 

to tell me you are not in love with her ?” 

" Of course I am not,” said the other, impatiently, as he was 
busily engaged with his portmanteau. « ' 

" Then let me give you a word of information,” said the 
younger man ; "she is in love with you.” 

Ingram rose, with some little touch of ve.xation on 
his face. 

" Look here. Lavender. I am going to talk to } Ou seriously. 
I wish you wouldn’t fancy that everyone is in that condition 
of simmering love-making you delight in. Yon never were in 
love, I believe; but you are always fancying 3 0uiself in love, 
and xvriting very pretty verses about it, and painting very pretty 
heads I like the verses and the paintings well enough, how- 
ever they are come by ; but don’t mislead yourself into believing 
that you know anything whatever of a real and serious passion 
by having engaged in all sorts of imaginative and semi-poetical 
dreams. It is a much more serious thing than that, mind you, 
when it comes to a man, as I trust you will find out. But, for 
heaven’s sake, don’t attribute any of that sort of sentimental 
make-believe to either Sheila Mackenzie or myself. We are 
not romantic folks. We have no imaginative gifts whatever ; 
but we are very glad, you know, to be attentive and grateful to 
those who have. The fact is, I don’t think it quite fair ” 

“ Let us suppose I am lectured enough,” said tlie other, 
somewhat bluntly. " I suppose I am as good a judge of the 
character of a woman as most other men, although I am no 
great student, and have no hard and dried rules of philo- 
sophy at my fingers’ ends. Perhaps, however, one may leam 
more by mixing with other people, and going out into the 
world, than by sitting in a room with a dozen books and 
persuading oneself that men and women are to be studied in 
that fashion.” 


D 
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“ Go away, you stupid boy, and unpack your portmanteau, 
and don’t quarrel with me,” said Ingram, putting out on the 
table some things he had brought for Sheila ; “ and if you 
are friendly with Sheila, and treat her like a human being, 
instead of trying to put a lot of romance and sentiment about 
her, she will teach you more than you could learn in a hundred 
drawing-rooms in a thousand years.” 



CIIAFfER III. 

THERE WAS A KING IN THULE. 

He never took that advice. He had already transformed 
Sheila into a heroine during the half-hour of their stroll from 
the beach and around the house. Not that he fell in love 
with her at first sight, or anything even approaching to that. 
He merely marie her the central %ure of a little speculative 
romance, as he had made many another woman before. Of 
course, in these little fanciful dramas, written along the sky-line, 
as it were, of his life, he invariably pictured himself as the 
fitting companion of the fair creature he saw there. Who 
but himself could understand the sentiment of her eyes, and 
teach her little love-ways, and express unbounded admiration 
of her ? More than one practical young w'oraan, indeed, in 
certain circles of London society, had been informed by her 
friends that Ml Lavender was dreadfully in love with her; 
and had been mucTi surprised, after this confirmation of her 
suspicions, that he sought no means of bringing the affair to 
a reasonable and sensible issue. He did not even amuse 
himself by flirting with her, as men -would willingly do who 
could not be charged with any serious purpose whatever. His 
devotion was more mysterious and remote. A rumour would 
get about that Mr. Lavender had finished another of those 
charming heads in pastel, which, at a distance, reminded one 
of Greuze, and that Lady So-and-so, who had bought it forth- 
with, had declared that it was the image of this young lady, 
who was partly puzzded and partly vexed by the incompre- 
nensible conduct of her reputed admirer. It was the fashion, 
in these social circles, to buy those heads of Lavender, when 
he chose to paint them. He had achieved a good reputation 

f> 3 
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by them. The good people liked to have a genius in their 
own set, whom they had discovered, and who was only to be 
appreciated by persons of exceptional taste and penetration. 
Lavender, the uninitiated were assured, was a most cultivated 
and brilliant young man. He had composed some charming 
songs. He had written, from time to time, some quite de- 
lightful litth^ poems, over which fair eyes had grown full and 
liquid. Who had not heard of the face that he painted for a 
certain young lady, whom everyone expected him to marry ? 

The young man escaped a great deal of the ordinary con- 
sequences of this petting ; but not all. He was at bottom 
really true-hearted, frank, and generous — generous even to an 
extreme ; but he had acquired a habit of producing striking 
impressions which dogged and perverted his every action and 
speech. He disliked losing a few shillings at billiards, but he 
did not mind losing a few pounds : the latter was good for a 
story. Had he possessed any money to invest in shares, he 
would have been irritated by small rises or small falls ; but he 
would have been vain of a big rise, and he would have regarded 
a big fall with equanimity, as placing him in a dr^atic light. 
The exaggerations produced by this habit of his, fostered strange 
delusions in the minds of people who did not know him very 
well; and sometimes the practical lesults — in the way of ex- 
pected charities or what not — amazed him. He could not 
understand why people should have made such mistakes, and 
resented them as an injustice. Perhaps, if the young fellow 
had not been possessed at bottom of many sound qualities, the 
consequences of this social petting would have been more 
serious. 

And as they sat at dinner on this still, brilliant evening in 
summer, it was Sheila’s turn to be clothed in the garments of 
romance. Her father, with his great grey beard and Ireavy 
brow, became the King of Thule, living in this solitary house 
overlooking the sea, and~ ha ving memories of a dead sweetheart. 
His daughter, the Princess, had the glamour of a thousand 
legends dwelling in her beautiful eyes ; and when she walked 
by the shores of the Atlantic, that were now getting yellow 
under the sunset, what strange and unutterable thoughts must 
appear in the wonder of her face ! He remembered no more 
how he had pulled to pieces Ingram’s praises 6f Sheila. What 
had become of the “ ordinary young lady, whdjwould be a little 
interesting, if a little stupid, before marriage, and, after mar- 
riage, sink into the dull, domestic hind ? ” There could be no 
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doubt that Sheila often sat silent for a considerable time, with 
her eyes fixed on her father’s face when he spoke, or turning 
to look at some other speaker. Had Lavender now been 
asked if this silence had not a trifle of dulness in it, he would 
have replied by asking if there were dulness in the stillness 
and the silence of the sea. He grew to regard her calm and 
thoughtful look as a sort of spell ; and if you had asked him 
what Sheila was like, he would have answered by saying that 
there was moonlight in her face. 

The room, too, in which this mystic Princess sat, was strange 
and wonderful. There were no doors visible ; for the four 
walls were throughout covered by a paper of foreign manu- 
facture, representing .spacious Tyrolese landscapes, and inci- 
dents of the chase. When Lavender had at first entered this 
chamber, his eye had been shocked by these coarse and pro- 
minent pictures — by the green rivers, the blue lakes, and the 
snow peaks that rose above certain ruddy chfilets. There a 
chamois was stumbling down a ravine, and there an operatic 
peasant, some eight or ten inches in actual length, was pointing 
a gun. The large figures, the coarse colours, the impossible 
scenes — all tliis looked, at first sight, to be in the worst possible 
taste ; and Lavender was convinced that Sheila had nothing to 
do with the introduction of this abominable decoration. But 
somehow, when he turned to the line of ocean that was visible 
from the window, to the lonely shores of the island, and the 
monotony of colours showing in the still picture wdthout, he 
began to fancy that there might be a craving up in these latitudes 
for some presentation, however rude and glaring, of the richer 
and more variegated life of the South. The figures and moun- 
tains on the walls became less prominent He saw no incon- 
gruity in a whole chalet giving way, and allowing Duncan, who 
waited at table, to bring forth from this aperture to the kitchen, 
a steaming dish of salmon, while he spoke some words in 
Gaelic to the servants at the other end of the tube. He 
even forgot to be surprised at the appearance of little Main', 
with whom he had shaken hands a little while before, coming 
round the table with potatoes. He did not, as a rule, shake 
hands with servant-maids, but was not this fair-haired, wistful- 
eyed girl some relative, friend, or companion of Sheila’s ; and 
had he not already begun to lose all perception of the incon- 
gruous or the absurd in the strange pervading charm with 
which Sheila’s presence filled the place ? 

He suddenly found Mackenzie’s deep-set eyes fixed upon 
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hinij and became aware that the old man had been mysteriously 
announcing to Ingram that there were more political move- 
ments abroad than jieople fancied. Slieila sat still and listened 
to her father as he expounded these things, and showed that, 
although at a distance, he could perceive the signs of the times. 
Was it not incumbent, moreover, on a man who had to Icblc 
after a number of poor and simple folks, that he should be on 
the alert ? 

“ It iss not bekass you will live in London you will know 
everything,” said the King of Borva, with a certain significance 
in his tone. “ There iss many things a man does not see at 
his feet, that another man will see who is a good way off. The 
International, now ” 

He glanced furtively at I^avciKdcr. 

“ — 1 hef been told there will be agents going out every day 
to all parts of this country and other countries, and they will 
hef plenty of money to live like gentlemen, and get among the 
poor people, and fill their minds with foolish nonsense about a 
revolution. Oh, yes, I hear about it all, and there iss many 
members of Parliament in it, and it iss every day they will get 
farther and farther, all working hard, though no one sees them 
who does not understand to be on the watch.” 

Here, again, the young man received a ciuiet, scrutinizing 
glance ; and it began to dawn upon him, to his infinite aston- 
ishment, that Mackenzie half suspected him of being an 
emissary of the International. In the case of any other man, 
he would have laughed, and paid no heed ; but how could he 
permit Sheila’s father to regard him with any such suspicion ? 

“Don’t you think, sir,” he said, boldly, “ that these Interna- 
tionalists are a lot of incorrigible idiots ? ” 

As if a shrewd observer of men and motives were to be 
deceived by such a protest ! Mackenzie regarded him with 
increased suspicion, although he endeavoured to conceal the 
fact that he was watching the young man from time to time. 
Lavender saw all the favour he had won during the day disap- 
pearing ; and moodily v^ondered when he should have a chance 
of explanation. 

After dinner, they went outside and sal down on a bench in 
the garden, and the men lit their cigars. It was a cool and 
pleasant evening. The sun had gone down in red fire behind 
the Atlantic and there was still left a rich glow of crimson in 
the west, while overhead, in the pale yellow of the sky, some 
filmy clouds of rose-colour lay motionless. How calm was the 
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sea out there, and the white stretch of water coming into I^ch 
Roag ! The cool air of the twilight was scented with sweet- 
brier. The wash of the ripples along the coast could be heard 
in the stillness. It was a time for lovers to sit by the sea, 
careless of the future or the past. 

But why would this old man keep prating of his political 
prophecies ? Lavender asked of himself. Sheila had spoken 
scarcely a word all the evening ; and of what interest could it 
be to her to listen to theories of revolution, and the dangers 
besetting our hot-headed youth? She merely stood by the 
side of her father, with her hand on his shoulder. He noticed, 
however, that she paid particular attention whenever Ingram 
spoke : and he wondered whether she perceived that Ingram 
was partly humouring the old man, at the same time that he 
was pleasing himself with a series of monologues, interrupted 
only by his cigar. 

“That is true enough, Mr. Mackenzie," Ingram would say, 
lying back with his two hands clasped round his knee, as usual ; 
“ you’ve got to be careful of the opinions that are spread abroad, 
even in Borva, where not much danger is to be expected. But 
I don’t suppose our young men .are more destructive in theii 
notions than young men always have been. You know, every 
young fellow starts in life by knocking down all the beliefs he 
finds before him, and then he spends the rest of his life in 
setting them up again. It is only after some years he gets to 
know that all the wi.sdom of the world lies in the old common- 
places he once despised. He finds that the old familiar ways 
are the best, and he sinks into being a commonplace person, 
with much satisfaction to himself. My friend Lavender, now, 
is continually charging me with being commonphice. I admit 
the charge. I have drifted back into all the old ways and 
beliefs — about religion, and marriage, and patriotism, and 
what not — that ten years ago I should have treated with 
ridicule." 

“Suppose the process continues,” suggested Lavender. 

“ Suppose it does," continued Ingram, carelessly. “ Ten years 
hence I may be proud to become a vestryman, and have the 
most anxious care about the administration of the rates. I shall 
be looking after the drainage of houses, and the treatment of 

paupers, and the management of Sunday Schools But all 

this is an invasion of your province, Sheila," he suddenly added, 
looking up to her. 

The girl laughed, and said-- 
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“Then I have been commonplace from the beginning?^’ 

Ingram was about to make all manner of protests and 
apologies, when Mackenzie said — 

“ Sheila, it wass time you will go indoors, if you have nothing 
about your head. Go in and sing a song to us, and we will 
listen to you ; and not a sad song, but a good merry song. 
These teffles of the fishermen, it iss always drownings they will 
sing about, from the morning till the night.” 

Was Sheila about to sing — in this clear, strange twilight, 
while they sat tliere and watched the yellow' moon come up be- 
hind the southern hills ? Lavender had heard so much of her 
singing of those fishermen’s ballads, that he could think of 
nothing more to add to the enchantment of this w'ondcrful 
night. But he was disappointed. The girl put her hand on 
her father’s head, aiui ieminde<l him that she had had her big 
greyhound Bras imprisoned all the afternoon, that she had to 
go down to Borvabost with a message for souie people who 
were leaving by the boat in the morning, and w'ould the gentle- 
men therefore excuse her not singing to them for this one 
evening ? 

“ But you cannot go away down to Borvabost by your- 
self, Sheila,” said Ingram. “It will be dark before you 
return.” 

“ It will not be darker than this all the night tlirough,” said 
the girl. 

“ But I hope you will let us go with you,” said Lavender, 
rather anxiously ; and she assented with a gmcious smile, and 
went to fetch the great deerhound that was her constant 
companion. 

And lo ! he found himself walking with a Princess in this 
wonder-land, through the magic twilight that prevails in 
northern latitudes. Mackenzie and Ingram had gone on in 
front The large deerhound, after regarding him attentively, 
had gone to its mistre.ss’s side, and remained closely there. 
Lavender could scarcely believe his ears that the girl was talk- 
ing to him lightly and frankly, as though she had known him 
for years, and was telling him of all her troubles with the folks at 
Bon’abost, and of those poor people whom she was now going 
to see. No sooner did he understand that they were emigrants, 
and that they were going to Glasgow before leaving finally for 
America, than in quite an honest and enthusiastic fashion he 
began to bewail the sad fate of such poor wretches as have to 
forsake their native land, and to accuse the aristocracy of the 
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country of every act of selfishness, and to charge the Govern- 
ment with a shameful indifference. But Sheila brought him up 
suddenly. In the gentlest fashion she told him what She 
knew of these poor people, and how emigration affected them, 
and so forth, until he was ready to curse the hour in which he 
had blundered into taking a side on a question about which he 
cared nothing and knew less. 

“ But some other time,” continued Sheila, “ I will tell you 
what W'e do here, and I will show you a great many letters I 
have from friends of mine who have gone to Greenock, and to 
New York, and Canada. Oh yes, it is very bad for the old 
people — they never get reconciled to the change — never ; but 
it is very good for the young people, and they are g*lad of it, 
and are much better off than they were here. You will see how 
proud they are of the better clothes they have, and of good 
food, and money to put in the bank ; and how could they get 
that in the highlands, where the land is so poor that a small 
piece is of no use, and they have not money to rent the large 
sheep-farms. It is very bad to have people go away — it is 
verj' hard on many of them — but what can they do ? The piece 
of ground that was very good for the one family, that is expected 
to keep the daughters when they marry, and the sons when 
they marry, and then there are five or six families to live on it. 
And hard work — that will not do much, with very bad land, 
and the bad weather we have here. The people get down- 
hearted when they have their crops spoiled by the long rain, 
and they cannot get their peats dried and very often the fish- 
ing turns out bad, and they have no money at all to carry on 
the farm. But now you will see Borvabost.” 

Lavender had to confess that this wonderful Princess would 
persist in talking in a veiy^ matter-of-fact way. All the after- 
noon, while he was weaving a luminous web of imagination 
around her, she was continually cutting it asunder, and step- 
ping forth as an authority on the growing of some wTetched 
plants, or the means by which rain was to be excluded from 
window-sills. And now, in this strange twilight, when she ought 
to have been singing of the cruelties of the sea, or listening to 
Iftlf-forgotten legends of mermaids — she was engaged with the 
petty fortunes of men and girls who were pleased to find them- 
selves prospering in the Glasgow police-force, or educating 
themselves in a milliner’s shop in Edinburgh. She did not 
appear conscious that she was a Princess. Indeed, she seemed 
to Ijave no consciousness of herself at all ; and was altogether 
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occupied in giviiig liiin information about practical subjects in 
which he professed a profound interest he certainly did not feel. 

But even Sheila, when they had reached the loftiest part of 
their route, and could see beneath them the island and the 
water surrounding it, was struck by the exceeding beauty of the 
twilight ; and as for her companion, he remembered it many a 
time thereafter, as if it were a dream of the sea. Before them 
lay the Atlantic — a pale line of blue, still, silent, and remote. 
Overhead, the sky was of a clear, thin gold, with heavy masses 
of violet cloud stretched across from north to south, and thick- 
ening as they got near to the horizon. Down at their feet, near 
the shore, a dusky line of huts and houses was scarcely visible ; 
and over these lay a pale blue film of peat-smoke that did not 
move in the still air. Then they saw the bay into which the 
White Water runs, and they could trace the yellow glimmer of 
the river stretching into the island through a level valley of bog 
and morass. Far away towards the east, lay the bulk of the 
island — dark green undulations of moorland and pasture ; and 
there, in the darkness, the gable of one white house had caught 
the clear light of the sky, and was gleaming westward like a star. 
But all this was as nothing to the glory that began to shine in 
the south-east, where the sky was of a pale violet over the peaks 
of Mealasabhal and Suainabhal. There, into the beautiful dome, 
rose the golden crescent of the moon, warm in colour, as though 
it still retained the last rays of the sunset. A line of quivering 
gold fell across Loch Roag, and touched the black hull and 
spars of the boat in which Sheila had been sailing in the 
morning. That bay down there, with its white sands and 
massive rocks, its still expanse of water, and its back-ground of 
mountain-peaks palely coloured by the yellow moonlight, 
seemed really a home for a magic princess who was shut ofif 
from all the world. But here, in front of them, was another sort 
of sea, and another sort of life — a small fishing-village hidden 
under a cloud of pale peat-smoke, and fronting the great waters 
of the Atlantic itself, which lay under a gloom of violet clouds. 

“ Now,” said Sheila, with a smile, “ we have not always 
weather as good as this in the island. Will you not sit on the 
bench over there with Mr. Ingram, and wait until my papa and 
1 come up from the village again ? ’’ 

“ May not I go down with you ? ” 

“ No. The dogs would learn you were a stranger, and there 
wonld be a great deal of noise, and tlierc will be many of the 
poor people asleep.” 
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So Sheila liad her way ; aiwl slie and her father went down 
the hillside into the gloom of the village, while Laygader went 
to join his friend Ingram, who was sitting on the wooden bench, 
silently smoking a clay pipe. 

“ Well, I have never seen the like of this," said Lavender, in 
his impetuous way, “it is worth going a thousand miles to 
see ! Such colours and such clearness — and then the splendid 
outlines of those mountains, and the grand sweep of the loch 
— this is the sort of thing that drives me to despair, and might 
make one vow never to touch a brush again. And Sheila says 
it will be like this all the night through.” 

He was unaware that he had spoken of her in a very 
familiar way ; but Ingram noticed it 

“ Ingram,” he said, suddenly, “ that is the first girl I have 
ever seen whom I should like to marry.” 

“Stuff!” 

“ But it is true. I have never seen anyone like her — so 
handsome, so gentle, and yet so very frank in setting you right. 
And then she is so sensible, you know, and not too proud to 
1 tve much interest in all sorts of common affairs ” 

There was a smile on Ingram’s face ; and his companion 
stopped, in some vexation. 

“ You are not a very sympathetic confidant.” 

“Because I know the story of old. You have told it roe 
about twenty women ; and it is always the same. I tell you, 
you don’t know anything at all about Sheila Mackenzie yet ; 
perhaps you never may. I suppose you will make a heroine of 
her, and fall in love with her for a fortnight, and then go back 
to London and get cured by listening to the witticisms of 
Mrs. I.orraine.” 

“Well,” said the young man, humbly, “perhaps I have given 
you reason to mistrust me ; but you will see by and by whether 
I am serious or not this time.” 

“ Some day,” Ingram continued, “ no doubt, you will love a 
woman for what she is, not for what you fancy her to be ; but 
that is a piece of good fortune that seldom occurs to a youth 
of your age. To marry in a dream, and wake up six months 
afterwards — that is the fate of ingenuous twenty-three. But 
don’t you let Mackenzie hear you talk of marrying Sheila, or 
he’ll have some of his fishermen throw you into Loch Roag.” 

“ There, now, that is one point I can’t understand about 
her,” said Lavender. “ How can a girl of her shrewdness and 
good sense have such a belief in that humbugging old idiot of 
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a. father of hers, who fancies me a political emissary, and plays 
small tricks to look like diplomacy ? It is always ‘ My papa can 
do diis,’ and ‘ My papa can do that,’ and ‘ There is no one at all 
like my papa.’ And she is continually fondling him, and giving 
little demonstrations of affection, of which he takes no more 
notice than if he were an Arctic bear.” 

Ingram looked up with some surprise in his face. 

“You don’t mean to say, Lavender,” he said, slowly, “ that 
you are already jealous of the girl’s own father?” 

He could not answer, for at this moment Sheila, her father, 
and the big greyhound came up the hill. And again it was 
Lavender’s good fortune to walk with Sheila across the moorland 
path they had traversed some little time before. And now the 
moon was still higher in the heavens, and the yellow lane of 
light that crossed the violet waters of Loch Roag quivered in 
a deeper gold. The night air was scented with the Dutch 
clover growing down by the shore. They could hear the curlew 
whistling, and the plover calling, amid that monotonous plash 
of the waves that murmured all around the coast. When tlrey 
returned to the house, the darker waters of the Atlantic, and 
the purple clouds of the west, were shut out from sight ; and 
before them there was only the liquid plain of Loch Roag, 
with its pathway of yellow fire, and far away on the other side 
the shoulders and peaks of the southern mountains, that had 
grown grey, and clear, and sharp in the beautiful twilight. And 
this was Sheila’s home. 
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ROMANCE-TIME. 

Early morning at Borva, fresh, luminous, and rare ; the 
mountains in the south grown pale and cloud-Iike under a 
sapphire sky; the sea ruffled into a darker blue by a light 
breeze from the west ; and the sunlight lying hot on the red 
gravel and white shells around Mackenzie’s house. There is 
an odour of sweet brier about, hovering in the warm, still air, 
except at such time as the breeze freshens a bit, and brings 
round the shoulder of the hill the cold, strange scent of the 
rocks and the sea beyond. 

And on this fresh and pleasant morning, Sheila sat in the big 
garden seat in front of the house, talking to the stranger to 
whom she had been introduced the day before. He was no 
more a stranger, however, to all appearances ; for what could 
be more frank and friendly than their conversation, or more 
bright and winning than the smile with which she frequently 
turned to speak or to listen? Of course this stranger could 
not be her friend as Mr. Ingram was — that was impossible. 
But he talked a great deal more than Mr. Ingram, and was 
apparently more anxious to please and be pleased ; and, indeed, 
was altogether very winning, and courteous, and pleasant in his 
ways. Beyond this vague impression, Sheila ventured upoc. 
no comparison between the two men. If her older friend had 
been down, she would doubtless ha ve.preferred talking to him — 
about all that had happened in the island since his last visit ; but 
here was this newer friend thrown, as it were, upon her hospi- 
tality, and eager, with a most respectful and yet simple and 
friendly interest, to be taught all that Ingram already knew. 
Was he not, too, in mere appearance like one of the princes 
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she had read of in many an ancient ballad — tall, and hand- 
some, and yellow-haired — fit to have come sailing over the sea, 
with a dozen merry comrades, to carry off some sea-king’s 
daughter to be his bride ? Sheila began to regret that the 
young man knew so little about the sea, and the northern 
islands, and those old stories ; but then he was very anxious 
to learn. 

“You must say Mach-Klyoda instead of Macleod," she was 
saying to him, “ if you like Styornoway better than Stornoway, 
It is the Gaelic, that is all.” 

“ Oh, it is ever so much prettier,” said young Lavender, with 
a quite genuine enthusiasm in his face, not altogether begotten 
of the letter y ; “ and indeed I don’t think you can possibly 
tell how singularly pleasant and quaint it is to an English ear 
to hear just that little softening of the vowels that the people 
have here. I suppose you don’t notice that they say gyarden 
for garden ” 

They ! — as if he had paid attention to the pronunciation of 
anyone except Sheila herself ! 

“ But not quite so hard as I pronounce it. And so with 

a great many other words — that are softened, and sweetened, 
and made almost poetical in their sound by the least bit of in- 
flection. How surprised and pleased English ladies would be 
to hear you speak. Oh, I beg your pardon — I did not mean 
to 1 — I beg your pardon ” 

Sheila seemed a little astonished by her companion’s evident 
mortification, and said, with a smile — 

“ If others speak so in the island, of course I must too ! and 
you say it does not shock you.” 

His distress at his own rudeness now found an easy vent. 
He protected that no people could talk English like the people 
of Lewis. He gave Sheila to understand that the speech of 
English folks was as the croaking of ravens compared with the 
sweet tones of the northern isles 3 and this drew him on to 
speak of his friends in the South, and of l.ondon, and of the 
chances of Sheila ever going thither. 

“ It must be so strange never to have seen London,” he said. 
“ Don’t you ever dream of what it is like ? Don’t you ever try 
to think of a great space, nearly as big as this island, all 
covered over with large houses — the roads between the liouses 
all made of stone — ^and great bridges going over the rivers, 

with railway-trains standing By the way, you have never 

seen a railway-engine ! " 
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He looked at her for a moment in astonishment, as if he had 
not hitherto realized to himself the absolute ignorance of this 
remote Princess. Sheila, with some little touch of humour 
appearing in her calm eyes, said — 

“ But I am not quite ignorant of all these things. I have 
seen pictures of them, and my papa- has described them to me 
so often that I will feel as if I had seen them all, and I do not 
think I should be surprised — except, perhaps, by the noise of 
the big towns. It was many a time my papa told me of that j 
but he Says I cannot understand it, nor the great distance of 
land you travel over to get to I^ondon. That is what I do not 
wish to see — I was often thinking of it, and that to pass so 
many places that you do not know would make you very sad.” 

“ That can be easily avoided,” he said, lightly. “ When you 
go to London, you must go from Glasgow or Edinburgh in a 
night train, and fall fast asleep, and in the morning you will 
find yourself in London, without having seen anything.” 

“ Just as if one had gone across a great distance of sea, and 
come to another island you will never see before,” said Sheila, 
with the grey-blue eyes, under the black eyelashes, grown 
strange and distant. 

“ But you must not think of it as a melancholy thing,” he 
said, almost anxiously. “You will find yourself among all 
sorts of gaieties and amusements ; you rvill have cheerful people 
around you, and plenty of things to see; you will drive in 
beautiful parks, and go to theatres, and meet people in large 
and brilliant rooms, filled with flowers, and sih'er, and light. 
And all through the winter, that must be so cold and dark up 
here, you will find abundance of warmth and light, and plenty 
of flowers, and every sort of pleasant thing. You will hear no 
more of tliose songs about drowned people ; and you will no 
longer be afraid of the storms, or listen to the waves at night ; 
and by and by, when you have got quite accustomed to London, 
and got a great many friends, you might be disposed to stay 
there altogether ; and you would grow to think of this island 
as a desolate and melancholy place, and never seek to come 
back.” 

The girl rose suddenly, and turned to a fuchsia-tree, pretend- 
ing to pick some of its flowers. Tears had sprung to her eyes 
unbidden ; and it was in rather an uncertain voice that she 
said, still managing to conceal her face — 

“ I like to hear you talk of those places ; but — but I will 
never leave Borva.” 
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What possible interest could he have in combating this 
decision so anxiously, almost so imploringly ? He renewed his 
complaints against the melancholy of the sea, and the dreari- 
ness of the northern winters. He described again and again 
the brilliant lights and colours of town-life in the South. As a 
mere matter of experience and education she ought to go to 
'London ; and had not her papa as good as intimated his inten- 
tion of taking her ? 

In the midst of these representations, a step was heard in the 
hall, and then the girl looked round with a bright light on her 
face. 

“ Well, Sheila ? ” said Ingram, according to his custom ; and 
both the girl’s hands were in his the next minute. “You are 
down early. What have you been about? Have you been 
telling Mr. Lavender of the Black Horse of Loch Suainabhal?” 

“ No ; Mr. Lavender has been telling me of London.” 

“ And I have been trying to induce Miss Mackenzie to pay 
us a visit, so that we may show her the difference between a 
city and an island. But all to no purpose. Miss Mackenzie 
seems to like hard winters, and darluress, and cold : and as for 
that perpetual and melancholy sea, that in the winter-time I 
should fancy might drive anybody into a lunatic asylum •” 

“ Ah, you must not talk badly of the sea,” said the girl, with 
all her courage and brightness returned to her face. “ It is our 
very good friend. It gives us food, and keeps many people 
alive. It carries the lads away to other places, and brings 
them back with money in their pocket.s ” 

“ And sometimes it smashes a few of them on the rocks, or 
swallows up a dozen families, and the next morning it is as 
smooth and fair as if nothing had happened.” 

“ But that is not tlie -sea at all,” said Sheila ; “ that is the 
storms that will wreck the boats ; and how can the sea help 
that ? When the sea is let alone the sea is very good to us.” 

Ingram laughed aloud, and patted the girl’s head fondly ; 
and Lavender, blushing a little, confessed he was beaten, and 
that he would never again, in Miss Mackenzie’s presence, say 
anything against the sea. 

The King of Borva now appearing, they all went in to 
breakfast ; and Sheila sat opposite the window, so that all the 
light coming in from the clear sky and the sea was reflected 
upon her face, and lit up every varying expression that crossed 
it, or that shone up in the beautiful deeps of her eyes. Laven- 
der, his own face in shadow, could look at her from time to 
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time himself unseen \ and as he sate in almost absolute silence, 
and noticed how she talked with Ingram, and what deference 
she paid him, and how anxious she was to please him, he 
began to wonder if he should ever be admitted to a like friend- 
ship with her. It was so strange, too, that this handsome, 
proud-featured, proud-spirited girl should so dc^'ote herself to the 
amusement of a man like Ingram ; and forgetting all the court 
that should have been paid to a pretty woman, seemed deter- 
mined to persuade him that he was conferring a favour upon 
her by every word and look. Of course, Lavender admitted to 
himsejf, Ingram was a very good sort of fellow — a very good 
sort of fellow indeed. If anyone was in a scrape about money, 
Ingram would come to the rescue without a moment’s hesitation ; 
although the salary of a clerk in the Board of Trade might have 
been made the excuse, by any other man, for a very justifiable 
refusal. He was very clever, too — had read much, and all that 
kind of thing. But he was not the sort of man you migh% 
expect to get on well with women. Unless with very intimate 
friends, he was a trifle silent and reserved. Often he was 
inclined to be pragmatic and sententious ; and had a habit of 
saying unpleasantly bitter things, when some careless joke was 
being made. He was a little dingy in appearanoe ; and a man 
who had a somewhat cold manner, who was sallow of face, who 
was obviously getting grey, and who was generally insignificant 
in appearance, was not the sort of man, one would think, to 
fascinate an exceptionally handsome girl, who had brains enough 
to know the fineness of her own face. But here was this 
Princess paying attentions to him such as must have driven a 
more impressionable man out of his senses ; while Ingram sat 
quiet and pleased, sometimes making fun of her, and generally 
talking to her as if she were a child. Sheila had chatted very 
pleasantly with him. Lavender, in the morning ; but it was evi- 
dent that relations with Ingram were of a very different kind, 
such as he could not well understand. For it was scarcely 
possible that she could be in love with Ingram ; and yet surely 
the pleasure that dwelt in her expressive face when slie spoke 
to him, or listened to him, was not the result of a mere 
friendship, f 

If Lavender had been told at that moment that these two 
were lovers, and that they were looking forward to an early mar- 
riage, he would have rejoiced with an enthusiasm of joy. He 
would have honestly and cordially shaken Ingram by the hand; 
he would have ra^e plans for introducing the young bride 

E 



jO A FRINCESS OF THULE. [CHAP. 

to all the people he knew ; and he would have gone straight 
off. on reaching London, to buy Sheila a magnificent bracelet, 
even if he had to borrow tlie money from Ingram himself. 

“ And have you got rid yet of the Airgiod-cearc,^ Sheila ? ” said 
Ingram, suddenly breaking in upon these dreams ; “ or does 
every owner of hens still pay his annual shilling to the Lord of 
Lewis ? ” 

“ It is not away yet,” said the girl, “ but when Sir James 
comes in the autumn, I will go over to Stornoway, and ask him 
to take away the tax, and I know he will do it, for what is the 
shilling worth to him, when he has spent thousands and thou- 
sands of pounds on the Lewis ? But it wall be very hard on 
some of the poor people that only keep one or two hens ; and 
I will tell Sir James of all that ” 

“ You will do nothing of the kind, Sheila,” said her father, 
impatiently. “What is Airgiod-cearc you, that you will 
go over to Stornoway only to be laughed at, and make a fool 
of yourself?” 

“ That is nothing, not anything at all,” said the girl, “ if Sir 
James will only take away the tax.” 

“ Why, Sheila, they would treat you as another Lady Godiva,” 
said Ingram, with a good-humoured smile. 

“ But Miss Mackenzie is quite right,” exclaimed lavender, 
with a sudden flush of colour leaping into his handsome face, 
and an honest glow of admiration into his eyes ; “ I think it is 
a very noble thing for her to do, and nobody, either in Storno- 
way or anywhere else, w'ould be such a brute as to laugh at 
her for trying to help those poor people, wfio have not too 
many friends and defenders, God knows ! ” 

Ingram looked surprised. Since when had the young gen- 
tleman across the table acquired such a singular interest in the 
poorer classes, of whose very existence he had for the most part 
seemed unaware ? But the enthusiasm in his face was quite 
honest ; there could be no doubt of that. As for Sheila, with 
a beating heart, she ventured to send to her champion a brief 
and timid glance of gratitude, which the young man observed, 
and never forgot. 

“You will not know what it is all about,” said the King of 
Borva, with a peevish air, as though it were too bad that a 
person of his authority should have to descend to petty details 
about a hen-tax. “ It is many and many a tax and a due Sir 

‘ Pronounced Argyv^-chark ; literally, Hen-money. 
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James will take away from his tenmils in the Lewis, and he will 
spend more money a thousand times than ever he will get 
back j and it was this Airgiod-cearc, it will stand in the place 
of a great many other things taken away, just to remind the 
folk that they have not their land all in their own right It is 
many things you will have to do in managing the poor people, 
not to let them get too proud, or forgetful of what they owe to 
you 5 and now tliere is no more tacksmen to be the masters of 
the small crofters, and the crofters they would think they were 
landlords themselves if there were no dues for them to pay.” 

“ I have heard of tliose middle men ; they were dreadful 
tyrants and thieves, weren’t they ? ” said Lavender. 

Ingram kicked his foot under the table. 

“ I mean that was the popular impression of them — a vulgar 
error, I presume,” continued the young man, in the coolest 
manner. “ And so you have got rid of them ! Well, I daresay 
many of them were honest men, and suffered very unjustly in 
common report.” 

Mackenzie answered nothing, but his daughter said quickly — 

“ But you know, Mr. Lavender, they have not gone away 
merely because they cease to have the letting of the land to 
the crofters. 'I'hey have still their old holdings, and so have 
the crofters in most cases. Everyone now holds direct from 
the proprietor, that is all.” 

“ So that there is no difference between the former tacks- 
man and his serf, excejjt the relative size of their farms ? ” 

“ Well, the crofters have no leases, but the tacksmen have,” 
said the girl, somewhat timidly ; and then she added, “ But 
you have not decided yet, Mr. Ingram, what you will do to-day. 
It is too clear for the salmon-fishing. Will you go over to 
Mevaig, and show Mr. Lavender the Bay of Uig, and the 
Seven Hunters?” 

“Surely we must show him Borvabost first, Sheila,” said 
Ingram. “Ble saw nothing of it last night, in the dark ; and 
I think, if you offered to take Mr. Lavender round in youi 
boat, and show him what a clever sailor you arc, he would 
prefer that to walking over the hill.” 

“ I can take you all round in the boat, certainly,” said the 
girl, with a quick blush of pleasure ; and forthwith a message 
was sent to Duncan, that cushions should be taken down to 
the Maighdean-mhara, the little vessel of which Sheila was 
both skipper and pilot. 

How beautiful was the fair sea-picture that lay around them, 
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as Ae Ma^hdean^mhara stood out to the mouth of Loch Roag 
on this bright summer morning ! Sheila sat in the stern of the 
small boat, her hand on the tiller. Bras lay at her feet, his 
nose between his long and shaggy paws. Duncan, grave and 
watchful as to the winds and the points of the coast, sat amid- 
ships, with the mainsail sheet held fast, and superintended the 
seamanship of his young mistress, w'ith a respectful but most 
evident pride. And as Ingram had gone off with Mackenzie 
to walk over to the White Water before going down to Borva- 
bost, Frank Lavender was Sheila’s sole companion, out in this 
wonder-land of rock, and sea, and blue sky. 

He did not talk mucli to her ; and she was so well occupied 
with the boat that he could regard with impunity the shifting 
lights and graces of her face and all the wonder and winning 
depths of her eyes. The sea was blue around them. The sky 
overhead had not a speck of cloud in it. The white sand-bays, 
the green stretches of pasture, and the far and spectral moun- 
tains trembled in a haze of sunlight. Then there was all the 
delight of the fresh and cool wind, the hissing of the water 
along the boat, and the joyous rapidity w’ith which the small 
vessel, lying over a little, ran through the crisply curling waves, 
and brought into view the newer wonders of the opening sea. 

Was it not all a dream — that he should be sitting by the side 
of this Sea-Princess, w'ho was attended only by her deerhound 
and the tall keeper ? And if a dream, why should it not go 
on for ever ? To live for ever in this magic land — to have the 
Princess herself to carry him in this little boat into the quiet 
bays of the islands, or out at night, in moonlight, on the open 
sea — to forget for ever the godless .South and its social phan- 
tasmagoria, and live in this beautiful and distant solitude, with 
the solemn secrets of the hills and the moving deep for ever 
present to the imagination, — might not that be something of a 
nobler life ? And some day or other he would take this Island- 
Princess up to London, and he would bid the women that he 
knew — the scheming mothers and the doll-like daughters — 
stand aside from before this perfect work of God. She would 
carry with her the mystery of the sea in the depths of her 
eyes, and the music of the far hills would be heard in her 
voice, and all the sweetness, and purity, and brightness of the 
clear summer skies would be mirrored in her innocent soul. 
She would appear in London as some wild-plumaged bird, 
hailing from distant climes, and before she had lived there 
long enough to grow sad, and have the weight of the city 



JiOJIfA NCE- TIME. 


53 


iv.) 

clouding the brightness of her eyes, she would be spirited 
away again into this strange sea-kingdom, where there seemed 
to be perpetual sunshine, and the light music of waves. 

Poor Sheila t she little knew what was expected of her, or 
the sort of drama into which she was being thrown as a central 
figure. She little knew that she was being transformed into a 
wonderful creature of romance, who was to put to shame the 
gentle dames and maidens of London society, and do many 
other extraordinary things. But what would have appeared 
the most extraordinary of all these speculations, if she had 
only known of them, was the assumption that she would marry 
Frank Lavender. That the young man had quite naturally 
taken for granted — but, perhaps only as a basis of his imagina- 
tive scenes. In order to do these things she would have to be 
married to somebody ; and why not to himself? Think of the 
pride he would have in leading this beautiful girl, with her 
quaint manners and fashion of speech, into a London drawing- 
room. Would not everyone wish to know her ? Would not 
everyone listen to her singing of those Gaelic songs ? — for, of 
course, she must sing well. Would not all his artist friends 
be anxious to paint her ? And she would go to the Academy to 
convince the loungers there how utterly the canvas had failed 
to catch the light and dignity and sweetness of her face. 

When Sheila spoke he started. 

“ Did you not see it ? ” 

“Wliat?” 

“The seal; it rose for a moment just over there," said the 
girl, with a great interest visible in her eyes. 

The beautiful dreams he had been dreaming were consider- 
ably shattered by this interruption. How could a fairy Princess 
be so interested in some common animal showing its head out 
of the sea ? It also occurred to him just at this moment, that 
if Sheila and Mairi went out in this boat by themselves, they 
must be in the habit of hoisting up the mainsail, and was such 
rude and coarse work befitting the character of a Princess ? 

“ He looks very like a black man in the water when his head 
conies up,’’ said Sheila, “when the water is smooth so tJiat 
you will see him look at you. But I have not told you yet 
about the Black Horse that Alister-nan-Each saw at Loch 
Suainabhal one night. Loch Suainabhal, that is inland, and 
fresh water, so it was not a seal ; but Alister was going ^ong 
tlie shore, and he saw it lying up by the road, and he looked 
at it for a long time. It was quite black, and he thought it 
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was a boat ; but when he came near he saw it begin to move, 
and then it went down across the shore and splashed into the 
loch. And it had a head bigger than a horse, and quite black, 
and it made a noise as it went down the shore to the loch.” 

“ Don’t you think Alister must have been taking a little 
whisky. Miss Mackenzie?’' 

“No, not that, for he came to me just after he will see the 
beast” 

“ And do you really believe he saw such an animal ? ” said 
Lavender, with a smile. 

“ I do not know,” said the girl, gravely. “ Perhaps it was 
only a fright and he imagined he saw it ; but I do not know it 
is impossible there can be such an animal at Loch Suainabhal. 
But that is nothing. It is of no consequence. But 1 have seen 
stranger things than the Black Hor.se, that many people will 
not believe.” 

“ May I ask what they are ? ” he' said, gently. * 

“Some other time, perhaps, I will tell you; but there is a 
great deal of explanation about it — and you see, we .are going 
in to Borvabost.” 

Was this, then, the capital of the small empire over which 
the Princess ruled? He saw before him but a long row of 
small huts or hovels resembling beehives, which stood above 
the curve of a white bay, and at one portion of the bay was 
a small creek, near which a number of laige boats, bottom 
upwards, lay on the beach. What odd little dwellings those 
were ! The walls, a few feet high, were built of rude blocks 
of store or slices of turf ; and from those low supports rose a 
rounded roof of straw, which was thatched over by a further 
layer of turf. There were few windows, and no chimneys at all 
— not even a hole in the loof. And what was meant by the 
two men who, standing on one of the turf walls, were busily 
engaged in digging into the rich brown and black tliatch and 
heaving it into a cart? Sheila had to explain to him that, 
while she was doing everything in her ])ower to get the people 
to suffer the introduction of windows, it was hopeless to think 
of chimneys ; for by carefully guarding against the egress of 
the peat-smoke, it slowly saturated the thatch of the roof, 
which, at certain periods of the year, v/as then taken off to 
dress the fields, and a new roof of straw put on. By this time 
they had run the Maighdean-mhara—xYiQ Sea Maiden — into a 
creek, and were climbing up the steep beach of sTungle that 
had been worn smooth by the waters of the Atlantic. 
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“Ai)d will you want to speak to l Ufit ” said Sheila, 

turning to a small girl who had approached her somewhat 
diffidently. 

She was a pretty little thing, with a round fair face, tanned 
by the sun, brown hair, and soft dark eyes. She was bare- 
headed, bare-footed, and bare armed , but she was otherwase 
smartly dressed, and she held in her hand an enormous flounder, 
apparently about half as heavy as herself. 

“ Will ye hef the fesh. Miss Sheila ? ” said the small Ailasa, 
holding out the flounder, but looking down all the same. 

“ Did you catch it yourself, Ailasa?” 

“Yes, It wass Donald and me; we wass out in a boat, and 
Donald had a line.” 

“And It IS a present for me?” said Sheila, patting the small 
head and its wild and soft hair. “Ihank you, Ailasa. But 
you must ask Donald to carry it up to the house and give it to 
Mam. I cannot take it with me just now, you know.” 

There was a small boy cowering behind one of the upturned 
boats; and, by his furtive peepings, showing that he was ir. 
league with his sister. Ailasa, not thinking that she was dis- 
covering his whereabouts, turned cjuite naturally m that direc- 
tion, until she was suddenly stopped by Lavender, who called 
to her, and put his hand m his pocket. But he w’as too late. 
Sheila had stepped in, and with a tjuick look, which w'as all 
the protest that was needed, shut her hand over the half-crowm 
he had m his fingers. 

“ Never mind, Ailasa,” she said. “ Go away and get Donald, 
and bid him carry the fish up to Main.” 

Lavender put the half ci own in his pocket in a somewhat 
dazed fashion : what he chiefly knew was that Sheila had for a 
moment held his hand in hers, and that her eyes had met his. 

Well, that little incident of Ailasa and the flouuder was lather 
pleasant to him. It did not shock the romantic associations 
he had begun to weave around his fair comjiamon. But when 
they had gone up to the cottages — Mackenzie and Ingram not 
yet having arrived — and when Sheila proceeded to tell him 
about the circumstances of the fishei men’s lives, and to explain 
how such and such things were dene in the fields, and in the 
pickling-houscs, and so foith, Lavender was a little disap- 
pointed. Sheila took him into some of the cottages, or rather 
hovels, and he v'agiiely knew in the darkness that she sat 
down by the low glow of the peat-fire, and began to ask the 
vv omen about all sorts of impi ovements in the walls and windovrs, 



56 A PJRTNCESS OF THULE. [chAp. 

and gardens, and what not. Surely it was not for a Princess to 
go advising people about particular sorts of soap ; or offering to 
pay for a pane of glass if die husband of the woman would make 
the necessary aperture in the stone wall. The picture of Sheila 
appearing as a Sea-Princess in a London drawing-room was all 
very beautiful in its way ; but here she was discussing as to the 
quality given to broth by the addition of a certain vegetable 
which she offered to send down from her owui garden if the 
cottager in question would try to grow it. 

“ I wonder. Miss Mackenzie,” he said, at length, when they 
got outside — his eyes dazed with the light, and smarting with 
the peat-smoke — “ I wonder you can trouble yourself with such 
little matters that those people should find out for themselves.” 

The girl looked up with some surprise. 

“ That is the work I have to do. My papa cannot do every- 
thing in the island.” 

“ But what is the necessity for your bothering yourself about 
such things ? Surely they ought to be able to look after their 
OTO gardens and liouses? It is no degradation — certainly not ; 
for anything you interested yourself in would become worthy of 
attention by the very fact ; but, after all, it seems such a pity you 
should give up your time to those commonplace details ” 

“ But some one must do it,” said the girl, quite innocently ; 
“ and my papa has no time. And they will be very good in 
doing what I ask them — everyone in the island.” 

Was this a wilful affectation? he said to himself. Or was 
she really incapable of understanding that there w’as anything 
incongruous in a young lady of her position, education, and 
refinement, busying herself with the curing of fish and the cost 
of lime? He had himself marked the incongruity long ago, 
when Ingram had been telling him of the remote and beautiful 
maiden whose only notions of the world had been derived from 
literature — who was more familiar with the magic land in which 
Endymion wandered than with any other — and that, at the 
same time, she was about as good as her father at planning 
a wooden bridge over a stream. When Lavender had got 
outside again — when he found himself walking with her along 
the white beach, in front of the blue Atlantic — she was again 
the Princess of his dreams. He looked at her face, and he saw 
in her eyes that she must be familiar with all the romantic 
nooks and glades of English poetry. The plashing of the waves 
down there, and the music of her voice, recalled the sad legends 
of the fishermen he hoped to hear her sing. But ever and 
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anon there occurred a jarring recollection, whether arising from 
a contradiction between his notion of Sheila and the actual 
Sheila, or whether from some incongruity in himself, he did 
not stop to consider. He only knew that a beautiful maiden 
who had lived by the sea all her life, and who had followed 
the wanderings of Endymion in the enchanted forest, need not 
have been so particular about a method of boiling potatoes, 
or have shown so much interest in a pattern for children’s 
frocks. 

Mackenzie and Ingram met them. There was the usual 
“Well, Sheila?” followed by a thousand questions about the 
very things she had been inquiring into. That was one of the 
odd points about Ingram that puzzled and sometimes vexed 
Lavender ; for, if you are walking home at night, it is incon- 
venient to be accompanied by a friend who would stop to ask 
about the circumstances of some old crone hobbling along the 
pavement, or who could linger on his own doorstep to have 
a chat with a garrulous policeman. Ingram was about as odd 
as Sheila herself in the attention he paid to those wretched 
cotters and their doings. He could not advise on the im- 
portant subject of broth, but he would have tasted it by way 
of discovery, even if it had been presented to him in a tea- 
cup. He had already been prowling round the place with 
Mackenzie. He had in.spected the apparatus in the creek for 
hauling up the boats. He had visited the curing-houses. Hfe 
had examined the heaps of fish drjung on the beach. He had 
drunk whiskey with John the Piper, and shaken hands with 
Alister-nan-Each. And now he had come to tell Sheila that 
the piper was bringing down luncheon from Mackenzie’s house, 
and that after they had eaten and drunk on the white beach 
they would j^ut out the Maighdean-mhara once more to sea, and 
sail over to Mevaig, that the stranger might see the wondrous 
sands of the Bay of Uig. 

But it was not in consonance with the dignity of a King 
that his guests should eat from off the pebbles, like so many 
fishermen, and when Mairi and another girl brought down the 
baskets, luncheon was placed in the stern of the small vessel, 
while Duncan got up the sails and put out from the stone quay. 
As for John the Piper, was he insulted at having been sent on 
a menial errand ? They had scarcely got away from the shore 
when the sound of the pipes was wafted to them from the 
hill-side above, and it was the “ Lament of Mackrimmon ” that 
followed them out to sea — 
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f ‘ Mackrimmon shall no more return, 

Oh never, never more return 1 ” 

— ^that was the wild and ominous air that was skirling up on 
the hill-side ; and Mackenzie’s face, as he heard it, grew wroth. 

“That teffle of a piper John !” he said, with an involuntary 
stamp of his foot ; “ what for will he be playing Cha till mi 
tuilich t ” 

“ It is out of mischief, papa,” said Sheila ; “ that is all.” 

“ It will, be more than mischief if I burn his pipes, and drive 
him out of Borva. Then there will be no more of mischief.” 

“ It is very bad of John to do that,” said Sheila to Lavender, 
apparently in explanation of her father’s anger ; “ for we have 
given him shelter here, when there will be no more pipes in all 
the Lewis. It was the Free Church ministers they put down 
the pipes, for there was too much wildness at the marriages 
when the pipes would play.” 

“And what do the people dance to now? ” asked the young 
gentleman, who seemed to resent this piece of paternal govern- 
ment 

Sheila laughed, in an embarrassed way. 

“ Miss Mackenzie would rather not tell you,” said Ingram. 
“The fact is, the noble mountaineers of these districts have 
had to fall back on the Jew’s-harp. The ministers allow that 
Instrument to be used— I suppose because there is a look of 
piety in the name. But the dancing doesn’t get very mad when 
you have two or three young fellows playing a strathspey on a 
bit of trembling wire.” 

“That teffle of a piper John!” growled Mackenzie, once 
more ; and so the Maighdean-mhara lightly sped on her way, 
opening out the various headlands of the islands, until at last 
she got into the narrows by Eilean-Aird-Meinish, and ran up 
the long arm of the sea to Mevaig. 

They landed, and went up the rocks. They passed one oi 
two small white houses, overlooking the still, green waters of 
the sea ; and then, following the line of a river, plunged into 
the heart of a strange and lonely district, in which there ap- 
peared to be no life. The river-tract took them up a great glen, 
the sides of which were about as sheer as a railway-cutting. 
There were no trees or bushes about, but the green pasture 
along the bed of the valley wore its brightest colours in the 
warm sunlight, and far up on the hill-sides, the browns and 
crimsons of the heather and the silver-grey of tiie rocks 
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trembled in the -white haze of the heat. Over that again llie 
blue sky, as still and silent as the world below. 

They wandered on, content with idleness and a fine day. 
Mr. Mackenzie was talking, with some little loudness, so that 
Lavender might hear, of Mr. John Stuart Mill, and was anxious 
to convey to Ted Ingram that a wise man, who is responsible 
for the well-being of his fellow-creatures, will study all sides of 
all questions, however dangerous. Sheila was doing her best 
to entertain the stranger ; and he, in a dream of his own, was 
listening to the information she gave him. How much of it 
did he carry away ? He was told that the grey-goose built its 
nest in the rushes at the edge of lakes. Sheila knew several 
nests in Borva. Sheila also caught tlie young of the wild duck 
when the mother was guiding them down the hill-rivulets to the 
sea. She had tamed many of them, catching them thus before 
they could fly. The names of most of the mountains about 
here ended in Mn-/, which was a Gaelic corruption of the Norse 
fiall, a mountain. There were many Norse names all through 
the Lewis, but more particularly towards the Butt. The termi- 
nation host, for example, at the end of many words, meant an 
inhabited place; but she fancied host was Danish. And did 
Mr. Lavender know of the legend connected -with the air of 
Cha till, cha till mi tuiluh ? 

Lavender started as from a trance, with an impression that 
he had been desperately rude. He was about to say that the 
grey gosling in the legend could not speak Scandinavian, when 
he was interrupted by Mr. Mackenzie turning and asking him 
if he knew from what ports the English smacks hailed that 
came up hither to the cod and the ling fishing for a couple of 
months in the autumn ? The young man said he did not know ; 
there were many fishermen at Brighton. And when the King 
of Borva turned to Ingram, to see why he was shouting -with 
laughter. Miss Sheila suddenly announced to the party that 
before them lay the great Bay of Uig. 

It was certainly a strange and impressive scene. They stood 
on the top of a lofty range of hill, and underneath them lay a 
vast semicircle, miles in extent, of gleaming white sand, that 
had in bygone ages been washed in by the Atlantic. Into this 
vast plain of silver whiteness, the sea, entering by a somewhat 
narrow portal, stretched in long arms of a pale blue. Else- 
where, the great crescent of sand was surrounded by a low line 
of rocky hill, showing a thousand tints of olive-green, and grey, 
and heather-purple ; and beyond that again rose the giant bulk 
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of Mealasabhal — grown pale in the heat — into the southern 
aky. There was not a ship visible along the blue plallt qf 
the Atlantic. The only human habitation to be seen in the 
strange world beneath them was a solitary manse. But away 
towards the summit of Mealasabhal two specks slowly circled 
in the air, which Sheila thought were eagles ; and far out on 
the western sea, lying like dusky whales in the vague blue, were 
the Flannen islands — the remote and unvisited Seven Hunters, 
whose only inhabitants are certain flocks of sheep belonging to 
•dwellers on the mainland of Lewis. 

The travellers sat down on a low block of gneiss, to rest 
themselves j and then and there did the King of Borva recite 
his grievances and rage against the English smacks. Was it not 
enough that they should in passing steal the sheep, but that 
they should also, in mere wantonness, stalk them as deer, 
wounding them with rifle-bullets, and leaving them to die 
among the rocks ? Sheila said bravely that no one could tell 
that it was the English fishermen who did that. Whv not the 
crews of merchant vessels, who might be of any nation ? It 
was unfair to charge upon any body of men such a despicable 
act, when there was no proof of it whatever. 

“ Why, Sheila,” said Ingram, with some surprise, “ you never 
doubted before that it was the English smacks that killed the 
sheep.” 

Sheila cast down her eyes, and said nothing. 

Was the sinister prophecy of John the Piper to be fulfilled ? 
Mackenzie was so much engaged in expounding politics to 
Ingram, and Sheila was so proud to show her companion all 
the wonders of Uig, that, when they returned to Mevaig in the 
evening, the wind had altogether gone down, and the sea was 
as a sea of glass. But if John the Piper had been ready to 
foretell for Mackenzie the fate of Mackrimmon, he had taken 
means to defeat destiny by bringing over from Borvabost a large 
and heavy boat pulled by six rowers. These were not strapping 
young fellows, clad in the* best blue cloth to be got in Storno- 
way, but elderly men, grey, wrinkled, weather-beaten, and hard 
of face, who sat stolidly in the boat and listened with a sort of 
bovine gaze to the old hunchback’s wicked stories and jokes. 
John was in a mischievous mood ; but Lavender, in a con- 
fidential whisper, informed Sheila that her father would speedily 
be avenged on the inconsiderate piper. 

“ Come, men, sing us a song, quick I ” said Mackenzie, as 
the party took their seats in the stem, and the great oars 
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spla^edinto the sea of gold. “ Look sharp, John— and no teffle 
of k drotWiing song 1” 

In a shrill, high, queralous voice, the piper, who was himself 
pulling one of the two stroke oars, began to sing ; and then the 
men behind him, gathering courage, joined in an octave lower, 
their voices being even more uncertain and lugubrious than his 
own. These poor fishermen had not had the musical education of 
Clan-Alpine's warriors. The performance was not enlivening ; 
and as the monotonous and melancholy sing-song that kept 
time to the oars told its story in Gaelic, all that the English 
strangers could make out was an occasional reference to Jura, 
or Scarba, or Isla. It was, indeed, the song of an exile shut 
up in “ seaworn Mull,” who was complaining of the wearisome 
look of the neighbouring islands. 

“ But why do you sing such Gaelic as that, John ?” said young 
Lavender, confidently. “ I should have thought a man in your 
position — the last of the Hebridean bards — would have known 
the classical Gaelic. Don’t you know the classical Gaelic ? ” 

“ There iss only the wan sort of Kallic, and it iss a ferry goot 
sort of Kallic,” said the piper, with some show of petulance. 

“ Do you mean to tell me you don’t know your own tongue ? 
Do you not know what the greatest of all the bards wrote 
about your own island ? — O et prtesidium et dulce decns 
meum, agus, Tityre tu patulae recubans sub tegmine Styomoway, 
Anna viruraque cano, Macklyoda, ct Borvabost sub tegmine 
fagi ? ” 

Not only John the Piper, but all the men behind him, 
began to look amazed and sorely troubled ; and all the more 
to that Ingram — who had picked up more Gaelic words than 
his friend — came to his assistance, and began to talk to him in 
this unknown tongue. They heard references in the con- 
versation to persons an<l things nuth which they were familiar 
in their own language, but still accompanied by much more 
they could not understand, f'lie men now began to whisjier 
awe-stricken questions to each other ; and at last John the 
Piper could not restrain his curiosity. 

“ What in ta name of Kott is tat sort of Kallic ? ” he asked, 
with some look of fear in his eyes. 

“You are not much of a student, John,” said I.avender 
carelessly, “ but still a man in your position should know some* 
thing of your own language. A bard, a poet, and not know 
the classical form of your own tongue I "4 

“ Is it la Welsh Kallic ? ” crietl John, in desperation ; for 
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he knew that the men behind him would carry the story oi 
his ignorance all over Borvabost. 

“ The Welsh Gaelic ! No. I see you will have to go to 
school again.” 

“ There iss no more KilHc in ta schools,” said the Piper, 
eagerly seizing the excuse. “ It iss Miss Sheila j she will hef 
put away all ta Kailic from ta schools.” 

“ But you were bom half a century before Miss Sheila : how 
is it you neglected to learn that form of Gaelic that has been 
Sacred to the use of the bards and poets since the time of 
Ossian ? ” 

There were no more quips or cranks for John the Piper 
during the rest of the pull home. The wretched man relapsed 
into a moody silence, and worked mechanically at his oar, 
brooding over this mysterious language of which he had not 
even heard. As for Lavender, he turned to Mackenzie, and 
begged to know what he thought of affairs in France. 

And so th^ sailed_back tp Borvabost, over the smooth water 
that lay ItlTe a lake of gold. Was it not a strange sight to see 
the Atlantic one vast and smooth yellow plain, under the great 
glow of saffron that spread across the regions of the sunset ? It 
was a world of light, unbroken but by the presence of a heavy 
coaster that had anchored in the bay, and that sent a long line 
of trembling black donm on the perfect mirror of the sea. As 
they got near the shore, the portions that were m siiadow 
showed with a strange distinctness the dark green of the pasture 
and the shaqr outlines of the rocks ; and there was a cold 
scent of sea-weed in the evening air. The six heavy oais 
splashed into the smooth bay. The big boat was moored to 
the quay ; and its passengers landed once more in Borva. 
And when they turned, on their way home, to look from the 
brow of the hill on which Sheila had placed a garden-seat, lo ! 
all the west was on fire, the mountains in the south had grown 
dark on their eastern side, anrl the plain of the sea was like a 
lake of blood with the heavy hull and masts of the coastci 
grown large, and solemn, and distant. I'hcre was scarcely a 
ripple around the rocks at their feet to break the stillness of 
the approaching twilight. 

So another day had passed, devoid of adventure or incident. 
Lavender had not rescued his wonderful Princess from an 
angry sea, nor had he shown prowess in slaying a dozen stags, 
nOT in any way distinguished himself. To all outward ap- 
pearance, the relations of the party were the same at night as 
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they had been in the morning. But the greatest crises of life 
steal on us imperceptibly, and have sometimes occurred and 
wound us in their consequences before we know. The memor- 
able things in a man’s career are not always marked by some 
sharp convulsion. The youth does not necessarily marry the 
girl whom he happens to fish out of a millpond : his future life 
may be far more definitely shaped for him at a prosaic dinner 
table, where he fancies he is only thinking of the wines. W<> 
are indeed but as children seated on the shore, watching the 
ripples that come in to our feet ; and while the ripples unceas- 
ingly repeat themselves, and while the hour that passes is but 
as the hour before it, constellation after constellation has gone 
by over our heads unheeded and unseen, and we awake with a 
start to find ourselves in a new day, with all our former life cut 
off from us and become as a dream. 



CHAPTER V. 

SHEILA SINGS. 

A KNOCKING at Ingram’s door. 

“ Wei], what’s the matter? " 

“ Will ye be goin to ta fishin’, Mr. Ingram ? ” 

“ Is that you, Duncan ? How the devil have you got over 
from Mevaig at this hour of the morning ? ” 

‘ Oh, there wass a bit breeze tis morning, and I hef prought 
over ta Maighdean-mhara. And there iss a very goot ripple 
on ta water, if you will tek ta other gentleman to try for ta 
salmon.” 

“ All right. Hammer at his door until he gets up. I shall 
be ready in ten minutes.” 

About half-an-hour thereafter the two young men were stand- 
ing at the front of Mackenzie’s house, examining the enormous 
rod that Duncan had placed against the porch. It was still 
early morning, and there was a cold wind blowing in from the 
sea ; but there was not a speck of cloud in the sky, and the 
day promised to be hot. The plain of the Atlantic was no 
longer a sheet of glass ; it was rough and grey, and far out an 
occasional quiver of white show'ed where a wave was hissing 
over. There was not much of a sea on ; but the heavy wash 
of the water round the rocks and sandy bays could be distinctly 
heard in the silence of the morning. 

And what was this moving object down there by the shore, 
where the Maighdean-mhara lay at anchor? Both the young 
men at once recognized the glimmer of the small white feather, 
and the tightly-fitting rough blue dress of the Sea-Princess. 

“ Why, there is Sheila ! ” cried Ingram. “ What in all the 
world is she about at such an hour ? ” 
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At this moment Duncan came out, with a book of flies in 
his hand, and he said, in rather a petulant way — 

“And it iss no wonder Miss Sheila will be out. And it 
wass Miss Sheila herself wll tell me to see if you will go to ta 
White Water and try for a salmon.” 

“ And she is bringing up something from the boat : I must 
go and carry it for her,” said Lavenc^r. making down the path 
to the shore with the speed of a deer. 

When Sheila and he came up the hill, there was a fine colour 
in the girl’s face from her morning’s exertions ; but she was not 
disposed to go indoors to rest. On the contrary, she was soon 
engaged in helping Mairi to bring in some coffee to the 
parlour ; while Duncan cut .slices of ham and cold beef big 
enough to have provisioned a fishing-boat bound for Caithness. 
Sheila had had her breakfast ; so she devoted all her time to 
waiting upon her two guests, until Lavender could scarcely eat, 
through the embarrassment produced by her noble servitude. 
Ingram was not so sensitive, and made a very good meal 
indeed. 

“ \Wiere’s your father, Sheila?” said Ingram, when the last 
of their preparations had been made, and they were about to 
start for the river. “ Isn’t he up yet ? ” 

“ My father ? ” said the girl, with the least possible elevation 
of her eyebrows ; “ he will be down at Borvabost an hour ago. 
And I hope that John the Piper will not see him this morn- 
ing. But we must make haste, Mr. Ingram, for the wind will 
fall when the sun gets stronger, and then your friend will have 
no more of the fishing.” 

So they set out, and Ingram put Sheila’s hand on his arm, 
and took her along with him in that fashion, while the tall 
gillie walked behind with Lavender, who was or was not pleased 
with the arrangement. The young man, indeed, was a trifle 
silent ; but Duncan was in an amiable and communicative 
mood, and passed the time in telling him stories of the salmon 
he had caught and of the people who had tried to catch them 
and failed. Sheila and Ingram certainly went a good pace up 
the hill and round the summit of it, and down again into the 
valley of the White Water. The light step of the girl seemed 
to be as full of spring as the heather on which she trod \ and 
as for her feet getting wet, the dew must have soaked them 
long ago. She was in the brightest of spirits. Lavender could 
hear her laughing in a low pleased fashion ; and then presently 
her head would be turned up towards her companion, and all 

F 
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the light of some humorous anecdote would appear in her face 
and in her eloquent eyes, and it would be Ingram's turn to 
break out into one of those short abrupt laughs that had some- 
thing sardonic in them. 

But hark ! — from the other side of the valley comes another 
sound — the faint and distant skirl of the pipes ; and yonder is 
the white-haired hunchback, a mere speck in a waste of brown 
and green morass. What is he playing to himself now ? 

'‘,He is a foolish fellow, that John,” said the tall keeper ; “ for 
if he comes down to Borvabost this morning, it iss Mr. Mac- 
kenzie will fling his pipes in ta sea, and he will hef to go away 
and work in ta steamboat. He iss a ferry foolish fellow ; and 
it wass him tat wass goin’ into ta steamboat before, and he 
went to a tailor in Styomoway, and he said to him, ‘ I want a 
pair o’ troosers.’ And the tailor said to him, ‘ What sort o’ 
troosers iss it you will want ? ’ And he said to him, ‘ I want 
a pair o’ troosers for a steamboat.’ A pair o’ troosers for a 
steamboat ! — who ever heard of a steamboat wantin’ troosers ? 
And it wass him tat went in ta steamboat with a lot o’ freens 
o’ his, that wass a’ goin’ to Skye to a big wedclin’ there ; and it 
wass a veiy bad passage, and when tey got into Portree, the 
captain said to him, ‘John, where iss all your freens that ley 
do not come ashore ?’ And he said to him, ‘ I hef been down 
below, sir, and four-thirds o’ ta whole o’ them are a’ half-trooned, 
and sick, and lead.’ Four-thirds o’ ta whole o’ them ! — and he 
iss just the ferry man to laugh at every other pody when it iss 
a mistake you will make in ta English.” 

“I suppose,” said Lavender, “you found it rather difficult 
to learn good English ? ” 

“ Well, sir, I hefna got la goot English yet. But Miss Sheila 
she has put away all the Gaelic from the schools, and the 
young ones they will learn more of ta good English after 
that” 

“ I wish I knew as much Gaelic as you know English," said 
the young man. 

“ Oh, you will soon learn. It iss very easy, if you will only 
stay in ta island.” 

“It would take me several months to pick it up, I sup- 
pose?” 

“ Oh, yes — nine or six — that will do,” said Duncan. “ You 
will begin to learn ta name o’ ta islands and ta places. There 
now, as far as you can see, is ta Sean7i Bheinn — and it means 
ta old hill. And there is a rock there — it iss Stac-nati- Bal^ ” 
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Here Duncan looked rather perplexed. 

“ Yes," said Lavender, “ what does that mean ? ” 

“It means — it means,” said Duncan, m stiU greater pei 
plexity, and getting a little impatient, “ it means — s/ac, tat iss 
A steep rock — Stac-nan-Ealg — it means — well, sir, tt ts ower 
deep for ta English." 

The tone of mortification in which Duncan uttered these 
words warned Lavender that his philological studies might as 
well cease , and, indeed, Sheila and Ingram had by this time 
leached the banks of the White Water, and were waiting 
Duncan and the majestic rod 

It was much too bright and pleasant a mormng for good 
fiihing, but there was a fair ripple on the pools of the stream, 
where ever and anon a salmon fresh run from the sea would 
leap into the air, showing a gleaming curve of silver to the 
sunlight. 'I'he splash of the big fish seemed an invitation , 
and Duncan was all anxiety to teach the stranger, who, as he 
fancied, knew nothing about throwing a fly Ingram lay down 
on a rock some little distance back from the banks, and put his 
hands beneath liis head, and watched the operations going 
forward. But was it really Duncan who was to teach the 
stranger ? It was Sheila who picked out flies for him. It was 
Sheila who held the rod while he put them on the line. It was 
Sheila who told him where the bigger salmon usually lay — 
under the opposite bank of the broad and almost lake-like 
pool, into which the small but rapid White Water came 
tumbling and foaming down its narrow channel of rocks and 
stones. 

Then Sheila waited to see her pupil begin He had evi- 
dently a little difficulty about the big double-handed rod, a 
somewhat more formidable engine of destruction than the 
supple little thing with which he had whipped the streams of 
Devonshire and Cornwall The fiist cast sent both flies and a 
lump of line tumbling on to the pool, and would have dnven 
the boldest of salmon out of its wits The second pretty nearly 
took a piece out of Ingram’s ear, and made him shift his quarters 
with rapidity. Duncan gave him up m despair But the third 
cast dropped both flies with the lightness of a feather in the 
running waters of the other side of the pool , and the next 
second there was a slight wave along the surface — a dexterous 
jerk with the butt — and presently' the line was whirled out into 
the middle of the pool, running rapidly off the leel from the 
straining rod. 
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“ Plenty o’ line, sir, plenty o’ line ! ” shouted Duncan, in a 
wild fever of anxiety, for the fish had plunged suddenly. 

Ingram had come running down to the bank. Sheila was all 
excitement and interest as she stood and watched every slack- 
ening or tightening of the line as the fisli went up the pool, and 
down the pool, and crossed the current in his efforts to escape. 
The only self-possessed person, indeed, was Lavender himself, 
who presently said — 

“ Miss Mackenzie, won’t you take the rod now and have the 
honour of landing him ? I don’t think he will show much more 
fight.” 

At this moment, however, the line slackened suddenly, and 
the fish threw himself clean out of the water, turning a complete 
somersault. It was a dangerous moment ; but the captive was 
well hooked, and in his next plunge Lavender was admonished 
by Duncan to keep a good strain on him. 

“ I will take the second one,” Sheila promised, “ if you like ; 
but you must surely land your first salmon yourself.” 

I suppose nobody but a fisherman can understand the gene- 
rosity of the offer made by the young m.m. To have hooked 
your first salmon — to have its first wild rushes and plunges 
safely over — and to offer to another the delight of bringing him 
victoriously to bank 1 But Sheila knew. And what could have 
surpassed the cleverness with which he had hooked the fish, and 
the coolness and courage he showed throughout the playing of 
him, except this more than royal offer on the part of the j'oung 
man ? 

The fish was losing strength. All the line had been got in ; 
although the forefinger of the fisherman felt the pulse of his 
captive, as it were, ready for any expiring plunge. They caught 
occasional glimpses of a large white body gliding through the 
ruddy brown water. Duncan was down on his knees more 
than once, with the landing-net in his hand, but again and 
again the big fish would sheer off, with just such indications of 
power as to make his conqueror cautious. At length he was 
guided slowly into the bank. Behind him the landing-net was 
gently let into the water — then a quick forward movement — and 
a fourteen-pounder was scooped up and flung upon the bank, 
landing-net and all. “ Hurrah 1 ” cried Ingram ; Lavender 
blushed like a school-girl; and Sheila, quite naturally and 
without thinking, shook hands with him, and said, “ I con- 
gratulate you,” and there was more congratulation in her glad 
eyes than in that simple little gesture. 
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It was a good beginning, and, of course, the young man was 
very much pleased to show Sheila that he was no mere lily- 
fingered idler about town. He buckled to his work in earnest. 
With a few more casts he soon got into the way of managing 
the big rod; and eveiy time the flies fell lightly on the other 
side of the pool, to be dragged with gentle jerks across the 
foaming current of the stream, Ingram went back to his couch 
on the rock. He lay and watched the monotonous flinging 
back of the long rod, the light whistle of the line through the 
air, and the careful manipulation of the flies through the water. 
Or was it something else that he was watching — something that 
awakened in his mind a sudden sense of surprise and fear, and 
a new and strange consciousness that he had been guiltily 
remiss ? 

Sheila was wholly pre-occupied with her companion and his 
efforts. He had had one or tw’o rises, but had stnick either too 
soon or too late, until at last there was a terrific plunge and 
rush, and again the line was whirled out. But Duncan did not 
like the look of it, somehow. The fish had been sheering off 
when it was hooked, and the deep plunge at the outset was 
ugly. 

“ Now will you take the rod ?” said Lavender to Sheila. 

But before she could answer, the fish had come rushing up to 
the surface, had throwm itself out of the water, so that it fell on 
the opposite bank. It was a splendid animal ; and Duncan, 
despite his doubts, called out to Ingram to slacken his hold. 
There was another spring into the air, the fish fell with a splash 
into the water, and the line was flying helplessly aloft, with the 
two flies floating about. 

“ Ay,” said Duncan, with a sigh, “ it wass foul-hooked. It 
wass no chance of catching him whatever.” 

Lavender was more successful next time, however, with a 
pretty little grilse of about half a dozen pounds, that seemed to 
have in him the spirit and fight of a dozen salmon. How he 
rushed and struggled, how he plunged and sulked, how he 
burrowed along the banks, and then ran out to the middle 
of the pool, and then threw himself into the air, with the line 
apparently but not really doubling up under him — all these 
things can only be understood by the fisherman who has played 
in a Highland stream a wild and powerful little grilse fresh in 
from the salt-water. And it was Sheila who held him captive 
— who humoured him when he sulked, and gently guided him 
away from dangerous places, and kept him well in hand when 
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he uied to cross the current, until, at last, all the fierceness 
gone out of him, he let himself be tenderly inveigled into the 
side of the pool, where Duncan, by a dexterous movement, 
surrounded him with network and placed his shining body 
among the bright green grass. 

But Ingram was not so overjoyed this time. He compli- 
mented Sheila in a friendly way ; but he was rather grave, and 
obviously did not care for this business of fishing. And so 
Sheila, fancying that he was rather dull because he was not; 
joining in the sport, proposed that he should walk back to the 
house with her, leaving Mr. Lavender with Duncan. And 
Ingram was quite ready to do so. 

But Lavender protested that he cared very little for salmon- 
fishing. He suggested that they should all go back together. 
The sun was killing the wind ; and soon the pools would be as 
clear as glass. Had they not better try in the afternoon, when, 
perhaps, the breeze would freshen ? And so they walked back 
to the house. 

On the garden-seat a book lay open. It was Mr. Mill's 
“ Essay on Liberty j ” and it had evidently been left there by 
Mr. Mackenzie — perhaps, who knows, to hint to his friends 
from the South that he was familiar with the problems of the 
age? Lavender winked to Ingram; but somehow his com- 
panion seemed in no humour for a joke. 

They had luncheon then ; and after luncheon, Ingram 
touched Lavender on the shoulder and said — 

“ I want to have a word with you privately. Let’s walk 
down to the shore.” 

And so they did ; and w'hen they had got some little distance 
from the house, Ingram said — 

“ Look here. Lavender. I mean to be frank with you. I 
don’t think it fair that you should try to drag Sheila Mackenzie 
into a flirtation. I knew you would fall in love with her — for a 
week or two ; that does not matter — it harms no one. But I 
never thought of the chance of her being led into such a thing ; 
for what is a mere passing amusement to you would be a very 
serious thing to her.” 

“ Well ? ” 

“ Well ? Is not that enough ? Do you think it fair to take 
advantage of this girl’s ignorance of the world ? ” 

Lavender stopped in the middle of the path and said — 

“ This may be as well settled at once. You have talked of 
flirtation, and all that sort of thing. You may regard it as you 
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please ; but before I leave this island I mean to ask Sheila 
Mackenzie to be my wife.” 

“ Why, you are mad ! ” cried Ingram, amazed to see that 
the young man was perfectly serious. 

The other shrugged his shoulders. 

“ Do you mean to say,” continued Ingram, “ that, even sup- 
j) 0 sing Sheila would consent — which is impossible — you would 
try to take away that girl from her father ? ’’ 

, “ Girls must leave their fathers some time or other,” said 

t Lavender, somewhat sullenly. 

“ Not unless they are asked.” 

“ Oh, well, they are sure to be asked, and they are sure to go. 
If their mothers had not done so before them, where would 
they be ? It’s all very well for you to talk about it and argue 
it out, as a theory ; InU I know what the facts of the case are, 
and what any man in my position would do ; and I know that 
1 am careless of any consequences, so long as I can secure her 
for my wife.” 

“ Apparently you are — -careless of any consequences to herself 
or those about her.” 

“ But what is your objection, Ingram ? ’ said the young man, 
.suddenly abandoning lu.s defiant manner; “why should yov 
object? Do you think I would make a bad husband to the 
woman I married ? ” 

“ T believe nothing of the sort. I believe you would make 
a very good husband, if you were to marry a woman whom you 
knew something about, and whom you had really leamed to 
love and respect through your knowledge of her. I tell you, 
you know nothing about .Shrul.i M.rckenzie as yet. If you 
were to marry her to-morrow, you .would discover in six 
months she was a woman wholly different from what you 
had expected." 

“ Very well, then,” said I.,avendei, with a laugh, “you can’t 
deny this : you think so much of her, that the real woman I 
v/ould discover must be better than the one I imagine ; and so 
you don’t expect I shall be disappointed ? ” 

“ If you marry Sheila Mackenzie, ywi will be disappointed 
— not through her fault, but your own. V’hy, a more prepos- 
terous notion never entered into a man’s head. She knows 
nothing of your friends or your ways of life ; you know nothing 
of hers. She would be miserable in London, even if you could 
persuade her father to go with her, which is the most unlikely 
thing in the world. Do give up this foolish idea, like a good 
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fellow — and do it before Sheila is dragged into a flirtation that 
may have the most serious consequences to her." 

Lavender would not promise ; but all that afternoon various 
resolutions and emotions were struggling within him for mastery, 
insomuch that Duncan could not understand the blundering 
way in which he whipped the pools. Mackenzie, Sheila, and 
Ingram had gone ofif to pay a visit to an old crone who lived in 
a neighbouring island, and in whom Ingram had been much 
interested a few years before ; so that Lavender had an oppor 
tunity of practising the art of salmon-fishing without interrup- 
tions. But all the skill he had shown in the morning seemed to 
have deserted him ; and at last he gave tlie rod to Duncan, 
and, sitting down on a top-coat flung on the wet heather, indo- 
lently watched the gillie’s operations. 

Should he at once fly from temptation, and leturn to London? 
Would it not be heroic to leave this old man in possession of 
his only daughter ? Sheila would never know of the .sacii- 
fice ; but what of that ? It might be for her happiness that he 
should go. 

But when a young man is in love, or fancies himself in love, 
with a young girl, it is hard for him to persuade himself that 
anybody else can make her as happy as he might. Who could 
be so tender to her, so watchful over her, as himself? He does 
not reflect that her parents have liad the experience of years in 
taking care of her, while he would . be a mere novice at the 
business. The pleasure with which he regards the prospect of 
being constantly with her he transfers to her, and she seems to 
demand it of him as a duty that he should confer upon her this 
new happiness 

Lavender met Sheila in the evening, and he was yet un- 
decided. Sometimes he fancied, when their eyes met unex- 
pectedly, that there was something wistful as well as friendly in 
her look : was she, too, dreaming of the vague possibilities of 
the future ? This was strange, too — that after each of those 
little chance reveries she seemed to be moved by a resolution 
to be more than usually afiectionate towards her father and 
would go round the table and place her hand on his shoulder, 
and talk to him. Perhaps these things were but delusions be- 
gotten of his owTi imaginings; but the possibility of their being 
real agitated him not a little, and he scarcely dared to think 
what might follow. 

That evening Sheila sang, and all his half-formed resolutions 
vanished into air. He sat in a comer of the curious, dimly-lit, 
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and old-fashioned chamber, and, lying back in the chair, 
abandoned himself to dreams as Sheila sang the mystic songs 
of the northern coasts. There was something strangely sug- 
gestive of the sea in the room itself ; and all her songs were ot 
the sea. It was a smaller room than the big apartment in 
which they had dined ; and it was filled with curiosities from 
distant shores, and with the strange captures made by the Borva 
fishermen. Everywhere, too, were the trophies of Mackenzie’s 
skill with rod and rifle. Deer’s horns, seal skins, stuffed birds, 
salmon in glass cases, masses of coral, enormous shells, and a 
thousand similar things made the little drawing-room a sort of 
grotto ; but it was a grotto within hearing of the sound of the 
sea, and there was no musty atmospheie in a room that was 
open all day to the cold winds of the Atlantic. 

With a smoking tumbler of r\hisky and water before him, 
the King of Borva sat at the table, poring over a large volume 
containing plans for bridges. Ingram was seated at the piano, 
in continual consultation with Sheila about her songs. Lavender, 
m this dusky corner, lay and listened, with all sorts of fancies 
crowding in upon him as Sheila sang of the sad and wild 
legends of her home. Was it by chance, then, he asked him- 
self, that these songs seemed so frequently to be the lamenta- 
tion of a Highland girl for a fair-haired loser beyond the sea? 
Fust of all she sang the “Wail of Dunevegan : ” and how 
strangely her \oicc llirilled with the sadness of the song — 

“ Morn, oh inmlle thy smiles of gladness ! 

Night, oh come with thy clouds of sadness! 

1 .nth, thy pleasures to me seem madness ! 

Madeod, mv leal love, since thou art gone. 

Dune\egan oh ' Dune\cgau oh ! 

I)unc\cg.an ' Dunevegan!” 

It was as in a dieara th.it he heard Ingram talking in a matter- 
of-fact way about the various airs, and asking the meaning of 
certain lines of (laelic to compare them with the stiff and old- 
fashioned phrases of the translation. Suielj’ this girl must have 
sat by the shore, and waited for her absent lover, or how could 
she sing with such feeling ? 

“ ^ay, iny love, why didst thou tarr), 

1‘ ar over the deep sea ? 

Knew’st thou not my heart u as weary, 

Heard’st thou not how I sighed for thee? 

Did no light wind bear my wild despair 
Far over the deep sea ? ” 
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He could imagine that beautiful face grown pale and wild with 
anguish. And then, some day, as she went along the lonely 
island, with all the light of hope gone out of her eyes, and with 
no more wistful glances cast across the desolate sea, might not 
the fair-haired lover come at last, and leap ashore to clasp her in 
his arms, and hide the wonder-stricken eyes and the glad face 
in his bosom ? But Sheila sang of no such meeting. The girl 
was always alone j her lover gone away from her across the 
sea or into the wilds. 

“ Oh long on the mountain he tarries, he t.arrles ; 

Why tarries the youth witli the bright yellow hair? 

Oh long on the mountain he tan ies, he tarries, 

Why seeks he the hill when his flock is not there ? ” 

— that was what he heard her sing, until it seemed to him that 
hex singing was a cry to be taken away from these melancholy 
surroundings of sea and shore, and carried to the secure and 
comfortable South, to be cherished, and tended, and loved. 
Why should this girl be left to live a cruel life up in these wilds, 
and to go through the world without knowing anything of the 
happy existence that might have been hers? Jt was well for 
harder and stronger natures to withstand the buficlings of wind 
and rain, and to be indifferent to the melancholy influence ot 
the lonely sea, and the darkness of the northern winters \ but 
for her — for this beautiful, sensitive, tender-hearted girl — surely 
some other and gentler fate w^as in store. What he, at least, 
could do, he w’ould. He would lay his life at her feet ; anti 
if she chose to go away from this bleak and cruel home to the 
sunnier South, would not he devote himself, as never a man had 
given himself to a woman before, to the constant duty of en- 
riching her life with all the treasures of a<]miration, and respect, 
and love ? 

It was getting late, and presently Sheila retired. As she bade 
“ Good-night ” to him, Lavender fancied her manner was a 
little less frank towards him than usual, and her eyes were cast 
dowm. All the light of the room seemed to go with her when 
she went. 

Mackenzie mixed another tumbler of toddy, and began to 
expound to Ingram his views upon deer-forests and sheep- 
farms. Ingram lit a cigar, stretched out his legs, and pro- 
ceeded to listen with much complacent attention. As for 
I^avender, he sat a while, hearing vaguely the sounds of his 
companions’ voices ; and then, saying he was a trifle tired, he 
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left and went to his own room. The moon was then shining 
clearly over Suainabhal, and a pathway of glimmering light lay 
across Loch Roag. 

He went to bed, but not to sleep. He had resolved to ask 
Sheila Mackenzie to be his wife ; and a thousand conjectures 
as to the future were floating about his imagination. In the 
first place, would she listen to his prayer ? She knew nothing 
of him beyond what she might have heard from Ingram. If 
she were to ask more, how could Ingram know of the serious- 
ness of the new emotions and resolutions which this brief visit 
to Lewis had crowded in on his friend? He had had no oppor- 
tunity, during their friendly talking, of revealing to her what he 
thought of herself ; but might she not have guessed it ? Then 
her father — what action might not this determined old man take 
in the matter? Would Ins love for his daughter prompt him 
to consider her happiness alone ? All these things, however, 
were mere preliminaries ; and the imagination of the young 
man soon ovcrleapt them. He began to draw pictures of 
Sheila as ids wife — in their London home, among his friends at 
Hastings, at Ascot, in Hyde Park. What w'ould people say ol 
the beautiful Sea-Princess with the proud air, the fearless eyes, 
and the gentle and musical voice? Hour after hour he lay, 
and could not sleep — a fever of anticipation, of fear, and of 
hope combined, seemed to stir in his blood and throb in his 
brain. At last, in a paroxysm of unrest, he rose, hastily dressed 
himself, stole downstairs, and made his way out into the cool 
air of the night. 

It could not be’ the coming dawn that revealed to him the 
outlines of the shore, and the mountains, and the loch ? The 
moon had already sunk in the south-west ; not from her came 
that strange clearness by which all these objects were defined. 
Then the young man bethought him of what Sheila had said 
of the twilight in these latitudes ; and, turning to the north, 
he saw there a pale glow, which looked as if it were the last 
faint traces of some former sunset All over the rest of the 
heavens something of the same metallic clearness reigned, so 
that the stars were pale, and a grey hue lay over the sea, and 
over the island, the white bays, the black rocks, and the valleys, 
in which lay a scarcely perceptible mist. 

He left the house and went vaguely down to the sea. The 
cold air, scented strongly with the sea weed, blew about him, 
and was sweet and fresh on the lips and the forehead. How 
strange was the monotonous sound of the waves — mournful 
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and distant, like the sound in a sea-shell ! That alone spoke 
in the awful stillness of the night ; and it seemed to be telling 
of those things which the silent stars and the silent hills had 
looked down on for ages and ages. Did Sheila really love this 
terrible thing, with its strange voice talking in the night, or did 
she not secretly dread it, and shudder at it, when she sang of 
all that old sadness ? There was ringing in his ears the “ Wail 
of Dunevegan,” as he listened for a while to the melancholy 
plashing of the waves all around the lonely shores ; and there 
was a cry of “ Dunevegan, oh ! Dunevegan, oh ! ” weaving 
itself curiously wdth those wild pictures of Sheila in London 
which were still floating before his imagination. 

He walked away around the coast, seeing almost nothing of 
the objects about him, but conscious of the solemn majesty 
of the mountains and the stillness of the throbbing stars. He 
could have called aloud, “Sheila! Sheila!” but that all the 
place seemed associated with her presence ; and might he not 
turn suddenly to find her figure standing by him, with her face 
grown wild and pale as it w-as in the ballad, and a piteous and 
awful look in her eye? Did the figure accuse him? He 
scarcely dared look round, lest there should be a phantom 
Sheila appealing to him for compassion, and complaining 
against him with her speechless eyes for a Avrong that he could 
not understand. He fled from her, but he knew she was there ; 
and all the love in his heart went out to her as if beseeching 
her to go away, and forsake him, and forgive him the injury of 
which she seemed to accuse him. What wTong had he done 
her that he should be haunted by this spectre, that did not 
threaten, but only looked piteously towards him, with eyes full 
of entreaty and pain ? 

He left the shore, and blindly made his w'ay up to the pasture- 
land above, careless whither he went. He knew not how 
long he had been away from the house ; but here was a small 
(resh-water lake set round about with rushes, and far over there 
in the east lay a glimmer of the channels between Borva and 
Lewis. But soon there was another light in the east, high 
over the low mists that lay along the land. A pale blue- 
grey arose in the cloudless sky, and the stars went out one 
by one. The mists were seen to lie in thicker folds along 
the desolate valleys. Then a faintly yellow whiteness stoic 
up into the sky, and broadened and widened, and behold ! 
tile little moorland loch caught a reflection of the glare, 
and there was a streak of crimson here and there on th<* 
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dark-blue surface of the water. Loch Roag began to 
brighten. Suainabhal was touched with rose-red on its eastern 
slopes. The Atlantic seemed to rise out of its purple sleep 
with the new light of a new dawn ; and then there was a 
chirruping of birds over the heath, and the first shafts of the 
sunlight ran along the surface of the sea, and lit up the white 
wavelets that were breaking on the beach. The new day struck 
upon him with a strange sense of wonder. Where was he? 
Whither had gone the wild visions of the night, the feverish 
dread, the horrible forebodings? The strong mental emotion 
that had driven him out now produced its natural reaction ; he 
looked about in a dazed fashion at the revelation of light 
around him, and felt himself trembling with weakness. Slowly, 
blindly, and hopelessly, he set to walk back across the island, 
with the sunlight of the fresh morning calling into life ten 
thousand audible things of the moorland around him. 

And who was this who stood at the porch of the house in 
the clear sunshine? Not the pale and ghastly creature who 
liad haunted him during those wild hours ; but Sheila herself, 
singing some snatches of a song, and engaged in watering the 
two bushes of sweet-brier at the gate. How bright, and roseate, 
and happy she looked — with the fine colour of her face lit up 
l)y the fresh sunlight ; and the brisk breeze from the sea stirring 
now and again the loose masses of her hair. Haggard and 
faint as he was, he would have startled her if he had gone up 
to her then. He dared not approach her. He waited until 
she had gone round to the gable of the house, to water the 
plants there ; and then he stole into the house, and upstairs, 
and threw himself upon the bed. And outside he still heard 
Sheila singing lightly to herself, as she went about her ordinary 
duties, little thinking in how strange and wild a drama her 
wraith had that night taken part. 



CHAPTER VI 

AT BARVAS BRIDGE. 

Very soon, indeed, Ingiam began to see that his friend hao 
sjjoken to him quite frankly, and that he was really bent on 
asking Sheila to become his wife. Ingram contemplated this 
prospect with some dismay, and with some vague consciousness 
that he was himself responsible for what he could not help 
regarding as a disaster. He had half expected that Frank 
Lavender would, in his ordinary fashion, fall in love with 
Sheila — ^for about a fortnight. He had joked him about it 
even before they came within sight of Sheila’s home. He 
had listened witli a grim humour to Lavender’s outbursts of 
admiration, and only asked himself how many times he had 
heard the same phrases before. But now things were looking 
more serious ; for the young man had thrown himself into 
the prosecution of his new project with all the generous poetic 
enthusiasm of a highly impulsive nature. Ingram saw that 
eveiy’thing a young man could do to win the heart of a young 
girl Lavender would do ; and nature had dowered him richly 
with various means of fascination. Most dangerous of all 
these was a gift of sincerity that deceived himself. He could 
assume an opinion, or express an emotion at will, with such 
a genuine fervour that he himself forgot how recently he had 
acquired it, and was able to convince his companion for the 
moment that it was a revelation of his inmost soul. It was 
this charm of impetuous sincerity which had fascinated Ingram 
himself years before, and made him cultivate the acquaintance 
of a young man whom he at first regarded as a somewhat 
facile, talkative, and histrionic person. Ingram perceived, for 
example, that young Lavender had so little regard for public 
affairs that he would have been quite content to see our Indian 
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Empire go for the sake of eliciting a sarcasm from Lord 
Westbury ; but, at the same time, if you had appealed to his 
nobler instincts, and placed before him the condition of a 
certain populace suffering from starvation, he would have 
done all in his power to aid them ; he would have written 
letters to the newspapers, would have headed subscriptions, 
and would have ended by believing that he had been the 
constant friend of the people of India throughout his life, 
and was bound to stick to them to the end of it. 

As often as not Lavender borrowed his fancies and opinions 
from Edward Ingram himself, who was amused and gratified 
at tlie same time to find his humdrum notions receive a 
dozen new lights and colours when transferred to the warmer 
atmosphere of his friend’s imagination. Ingiam would even 
consent to receive from his younger companion advice, im- 
petuously urged and richly illustrated, which he had himself 
ottered, in simpler terms, months before. At this very moment 
he could see tliat much of Lavender’s romantic conceptions 
of Sheila’s chaiactei was only an exaggeration of some passing 
hints he, Ingram, had dropped as the Clamrnan nas steaming 
into Stornoway. But then they were ever so much more 
beautiful. Ingram held to his conviction that he himself was 
a distinctly commonplace person. He had giown reconaled 
to the ordinary grooves of life. But young Lavender was not 
commonplace — he fancied he could see in him an occasional 
flash of something that looked like genius ; and many and 
many a time, in regarding the brilliant and facile powers, the 
generous impulses, and the occasional ambitions of his com- 
panion, he wondered whethei these would ever lead to an) thing 
m the way of production, or even of consolidation of character, 
or whether they would merely remain the passing sensations of 
an indifferent idler. Soinetmies, indeed, he devoutly wished 
that Lavender had been born a stonemason. 

But all these pleasant and graceful qualities which had 
made the young man an agreeable companion were a serious 
danger now; for was it not but too probable that Sheila, 
accustomed to the lude and homely ways of the islanders, 
would be attracted, and pleased, and fascinated by one who 
had about him so much of a soft and southern brightness 
with which she was wholly unfamiliar? This open-hearted 
frankness of his placed all his best qualities in the sunshine, 
as it were; she could not fail to see the singular modesty 
and courtesy of his bearing towards women, his gentle 
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manners, his light-heartedness, his passionate admiration of 
the self-sacrifice of others and his sympathy with their 
sufiferings. Ingram would not have minded much if Lavender 
alone had been concerned in the dilemma now growing 
imminent j he would have left him to flounder out of it as he 
had got out of previous ones. But he had been surprised, 
and pained, and even frightened, to detect in Sheila’s manner 
some faint indications — so faint that he was doubtful what 
construction to put on them — of a special interest in the 
young stranger whom he had brought with him to Borva. 

What could he do in the matter, supposing his suspicions 
were correct? Caution Sheila? — it would be an insult. Warn 
Mackenzie ? — the King of Borva would fly into a passion with 
everybody concerned, and bring endless humiliation on his 
daughter, who had probably never dreamed of regarding 
Lavender except as a chance acquaintance. Insist upon 
Lavender going south at once? — that would merely goad the 
young man into obstinacy. Ingram found himself in a grievous 
difficulty, afraid to say how much of it was of his own creation. 
He had no selfish sentiments of his own to consult ; if it were 
to become evident that the happiness of Sheila and of his 
friend depended on their marrying each other, he was ready 
to forward such a project with all the influence at his com- 
mand. But there were a hundred reasons why he should 
dread such a marriage. He had already mentioned several 
of them to Lavender, in trying to dissuade the young man 
from his purpose. A few days had passed since then ; and it 
was clear that Lavender had abandoned all notion of fulfilling 
those resolutions he had vaguely formed. But the more that 
Ingram thought over the matter, and the further he recalled 
all the ancient proverbs and stories about the fate of inter- 
meddlers, the more evident it became to him that he could 
take no immediate action in the affair. He would trust to 
the chapter of accidents to save Sheila from what he con- 
sidered a disastrous fate. Perhaps Lavender would repent. 
Perhaps Mackenzie, continually on the watch for small 
secrets, would discover something, and bid his daughter stay 
in Borva while his guests proceeded on their tour through 
Lewis. In any case, it was not at all certain that Lavender 
would be successful in his suit. Was the heart of a proud- 
spirited, intelligent, and busily-occupied girl to be won in a 
matter of three weeks or a month ? Lavender would go south, 
and no more would be heard of it. 
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This tour round the island of Lewis, however, was not 
likely to favour much any such easy escape from the difficulty. 
On a certain morning the larger of Mr. Mackenzie’s boats 
carried the holiday party away from Borva ; and even at this 
early stage — as they sat in the stem of the heavy craft — 
Lavender had arrogated to himself the exclusive right of 
waiting upon Sheila. He had constituted himself her com- 
panion in all their excursions about Borva which they had 
undertaken ; and now, on this longer journey, they were to be 
once more thrown together. It did seem a little hard that 
Ingram should be relegated to Mackenzie and his theories of 
government ; but did he not profess to prefer that ? Like 
most men who have got beyond five-and-thirty, he was rather 
proud of considering himself an observer of life. He stood 
aside as a spectator, and let other people, engaged in all 
manner of eager pursuits, pass before him for review. To- 
wards young folks, indeed, he assumed a good-naturedly 
paternal air, as if they were but as shy-faced children to be 
humoured. Were not their love-affairs a pretty spectacle? 
As for himself, he was far beyond all that. The illusions of 
love-making, the devotion, and ambition, and dreams of court- 
ship, were no longer possible to him ; but did they not 
constitute on the whole a beautiful and charming study, that 
had about it at times some little touches of pathos ? At odd 
moments, when he saw Sheila and Lavender walking together 
in the evening, he was himself half inclined to wish that 
something might come of the young man’s determination. It 
would be so pleasant to play the part of a friendly counsellor, 
to humour the follies of the young folks, to make jokes at 
their expense, and then, in the midst of their embarrassment 
and resentment, to go forward, and pet them a little, and 
■ assure them of a real and earnest sympathy. 

“ Your time is to come,” Lavender said to him suddenly, 
after he had been exhibiting some of his paternal forbearance 
and consideration } “ you will get a dreadful twist some day, 
my boy. You have been doing nothing but dreaming about 
women ; but : e day or other you will wake up to find 
yourself captured and fascinated beyond anything you have 
ever seen in other people, and then you will discover what a 
desperately real thing it is.” 

Ingram had a misty impression that he had heard something 
likfi this before. Had he not given Lavender some warning ot 
th. ^ame kind ? But he v. as so much accustomed to hear 

o 
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those vague repetitions of his own remarks — and was, on 
the whole, so well pleased to think that his commonplace 
notions should take root and flourish in this goodly soil — 
that he never thought of asking Lavender to quote his autho- 
rity for those profound observations on men and things. 

“Now, Miss Mackenzie,” said the young man, as the big 
boat was drarving near to Callernish, “ wliat is to be oui 
first sketch in Lewis ? " 

“The Callernish stones, of course," said Mackenzie him- 
self j “it iss more than one hass come to the Lewis to see 
the Callernish stones." 

Lavender had promised to the King of Borva a series of 
water-colour drawings of Lewis, and Sheila was to choose the 
subjects from day to day. Mackenzie was gratified by this 
proposal, and accepted it with much magnanimity ; but Sheila 
knew that, before the offer rvas made, Lavender had come to 
her and asked her if she cared about sketches, and whether 
lie might be allowed to take a few on this journey and present 
tlrem to her. She was very grateful ; but suggested that it 
might please her papa if they were given to him. Would she 
superintend them, then, and choose the topics for illustra- 
tion ? Yes, she would do that ; and so the young man was 
furnished with a roving commission. 

He brought her a litde sepia sketch of Borvabost, its huts, 
its bay, and its upturned boats on the beach. Sheila’s ex- 
pressions of praise — the admiration and pleasure that shone 
in her eyes — would have turned any young man’s head. 
But her papa looked at the picture with a critical eye, and 
remarked — 

“ Oh yes, it is ferry good — but it is not the colour of Loch 
Roag at all. It is the colour of a river when there is a 
flood of rain — I have neffer at all seen Loch Roag a brown 
colour — neffer at all.” 

It was clear, then, that the subsequent sketches could not 
be taken in sepia ; and so Lavender proposed to make a series 
of pencil drawings, which could be washed in with colour 
afterwards. There was one subject, indeed, which, since 
his arrival in Lewis, he had tried to fix on paper by every 
conceivable means in his power — and that was Sheila herself. 
He had spoiled innumerable sheets of paper in trying to get 
some likeness of her which would satisfy himself ; but all his 
usual skill seemed somehow to have gone from him. He 
could not understand it. In ordinary circumstances, he could 
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have traced in a dozen lines a portrait that would at least 
have shown a superficial likeness — he could have multiplied 
portraits by the dozen of old Mackenzie, or Ingram, or 
Duncan — but here he seemed to fail utterly. He invited 
no criticism, certainly. These efforts were made in his own 
room; and he asked no one’s opinion as to the likeness. 
He could, indeed, certify to himself that the drawing of the 
features was correct enouglr. There was the sweet and 
placid forehead, with its low masses of dark hair ; there the 
short upper lip, the finely-carved mouth, the beautifully- 
rounded chin and throat ; and there the frank, clear, proud 
eyes, with their long lashes and highly-curved eyebrows. 
Sometimes, too, a touch of colour added warmth to the 
complexion, put a glimmer of the blue sea beneath the long 
black eyelashes, and drew a thread of scarlet round the white 
neck. But was this Sheila? Could he take this sheet of 
paper to his friends in London, and say — Here is the 
magical Princess whom I hope to bring to you from the 
North, with all the glamour of the sea around her? He 
felt instinctively that there would be an awkward pause. 
The people would praise the handsome, frank, courageous 
head, and look upon the bit of red ribbon round the neck 
as an effective artistic touch. They would hand him back 
the paper with a compliment ; and he would find himself in 
an agony of unrest because they had misunderstood the por- 
trait, and seen nothing of the wonder that encompassed this 
Highland girl as if with a garment of mystery and dreams. 

So he tore up portrait after portrait — more than one of 
which would have startled Ingram by its truth ; and then, to 
prove to himself that he was not growing mad, he resolved 
to try a portrait of some other person. He drew a head of 
old Mackenzie in chalk, and was amazed with the rapidity 
and facility with which he executed the task. There could 
be no doubt as to the success of tlie likeness, nor as to the 
effect of the picture, d'he King of Borva, with his heavy eye- 
brows, his aquiline nose, his keen grey eyes and flowing beard, 
offered a fine subject ; and there w^as something really royal, 
and massive, and noble in tlie head that Lavender, well satis- 
fied with his work, took down stairs one evening. Sheila was 
alone in the drawing-room, turning over some music. 

“ Miss Mackenzie," he said, rather kindly, “ would you look 
at this ?’’ 

Sheila turned round, and the sudden light of pleasure that 
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leapt to her face was all the praise and all the assurance he 
wanted. But he had more than that. The girl was grateful 
to him beyond all the words she could utter, and when he 
asked her if she would accept the picture, she thanked him 
by taking his hand for a moment, and then she left the room 
to call in Ingram and her father. All the evening there was 
a singular look of happiness on her face. When she met 
Lavender’s eyes with hers, there was a frank and friendly look 
of gratitude ready to reward him. When had he earned so 
much before by a simple sketch ? Many and many a portrait, 
carefully executed and elaborately framed, had he presented to 
his lady-friends in London, to receive from them a pretty note 
and a few words of thanks when next he called. Here, with 
a rough chalk sketch, he had awakened an amount of grati- 
tude that almost surprised him in the most beautiful and tender 
soul in the world ; and had not this princess among women 
taken his hand for a moment, as a childlike way of expressing 
her thanks, while her eyes spoke more than her lips ? And 
the more he looked at those eyes, the more he grew to despair 
of ever being able to put down the magic of them in lines and 
colours. 

At length Duncan got the boat into the small creek at 
Callernish, and the parly got out on llie shore. As they were 
going up the steep path leading to the plain above, a young 
girl met them, who looked at them in rather a strange way. 
She had a fair, pretty, wondering face, with singularly high eye- 
brows, and clear, light blue eyes. 

“ How are you, Eilean ? ” said Mackenzie, as he passed on 
with Ingram. 

But Sheila, on making the same inquiry, shook hands with 
the girl, who smiled in a confidential way, and, coming quite 
close, nodded, and pointed down to the water’s edge. 

“ Have you seen them to-day, Eilean ? ” said Sheila, still 
holding the girl by the hands, and looking at the fair, pretty, 
strange face. 

“ It wass sa day before yesterday," she answered, in a 
whisper, while a pleased smile appeared on her face, “ and 
sey will be here sa night.” 

“ Good-bye, Eilean ; take care you don’t stay out at night 
and catch cold, you know,” said Sheila j and then, with another 
little nod and a smile, the young girl went down the path. 

“ It is Eilean-of-the-Ghosts, as they call her," said Sheila 
to Lavender as they went on ; “ the poor thing fancies she 
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sees little people about the rocks, and watches for them. 
But she is very good and quiet, and she is not afraid of 
them, and she does no harm to any one. She does not belong 
to the Lewis; I think she is from Jura; but she sometimes 
comes to pay us a visit at Borva, and my papa is very kind 
to her.” 

“ Mr. Ingram does not appear to know her ; I thought he 
was acquainted with every one in the island,” said Lavender. 

“ She was not here when he has been in llie Lewis before,” 
said Sheila ; “ but Eilean does not like to speak to strangers, and 
I do not tlank }0u could get her to speak to you if you tried.” 

Lavender had paid but little attention to the “false men” of 
Callernish when first he saw them, but now he approached the 
long lines of big stones up on this lonely plateau with a new 
inteiest. For Sheila had talked to him about them many a 
lime in Borva, and had asked his opinion about their origin 
and then age. Was the central ciicle of stones an altar, with 
the other series marking the apjiroaches to it ? Or was it the 
grave of some great cliieftain, with the leinaimng stones indi- 
cating the graves of Ins relations and fi lends? Or was it the 
commemoration of some battle in oklen times; or the record 
o( astronomical or geometrical discoveries, or a temple once 
devoted to sorjient-worship, or what? Lavender, who knew 
absolutely nothing at all about the matter, was probably as well 
qualified as anybody else to answer those questions ; but he 
forbore. 'I'he interest, however, that Sheila showed in such 
things he vei) rapidly acquired. When he came to see the rows 
of stones a second time, he was much impressed by their position 
on this bit of hill overlooking the sea. He sat down on his 
camp-stool with the determination that, although he could not 
satisfy Sheila’s wistful questions, he would present her with 
some little sketch of these monuments and tlieir surroundings, 
which might catch up something of the mysterious loneliness of 
the scene. 

He would not, of course, have the jnctuie as it then pre- 
sented Itself. The sun was glowing on the grass around him, 
and lighting up the tall grey pillars of stone with a cheerful 
radiance. Over there the waters of Loch Roag were bright 
and blue, and beyond the lake the undulations of moorland 
were green and beautiful, and the mountains in the south 
grown pale as silver in the heat. Here was a pretty young 
lady, in a rough blue travelling dress, and a hat and feather, 
who was engaged in picking up wild-flowers from the warm 
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heath. There was a gentleman from the office of the Board 
of Trade, who was sitting on the grass, nursing his knees, 
and whistling. From time to time the cliief hgure in the 
foreground was an elderly gentleman, who evidently expected 
that he was going to be put into the picture, and who was 
occasionally dropping a cautious hint that he did not always 
wear this rough-and-ready sailor’s costume. Mackenzie was 
also most anxious to point out to the artist the names ot 
the h'Ms and districts lying to the south of Loch Roag, ap- 
parently with the hope that the sketch would have a certain 
topograjjhical interest for future visitors. 

No ; Lavender was content at that moment to take down 
the outlines of the great stones, and the configuration of lake 
and hill beyond ; but by and by he would give another sort 
of atmosphere to this wild scene. He would have rain and 
darkness spread over the island, with the low hills in the 
south grown desolate and remote, and the waters of the sea 
covered with gloom. No human figure sliould be visible on 
this remote plain, where these strange memorials had stood 
for centuries, exposed to western gales, and the stillness ol 
the winter nights, and the aw ful silence of the stars. Would 
not Sheila, at least, understand the bleakness and desolation 
of the picture ? Of course her father would like to have 
everything blue and green, lie seemed a little disappointed 
when it was clear that no distant glimpse of Borva could be 
introduced into the sketch. But Sheila’s imagination would 
be captured by this sombre picture, and perhaps, by and by, 
in some other land, amid fairer scenes and in a more gene- 
rous climate, she might be less inclined to hunger for the 
dark and melancholy North when she looked on this record 
of its gloom and its sadness. 

“ Iss he going to put any people in the pictures ? ” said 
Mackenzie, in a confidential whisper to Ingram. 

Ingram got up from the grass, and said, witli a yawn — 

“ I don’t know. If he does, it will be afterwards. Suppose 
we go along to the waggonette, and see if Duncan has brought 
everything up from the boat ? ” 

The old man seemed rather unwilling to be cut out of this 
particular sketch, but he went, nevertheless ; and Sheila, see- 
ing Mr. Lavender left alone, and thinking that not quite fair, 
went over to him, and asked if she might be permitted to 
see as much as he bad done. 

lavender shut up the book. 
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“No,” he said with a laugh, “you shall see it to-night. I 
have sufficient memoranda to work something out of it by and 
by. Shall we have another look at the circle up there ? ” 

He folded up and shouldered his camp-stool, and they walked 
to the point at which the long lines of the “ mourners ” con- 
verged. Perhaps he was moved by a great antiquarian curi- 
osity ; at all events, he showed a singular interest in the 
monuments, and talked to his companion about all the possible 
theories connected with such stones in a fashion that charmed 
her greatly. She was easily persuaded that the Callernish 
Fir-Bhreige ” were the most interesting relics in the world. 
He had seen Stonehenge, but Stonehenge was too scattered to 
be impressive. 'Phere was more mystery about the means by 
which the inhabitants of a small island could have hewn, and 
carved, and erected these blocks; there was, moreover, the 
mystery about the vanished population itself. Yes, he had 
been to Carnac also. He had driven down from Auray in a 
rumbling old trap, his coachman being unable to talk French. 
He had seen the half-cultivated plain on which there were rows 
and rows of small stones, scarcely to be distinguished from the 
stone walls of the adjoining farms. W'hat was there impressive 
about such a sight, when you went into a house and paid a 
franc to be shown the gold ornaments picked up about the 
place ? Here, however, was a perfect series of those strange 
memorials, with the long lanes leading up to a circle, and the 
tallest of all the stones placed on the western side of the circle 
perhaps as the headstone of the buried chief. Look at the posi- 
tion, too — the silent hill, the waters of the sea-loch around it, 
and beyond that the desolation of miles of untenanted moor- 
land. Sheila seemed pleased that her companion, after coming 
so far, should have found something worth looking at in the 
Lewis. 

“ Does it not seem strange,” he said, suddenly, “ to think of 
young folks of the present day picking up wild-flowers from 
among those old stones ? ” 

He was looking at a tiny bouquet which she had gathered. 

“ Will you take them ? ” she said, quite simply and naturally 
offering him the flower.?. “ They may remind you some time 
of Callernish.” 

He took the flowers, and regarded them for a moment in 
silence ; and then he said gently — 

“ I do not think I shall want these to remind me of Caller- 
nish. I shall never forget our being here." 
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At this moment — perhaps fortunately — Duncan appeared, 
and came along towards the young people with a basket in his 
hand. 

“ It wass Mr. Mackenzie will asK if ye will tek a glass o’ 
whisky, sir, and a bit o’ bread and cheese. And he wass 
sayin’ Acre wass no hurry at all, and he will wait for you two 
hours, or half an hour whatever.” 

“ All right, Duncan j go back and tell him I have finished, 
and we shall be there directly. No, thank you, don’t take out 
the whisky — unless, Miss Mackenzie," added the young man, 
with a sibile, “ Duncan can persuade you.” 

Duncan looked with amazement at the man who dared to 
joke about Miss Sheila taking whisky ; and, without waiting 
for any further commands indignantly shut the lid of the basket, 
and walked off. 

“ I wonder. Miss Mackenzie,” said Lavender, as they went 
along the path and down the hill, “ I wonder what you would 
say if I happened to called you Sheila by mistake.” 

“ I should be glad if you did that. Every one calls me 
Sheila,” said the girl, quietly enough. 

“ You would not be vexed?” he said, regarding her with a 
little surprise. 

“ No ; why should I be vexed ? ” she answered, and she hap- 
pened to look up, and he saw what a clear light of sincerity 
there was shining in her eyes. 

“ May I then call you Sheila ? ” 

“Yes.” 

“ But — but — ” he said, with a timidity and embarrassment of 
wliich she showed no trace whatever, “ but people might think 
it strange, you know — and yet I should greatly like to call you 
Sheila — only, not before other people, perhaps ’’ 

■“But why not?” she said, with her eyebrows just raised a 
little. “Why should you wish to call me Sheila at one time 
and not at the other? It is no difference whatever — and 
everyone calls me Sheila.” 

Lavender was a little disappointed. He had hoped, when 
she consented in so friendly a manner to his calling her by any 
name he chose, that he could have established this little arrange- 
ment, which would have had about it something of the nature 
of a personal confidence. Sheila would evidently have none 
of that. Was it that she was really so simple and frank in her 
waj^s that she did not understand why there should be such a 
difference, and what it might imply ; or was she well aware of 
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everyAing he had been wishing, and able to assume this air of 
simplicity and ignorance with a perfect grace? Ingram, he 
reflected, would have said at once that to suspect Sheila of such 
duplicity was to insult her; but then Ingram was perhaps him- 
self a trifle too easily imposed on, and he had notions about 
women — despite all his philosophical reading and such like — 
tliat a little more mingling in society might have caused him to 
alter. Frank Lavender confessed to himself that Sheila was 
either a miracle of ingenuousness or a thorough mistress of the 
art of assuming it. On the one hand, he considered it almost 
impossible for a woman to be so ingenuous ; on the other hand 
how could this girl have taught herself, in the solitude of a 
savage island, a species of histrionicism which women in London 
circles strove for years to acquire and rarely acquired in any 
perfection ? At all events, he said to himself, while he reserved 
ills opinion on this point, he was not going to call Sheila Sheila 
before folks who would know what that meant. Mr. Mackenzie 
was evidently a most irascible old gentleman. Goodness only 
knew what sort of law prevailed in these wild parts ; and to be 
seized at midnight by a couple of brawny fishermen — to be 
carried down to a projecting ledge of rock — ! Had not Ingram 
already hinted that Mackenzie would straightway throw into 
Loch Roag the man who should ofl'er to carry away Sheila from 
him? 

But how could these doubts of Sheila’s sincerity last ? He 
sat opposite her in the waggonette, and the perfect truth of her 
face, of her frank eyes, and of her ready smile met him at 
every moment, whether he talked to her, or to Ingram, or lis- 
tened to old Mackenzie, who turned from time to time from 
the driving of the horses to inform tlie stranger of what he saw 
around him. It was the most brilliant of mornings. The sun 
burned on the white road, on the green moorland, on the grey- 
lichened rocks with their crimson patches of heather. As they 
drove by the curious convolutions of this rugged coast, the sea 
that lay beyond these recurring bays and points was of a windy 
green, with here and there a streak of white, and the fresh 
breeze blowing across to them tempered the fierce heat of the 
sun. How cool, too, were those little fresh-water lakes they 
passed — the cleau: blue and white of them stirred into wavelets 
that moved the reeds and left air-bubbles about the half-sub- 
merged stones. Were not those wild geese over there, flapping 
in the water with their huge wings, and taking no notice of the 
passing strangers ? Lavender had never seen this lonely coast 
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in times of gloom, with those little lakes become sombre pools, 
and the outline of the rocks beyond lost in the driving mist of 
the sea and the rain. It was altogether a bright and beautiful 
world he had got into, and there was in it but one woman^ 
beautiful beyond his dreams. To doubt her, was to doubt all 
women. When he looked at her he forgot the caution, and 
distrust, and sardonic self-complacency his southern training 
had given him. He believed; and the world seemed to be 
filled with a new light. 

“That is Loch-na-muil’ne,” Mackenzie was saying, “audit 
iss the Loch of the Mill ; and over there that is Loch-a-Bhaile, 
and that iss the Loch of the Town ; but where iss the town 
now? It wass many hundreds of years before there will be 
numbers of people in this place, and you will come to Dun 
Ckarlobhaidh, which is a great castle, by and by. And what 
wass it will drive away the people, and leave the land to the 
moss, but that there wass no one to look after them ? ‘ Wheti 

the natives will leave Islay, farewell to the peace of Scotland ’ — 
that iss a good proverb. And if they have no one to mind 
them, they will go away altogether. And there is no people 
more obedient than the people of the Highlands — not any- 
where ; for you know that we say, ‘ Is it truth, as if you were 
speaking before kings i ’ And now there is the castle — and there 
wass many people living here when they could build that.” 

It was, in truth, one of those circular forts, the date of which 
has given rise to endless conjecture and discussion. Perched 
up on a hill, it overlooked a number of deep and narrow 
valleys, that ran landward ; while the other side of the hill 
sloped down to the sea-shore. It was a striking object, this 
tumblipg mass of dark stones standing high over the green 
hollows, and over the light plain of the sea. Was there not 
here material for another sketch for Sheila ? While Lavender 
had gone away over the heights and hollows to choose his 
point of view, a rough-and-ready luncheon had been spread 
out in the wt^onette ; and when he returned, perspiring and 
considerably blown, he found old Mackenzie measuring out 
equal portions of peat-water and whisky, Duncan flicking the 
enormous “ clegs ” from off the horses’ necks, Ingram trying to 
persuade Sheila to have some sherry out of a flask he earned, 
and everybody in very good spirits over such an exciting event 
as a roadside luncheon on a summer forenoon. 

The King of Borva had by this time become excellent inends 
with the young stranger who had ventured into his dominions. 
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When the old gentleman had sufficiently impressed on every- 
body that he had observed all necessary precaution in studying 
the character and inquiring into the antecedents of Lavender, 
he could not help confessing to a sense of lightness and vivacity 
that the young man seemed to bring with him and shed around 
him. Nor was this matter of the sketches the only thing that 
had particularly recommended Lavender to the old man. Mac- 
kenzie had a most distinct dislike to Gaelic songs. He could 
not bear the monotonous melancholy of them. When Sheila, 
sitting by herself, would sing these strange old ballads of an 
evening, he would suddenly enter the room, probably find her 
eyes filled with tears, and then he would in his inmost heart 
devote the whole of Gaelic minstrelsy and all its authors to 
the infernal gods. Why should people be for ever saddening 
themselves with the stories of other folks’ misfortunes ? It was 
bad enough for those poor people ; but they had borne their 
sorrows, and died, and were at peace. Surely it was better that 
we should have songs about ourselves — drinking or fighting, if you 
like, to keep up the spirits — to lighten the serious cares of life, 
and drown for a while the responsibility of looking after a whole 
population of poor, half-ignorant, unphilosophical creatures. 

“ Look, now,” he would say, speaking of his own tongue, 
“ look at tliis teffle of a language ! It has no present tense to 
Its verbs — the people they are always looking forward to a 
melancholy future, or looking back to a melancholy past. In 
the name of Kott, hef we not got ourselves to live ? This day 
we live in is better than any day that wass before or iss to come, 
bekass it is here, and we are alive. And I will hef no more of 
these songs about crying, and crying, and crying ! ” 

NowSheilaand Lavender, in their mutual musical confidences, 
had at an early period discovered that each of them knew 
something of the older English duets, and forthwith they tried 
a few of them, to Mackenzie’s extreme delight. Here, at last, 
was a sort of music he could understand — none of your moan- 
ings of widows, and cries of luckless girls to the sea — but good 
common-sense songs, in which the lads kissed the lasses with a 
will, and had a good drink afterwards, and a dance on the 
green on their homeward way. There was fun in those happy 
hlay-fields, and good health and briskness in the ale-house 
choruses, and throughout them all a prevailing cheerfulness and 
contej^tment with the conditions of life certain to recommend 
itself to the contemplative mind. Mackenzie never tired 
bearing those simple ditties. He grew confidential with the 



A />/C/NCSSS OF THULE. 




[CHAP. 


yoiBig man j aud told him that thOM hoc common-sense songs 
recaHed pleasant scenes to him. He himself knew something 
of English village-life. When he had been up to see the Great 
Exhibition, he had gone to visit a friend living in Brighton, and 
he had surveyed the country with an observant eye. He had 
remarked several village-greens, with the May-poles standing 
here and there in front of the cottages, emblazoned with 
beautiful banners. He had, it is true, fancied that the May- 
pole should be in the centre of the green ; but the manner in 
which the waves of population swept here and there, swallowing 
up open spaces and so forth, would account to a philosophical 
person for the fact that the May-poles were now close to the 
village-shops. 

Drink to me only with thine eyes," hummed the King of 
Borva to himself, as he sent the two little horses along the 
coast-road on this warm summer day. He had heard the song 
for the first time on the previous evening ; he had no voice to 
speak of ; he had missed the air, and these were all the words 
he remembered ; but it was a notable compliment all the same 
to the young man who had brought these pleasant tunes to the 
island. And so they drove on through the keen salt air, with 
the sea shining beside them, and the sky shining over them , 
and in the afternoon they arrived at tlie small, remote, and 
solitary inn of Barvas, placed near the confluence of several 
rivers that flow through Loch Barvas, or Barabhas, to the sea. 
Here they proposed to stop the night ; so Lavender, when his 
room had been assigned to him, begged to be left alone for an 
hour or two, that he might throw a little colour into his sketch 
of Callemish. What was there to see at Barvas ? Why, nothing 
but the channels of the brown streams, some pasture-land, and 
a few huts ; then the unfrequented lake, and beyond that some 
ridges of white sand, standmg over the shingly beach of the sea. 
He would join them at dinner. Mackenzie protested in a mild 
way ; he really wanted to see how the island was to be illus- 
trated by the stranger. There was a greater protest, mingled 
with compassion and regret, in Sheila’s eyes ; but tlie young man 
was firm. So they let him have his way, and gave him full 
possession of the common sitting-room, while they set oflf to 
visit the school, and the Free-Church manse, and what not in 
the neighbourhood. 

Mackenzie had ordered dinner at eight, to show that he was 
toiiliar with the ways of Civilized life ; and when they returned 
at that hour. Lavender had two sketches finished. 
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“Yes, they are very good,” said Ingram, who was seldom 
enthusiastic about his friend’s work. 

But old Mackenzie was so vastly pleased with the picture 
which represented his native place in the brightest of sunshine 
and colours, that he forgot to assume a critical air. He said 
nothing against the rainy and desolate version of the scene 
that had been given to Sheila ; it was good enough to please 
the child. But here was something brilliant, effective, cheer- 
ful ; and he alarmed Lavender not a little by proposing to get 
one of the natives to carry this treasure, then and there, back 
to Borvabost. Both sketches were ultimately returned to his 
book j and then Sheila helped him to remove his artistic 
apparatus from the table on which their plain and homely meal 
was to be placed. As she was about to follow her father and 
Ingram, who had left the room, she paused for a moment and 
said to Lavender, with a look of frank gratitude in her eyes — 

“ It is very good of you to have pleased my papa so much. 
I know when he is pleased, though he does not speak of it ; 
and it is not often he will be so much pleased.” 

“And you, Sheila?” said the young man, unconscious of 
the familiarity he was using, and only remembering that she 
had scarcely thanked him for the other sketch. 

“ Well, there is nothing that will please me so much as to 
see him pleased,” she said, with a smile. 

He was about to open the door for her ; but he kept his 
hand on the handle, and said, earnestly enough — 

“But that is such a small matter — an hour’s work. If you 
only knew how gladly I would live all my life here if only I 
could do you some greater sendee ” 

She looked a little surprised, and then, for one brief second, 
reflected. English was not wholly familiar to her — perhaps she 
had failed to catch what he really meant. But at all events she 
said, gravely and simply — 

“ You would soon tire of living here ; it is not always a 
holiday.” 

And then, without lifting her eyes to his face, she turned to 
the door ; and he opened it for her, and she was gone. 

It was about ten o’clock when they went outside for their 
evening stroll ; and all the world had grown enchanted since 
they had seen it in the colours of the sunset. There was no 
night ; but a strange clearness over the sky and the eartli, and 
down in the south the moon was rising over the Barvas hills. 
In the dark green meadows the cattle were still grazing. Voices 
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of childrea coald be heard in the fax distance, with the rumble 
of a cart coming through the silence, and the murmur of the 
streams flowing down to the loch. The loch itself lay like a 
line of dusky yellow in a darkened hollow near the sea, having 
caught on its surface the pale glow of the northern heavens, 
irfiere the sun had gone down hours before. The air was 
warm, and yet fresh with the odours of the Atlantic and there 
was a scant of Dutch clover coming across from the sandy 
pastures nearer the coast The huts of the small hamlet could 
but faintly be made out beyond the dark and low-lying pastures j 
but a long, pale line of blue smoke lay in the motionless air, 
and the voices of the children told of open doors. Night after 
night, the same picture, with slight variations of position, had 
been placed before the stranger who had come to view these 
solitudes j and night after night it seemed to him to grow more 
beautiful. He could put down on paper the outlines of an 
every-day landscape, and give them a dash of brilliant colour 
to look well on a wall ; but how to carry away, except in the 
memory, any impression of the strange kmbent darkness, the 
tender hues, the loneliness and the pathos of those northern 
twilights ? 

They walked down by the side of one of the streams towards 
the sea. But Sheila was not his companion on this occasion. 
Her father had laid hold of him, and was expounding to him 
the rights of capitalists and various other matters. But, by and 
by, Lavender drew his companion on to talk of Sheila’s mother; 
and here, at least, Mackenzie was neither tedious nor ridiculous, 
nor unnecessarily garrulous. It was with a strange interest 
that the young man heard the elderly man talk of his court- 
ship, his marriage, the character of his wdfe, and her goodness 
and beauty. Was it not like looking at a former Sheila ; and 
would not this Sheila now vralking before him go through the 
same tender experiences, and be admired, and loved, ami 
petted by everybody as this other girl had been, who brought 
with her the charm of winning ways and a gentle nature into 
these rude wilds ? It was the first time he had heard Mackenzie 
speak of his wife, and it turned out to be the last ; but from 
that moment the older man had something of dignity in the 
eyes of this younger man, who had merely judged of him by 
his little foibles and eccentricities, and would have been ready 
to dismiss him contemptuously as a buffoon. There was some- 
tluBg, then, behind that powerful face, with its deep-cut lines, 
its heavy eyebrows, and piercing and sometimes sad eyes, 
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besides a mere liking for tricks of childish diplomacy? 
Lavender began to have some respect for Sheila's father; 
and made a resolution to guard against the impertinence of 
humouring him too ostentatiously. 

Was it not hard, though, that Ingram, who was so cold 
and unimpressionable, who smiled at the notion of marrying, 
and who was probably enjoying his pipe quite as much as 
Sheila’s familiar talk, should have the girl all to himself on 
tliis witching night ? They reached the shores of the Atlantic. 
I'here was not a breath of wind coming in from the sea ; 
but the air seemed even sweeter and cooler as they sat down 
on the great bank of shingle. Here and there birds were 
calling, and Sheila could distinguish each one of them. As 
the moon rose, a faint golden light began to tremble here 
and there on the waves, as if some subterranean caverns 
were lit up and sending to the surface faint and fitful rays 
of their splendour. Further along the coast the tall banks 
of sand grew white in the twilight ; and the outlines of the 
dark pasture-land behind grew more distinct. 

But when they rose to go back to Barvas, the moonlight 
liad grown full and clear ; and the long and narrow loch had 
a pathway of gold across, stretching from the reeds and sedges 
of the one side to the reeds and sedges of the other. And 
now Ingram had gone on to join Mackenzie, and Sheila walked 
behind with Lavender, and her face was pale and beautiful in 
the moonlight. 

“ I shall be very sorry when I have to leave Lewis,” he said, 
as they walked along the path leading tlirough the sand and 
the clover ; and there could be no doubt that lie felt the regret 
expressed in the words. 

“ But it is no use to speak of leaving us yet," said Sheila, cheer- 
fully ; “ it is a long time before you will go away from the Lewis.” 

“ And I fancy I sliall always think of the island just as it is 
now — with the moonlight over there, and a loch near, and you 
walking through the stillness. We have li.ad so many evening 
walks like this.” 

“ You will make us very vain of our island," said the girl, 
with a smile, “ if you will speak like tliat always to us. Is 
there no moonlight in England ? I have pictures of English 
scenery that will be far more beautiful than any we have here ; 
and if there is the moon here, it will be there too. Think of 
the pictures of the river Thames that my papa showed you last 
night ” 
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. “ Oh, but there is nothing like this in the South," said the 
young man, impetuously ; “ I do not believe there is juM^he 
world anything so beautiful as this. Sheila, what would' you 
say if I resolved to come and live here always ? ’’ 

“ I should like that very much more than you would like it, 
perhaps,” she said, with a bright laugh. 

“ That would please you better than for you to go always and 
live in England, would it not ? " 

“ But that is impossible,” she said. “ My papa would never 
think of living in England.” 

For some time after he was silent The two figures in front 
of them walked steadily on ; an occasional roar of laughter 
from the deep chest of Mackenzie startling tl;c night air, and 
telling of Ingram’s being in a communicative mood. At last 
Lavender said — 

“ It seems to me so great a pity that you should live in 
this remote place, and have so little amusement and see so 
few people of tastes and education like your own. Your 
papa is so much occupied — he is so much older than you, 
too — that you must be left to yourself so much ; whereas, if 
you had a companion of your own age, who could have the 
right to talk frankly to you, and go about with you, and take 
care of you ” 

By this time they had reached the little wooden bridge cross- 
ing the stream ; and Mackenzie and Ingram had got to the 
inn, where they stood in front of the door in the moonlight 
Before ascending the steps of the bridge, I.avender, without 
pausing in his speech, took Sheila’s hand, and said suddenly — 

“ Now don’t let me alarm you, Sheila; but suppose at some dis- 
tant day — as far away as you please — I came and asked you to let 
me be your companion, then and always, wouldn’t you try ? ” 

She looked up with a startled glance of fear in her eyes, and 
withdrew her hand from him. 

“ No, don’t be frightened,” he said, quite gently. “ I don’t 
ask you for any promise. Sheila, you must know I love you — 
you must have seen it. Will you not let me come to you at 
some future time — a long way off — that you may tell me then ? 
Won’t you try to do that ? ” 

There was more in the tone of his voice than in his words. 
The girl stood irresolute for a second or two, regarding him 
with a strange, wistful, earnest look ; and then a great gentleness 
came into her eyes, and she put out her hand to him, and said, 
in a low voice — 
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“ Perhaps ! ” 

But there was something so grave ahout-her man- 

ner at this moment that he dared not, somehow, receive it as a 
lover receives 3|||fe first admission of love from the lips of a 
maiden. Theprliad' been something of a strange inquiry in her 
face as slie regarded him for a second or two ; and now that her 
eyes were bent on the ground, it seemed to him that she was 
trying to r||tlifce the full effect of the concession she had madat 
He woiildmot let her think. He took her hand and raised it 
respectfully to his lips, and then he led Injr forward to the bridge. 
Not a word was spoken betw'een them ^ivhil<>iti(6y crossed the 
shining space of moonlight to-Ui*: shadow'of the house; and 
as they went indoors lie caught but one glimpse of her eyes, 
andfthey were friendly and kind towards him, but evidently 
troftbled. He saw her no more that night. 

» So he had asked Sheila to be his wife ; and she had given 
him Some timid entjouragement .as to the future. Many a time 
within these last feDfc,4ays had he ■'sketched out an imaginative 
picture of thq, setne. He was familiar with Vhe passionate 
rapture of lovers on the stage, in books, and in pictures ; and 
he had described himself (to himself) as intoxicated with joy, 
anxious to let the wliole world know of his good fortune, and 
above all to confide the tidings of his happiness to his constant 
friend and companion. But now, as he sat in one corner of 
the room, he almost feared to be spoken to by the two men 
who sat at the table with steaming glasses before them. He 
dared not tell Ingram ; he had no wish to tell him, even if he 
had got iiim alone. And as lie sat there and recalled the 
incident that had just occurred by the side of the little bridge, 
he could not wholly undersUud its meaning. There had been 
none of the eagerness, the coyness, the tumult of joy he had 
expected : all he could remember clearly was the long look 
that the large, earnest, troubled eyes had fixed upon him, while 
tlie girl’s face, grown pale in the moonlight, seemed somehow 
ghostlike and strange. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

AN INT5RM]iia31.ER. 

Btrr in the morning all these idle fancies fled with the life ano 
colour and freshness of a new day. Loch Barvas was ruffled 
into a dark blue by the westerly wind ; and doubtless the sea 
out there was rushing in, green and cold, to the shore. The 
sunlight was warm about the house. The trout were leaping in 
the shallow brown streams ; and here and there a white butter- 
fly fluttered across the damp meadows. Was not that Duncan 
down by the river, accompanied by Ingram ? There was a 
glimmer of a rod in the sunshine ; the two poachers were after 
trout for Sheila’s breakfast. 

Lavender dressed, went outside, and looked about for the 
nearest way down to the stream. He wished to have a chance 
of saying a word to his friend before Sheila or her father should 
appear. And at last he thought he could do no better than go 
across to the bridge, and so make his way down the banks of 
tlie river. 

What a fresh morning it was, with all sorts of sweet scents in 
the air ! And here, sure enough, was a pretty picture in the 
early light — a young girl coming over the bridge carrying a load 
of green grass on her back. What would she say if he asked 
her to stop for a moment that he might .sketch her pretty 
costume ? Her head-dress was a scarlet handkerchief, tied be- 
hind ; she wore a tight-fltting bodice of cream-white flannel, and 
petticoats of grey flannel ; while she had a waist-belt and pouch 
of brilliant blue. Did she know of these harmonies of colour, 
or of the pictiu'escpicness of her api>carance as she came across 
the bridge in the sunlight ? As she drew near she stared at the 
stranger with the big, dumb eyes of a wild animal. There was 
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no fear, only a sort of surprised observation in them. And as 
she passed, she uttered, without a smile, some brief and laconic 
salutation in Gaelic, which, of course, the young man could not 
understand. He raised his cap, however, and said, “ Good 
morning ! ” and went on, with a fixed resolve to learn all the 
Gaelic that Duncan could teach him. 

Surely the tall keeper was in excellent spirits this morning. 
Long before he drew near Lavender could hear, in the stillness 
of the morning, that he was telling stories about John the Piper 
and of his adventures in such distant parts as Portree, and Oban, 
and even in Glasgow. 

"Audit wass Allan M'Gillivray, of Styornoway,” Duncan 
was saying, as he industriously whipped the shallow runs of the 
stream, “ will go to Glasgow with John ; and they went through 
ta Crinan Canal. Wass you through ta Crinan Canal, sir?” 

“ Many a time.” 

“ Ay, jist that. And I hef been told it iss like a river with ta 
sides o' ta house to it ; and what would Allan care for a thing 
like that, when he hass been to America more than twice or 
four times ? And it wass when he fell into the canal, he was 
ferry nearly trooned for all that ; and when they pulled him to 
ta shore, he wass a ferry angry man. And this iss what Johr 
says that Allan will say when he wass on the side of the canal ; 
‘ Koit^ says he, ' if 1 wass troomd here I would shm> m) 
face in Styornoway no more !’ But perhaps it iss not true ; for 
he will tell many lies, does John the Piper, to hef a laugh at a 
man.” 

“The Crinan Canal is not to be de.spised, Duncan,” said 
Ingram, who was sitting on the red sand of the bank, “ when 
you are in it.” 

“And do you know what John says that .-Yllan will say to 
him the first time they went ashore at Glasgow ? ” 

“ I am sure I don’t.” 

“ It wass many years ago, before that Allan will be going 
many times to America, and he will nefl'er hef seen such fine 
shops, and ta big houses, and hundreds and Imndreds of people, 
every one with shoes on their feet. And he will say to John, 
'• Johti, ef I had knozan in time, I should he/ been born here! 
But no one will believe it iss true ; he is such a teflleof a liar, 
that John ; and he will hef some stories about Mr. Mackenzie 
himself, as I hef been told, that he will tell when he goes to 
Styornoway. But John is a ferry cunning fellow, and will not 
tell any such stories in Borva.” 
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“ I suppose if he did, Duncan, you would dip him in Lodi 

Roag?” 

“ Oh, there iss more than one,” said Duncan, with a grim 
twinkle in his eye, “ there iss more than one that would hef 
a, Joke with him, if he wass to tell stories about Mr, Mac- 
kenzie.” 

Lavender had been standing listening, unknown to both. He 
now went forward, and bade them good morning ; and then, 
having had a look at the trout that Duncan had caught, 
pulled Ingram up from the bank, put his arm in his, and 
walked away with him. 

“Ingram,” he said, suddenly, with a laugh and a shrug, 
“ you know I always come to you when I'm m a fix.” 

“ I suppose you do,” said the other, “ and you are always 
welcome to whatever help I can give you. But sometimes it 
seems to me you rush into fixes, with the sort of notion that I 
am responsible for getting you out ” 

“ I can assure you nothing of the kind is the case. I could 
not be so ungrateful. However — m the meantime — that is — 
the fact is, I asked Sheila last night if she would marry 
me ” 

“ The devil you did ! ” 

Ingram dropped his companion’s arm, and stood looking at 
him. 

“ Well, I knew }ou would be angry,” said the youngei man, 
in a tone of apology. “ And I know I ha\ e been too pre- 
cipitate ; but I thought of the shoittime we should be remain- 
ing here, and of the difficulty of getting an explanation made 
at another time, and it was leally only to give her a hint as to 
my own feelings that I spoke. I could not bear to wait any 
longer ” 

“ Never mind about yourself,” said Ingram, somewhat curtly ; 
“ what did Sheila say ? ” 

“ Well, nothing definite. What could you expect a girl to say 
after so short an acquaintance ? But this I can tell you, that 
the proposal is not altogether distasteful to her, and that I have 
her permission to speak of it at some future time, when we have 
known each other longer.” 

“ You have ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ You are quite sure ? ” 

“ Certain.” 

“ There is no mistake about her silence, for example, that 
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might have led you into misinterpreting her wishes alto- 
gether ? ’’ 

“ Nothing of the kind is possible. Of course, I could not ask 
the girl for any promise, or anything of that sort. All I asked 
was whether she would allow me at some future time to ask her 
more definitely \ and I am so well satisfied with the reply that I 
am convinced I shall marry her.” 

“ And is this the fix you wish me to help you out of? said 
Ingram, rather coldly. 

“ Now, Ingram,” said the younger man, in penitential tones, 
“ don’t cut up rough about it. You know what I mean. Perhaps 
I have been hasty and inconsiderate about it ; but of one thing 
you may be sure, that Sheila will never have to complain of me 
if she marries me. You say I don’t know her yet ? — but there 
will be plenty of time before we are married. I don’t propose 
to carry her off to-morrow morning. Now, Ingram, you know 
what I mean about helping me in a fix — helping me with her 
father, you know, and with herself, for the matter of that. You 
can do anything with her, she has such a belief in you. You 
should hear how she talks of you — you never heard anything 
like it ’’ » 

It| las an innocent bit of flattery; and Ingram smiled gpod- 
natURtbly at the boy’s ingenuousness. After all, was ho not 
mo^'V'vable and more sincere in this little bit of simple 
crai^|.t6ed in the piteousness of his appeal, than when he was 
gi'^g .^limself the aiis of a man about town, and talking of 
Wtinzeai in’a fashion which, to do him justice, expressed nothing 
^plis real sentiments? 

'^Ingiam w'alked on, and said, in Ins slow and deliberate 
(vay — 

“You know I opposed this p’-oject of yours from the first. 
I don’t think you have acted fairly by Sheila, or her father, or 
myself, who brought you here. But if Sheila has been drawn 
into it, why, then, the whole affair is altered, and we’ve got to 
make the best of a bad business.” 

“I was sure you would say that,” exclaimed the younger 
man, with a brighter light appearing on his face. “ You may 
call me all the haid names you like ; I deserve them all, and 
more. But then, as you say, since Sheila is in it, you’ll do 
your best, won’t you ?” 

Frank Lavender could not make out why the taciturn and 
sallow-faced man walking beside him seemed to be greatly 
amused by this speech; but he was in no humour to take 
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offence. He knew that, once Ingram had promised him his 
help, he would not lack all the advocacy, the advice, and even 
the money — should that become necessary — that a warm-hearted 
and disinterested friend could offer. Many and many a time 
Ingram had helped him; and now he was to come to his 
assistance in the most serious crisis of his life. Ingram would 
remove Sheila’s doubts. In^am would persuade old Mackenzie 
that girls had to get married some time or other, and that 
Sheila ought to live in London. Ingram would be commis- 
sioned to break the news to Mrs. Lavender — but here, when 
the young man thought of the intendew with his aunt which he 
would have to encounter, a cold shiver passed through his 
frame. He would not think of it. He would enjoy the present 
hour. Difficulties only grew the bigger the more they w-ere 
looked at ; when they were left to themselves, they frequently 
disappeared. It was another proof of Ingram’s kindliness that 
he had not even mentioned the old lady down in Kensington, 
who was likely to have something to say about this marriage. 

“ There are a great many difficulties in the way,” said Ingram, 
thoughtfully. 

“Yes," said Lavender, with much eagerness; “hut then, 
look. You may be sure that if we get over these, Sheila wdll 
know well who managed it, and she will not be ungrateful to 
you, I think. If we ever should be married, I am certain she 
will alwaj'S look on you as her greatest friend.” 

“It is a big bribe,” said the elder man, perhaps a trifle sadly; 
and Lavender looked at him with some vague return of a sus- 
picion that some time or other Ingram must himself have been 
in love with Sheila. 

They returned to the inn, where they found Mackenzie busy 
with a heap of letters and newspapers that had been sent across 
to him from Stornoway. The whole of the breakfast table Avas 
littered with wrappers and big blue envelopes : where tvas 
Sheila, who usually waited on her father at such times to keep 
his affairs in order ? 

Sheila was outside ; and Lavender saw her through the open 
window. Was she not waiting for him, that she should pace 
up and down by herself, with her face turned away from the 
house? He immediately went out, and went over to her, and 
she turned to him as he approached. He fancied she looked 
a trifle pale, and far less bright and joyous than the ordinary 
Sheila. 

“ Mr. Lavender,” she said, walking awly from the house, “ I 
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wish very much to speak to you for a moment. Last night — 
it was all a misfortune that I did not understand — and I wish 
you to forget that a word was ever spoken about that.” 

Her head was bent down, and her speech was low and 
broken ; what she failed to explain in words, lier manner ex- 
plained for her. But her companion said to her, with alarm 
and surprise in his tone — 

“Why, Sheila! You cannot be so cruel. Surely you need 
not fear any embarrassment through so slight a promise. It 
pledges you to nothing — it leaves you quite free — and some 
day, if I come and ask you then a question I have not asked 
you yet — that will be time enough to give me an answer.” 

“ Oh, no, no I ” said the girl, obviously in great distress. 
“ I cannot do that- It is unjust to you to let you think of 
it and hope about it. It was last night everything w-as strange 
to me — 1 did not understand then — but I have thought about 
it all the night through, and now I know.” 

“ Sheila ! ” called her father from the inside of the inn ; an£ 
she turned to go. 

“ But you do not a.sk that, do you ? ” be said. “ You are 
only frightened a little bit just now; but that will go away. 
There is nothing to be frightened about. You have been 
thinking over it, and imagining impossible things — you have 
been thinking of leaving Borva altogether ” 

“ Oh, that I can never do ! ” she said, witli a pathetic 
earnestness. 

“ But why think of such a thing ? " he said. “ You need not 
look at all the possible troubles of life when you take such a 
simple step as this. Sheila, don’t be hasty in any such resolve ; 
you may be sure all the gloomy things you have been thinking 
of will disappear when we get close to them. And this is such 
a simple thing. I don’t ask you to say } ou will be my wife — 
I have no right to ask you yet ; but 1 have only asked per- 
mission of you to let me think of it, and even Mr. Ingram sees 
no great harm in that ” 

“Does /if know?” she said, with a start of surprise and 
fear. 

“ Yes,” said Lavender, wishing he had bitten his tongue in 
two before he had uttered the word. “ You know we have no 
secrets from each other : and to whom could I go for advice 
but to your oldest friend ? " 

‘■And what did he say?” she asked, with a strange look in 
her eyes. 
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” Well, he sees a great many difficulties ; but he thinks they 
■will easily be got over.” 

“ Then,” she said, with her eyes again cast down, and a 
certain sadness in her tone, I must explain to hto too, and 
tell him I had no understanding of what I said last night.” 

“ Sheila, you won’t do that ! ” urged the young man. " It 
means nothing — it pledges you to nothing ” 

“ Sheila ! Sheila ! ” cried her father, cheerily, from the window ; 
“ come in and let us hef our breakfast.” 

“Yes, papa,” said the girl; and she went into the house, 
followed by her companion. 

But how could she find an opportunity of making this ex- 
planation ? Shortly after breakfast, the waggonette was at the 
door of the little Barvas inn, and Sheila came out of the house, 
and took her place in it, with an unusual quietness of manner 
and hopelessness of look. Ingram, sitting opposite to her, and 
knowing nothing of what had taken place, fancied that this 
was but an e.xpression of girlish timidity ; and that it was his 
business to interest her and amuse her, until she should forget 
the strangeness and newness of her position. Nay, as ho had 
resolved to make the best of matters as they stood, and as he 
believed that Sheila had half confessed to a special liking for 
his friend from the South, what more fitting thing could he do 
than endeavour to place Lavender in the most favourable 
light in her eyes.? He began to talk of all the brilliant and 
successful things the young man had done, as fully as he could 
before himself. He contrived to introduce pretty anecdotes of 
Lavender’s generosity ; and there were plenty of these, for the 
young fellow had never a thought of consequences if lie ivas 
touched by a tale of distress, and if he could help the sufferer 
either with his own or any one else's money. Ingram talked 
of all their excursions together, in Devonshire, in Brittany, and 
elsewhere, to impress on Sheila how well he knew his friend, 
and how long their intimacy had lasted. At first the girl was 
singularly reserved and silent ; but somehow, as jileasant recol- 
lections were multiplied, and .as Lavender seemed to have been 
always the associate and companion of this old friend of hers, 
some brighter expression came into her face, and she grew 
more interested. Lavender, not knowing whether or not to 
take her decision of that morning as final, and not wholly 
perceiving the aim of this kindly chat on the part of his friend, 
began to see at least that Sheila was pleased to hear the two 
men help out each other’s stories about their pedestrian ex- 
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cursions, and that she at last grew bold enough to look up 
and meet his eyes in a timid fashion when she asked him a 
question. 

So they drove along by the side of the sea, the level and 
well-made road leading them through miles and miles of rough 
moorland, with here and there a few huts or a sheep-fold to 
break the monotony of the undulating sky-line. Here and 
there, too, there were great cuttings of the peat-moss, with a 
thin line of water in the foot of the deep black trenches. 
Sometimes, again, they would escape altogether from any traces 
of human habitation ,• and Duncan would grow excited in 
pointing out to Miss Sheila the young grouse that had run off 
the road into the heather, where they stood and eyed the 
passing carriage with anything but a frightened air. And 
while Mackenzie hummed something resembling, but very 
vaguely resembling, “ Love in thine eyes for ever plays,” and 
while Ingram, in his quiet, desultory, and often sardonic fashion, 
amused the young girl with stories of her lover’s bravery, and 
kindness, and dare-devil escapades, the merry trot of the horses 
beat time to the bells on their necks, the fresh west wind blew 
a cloud of white dust away over the moorland behind them, 
there was a blue sky shining all around them, and the blue 
Atlantic basking in the light. 

They stopped for a few minutes at both the hamlets of Suain- 
abost and Tabost to allow Sheila to pay a hurried visit to one 
or two of the huts, while Mackenzie, laying hold of some of 
the fishermen he knew, got them to show Lavender the curing- 
houses, in whicli the young gentleman professed himself pro- 
foundly interested. They also visited the schoolhouse : and 
Lavender found himself beginning to look upon a two-storied 
building with windows as something imposing, and a decided 
triumph of human skill and enterprise. But what was the 
schoolhouse of Tabost to the grand building at the Butt? 
They had driven away from the high road by a path leading 
through long and sweet-smelling pastures of Dutch clover. 
They had got up from these sandy sw'athes to a table-land of 
rock ; and here and there they caught glimpses of fearful pre- 
cipices leading sheer down to the boiling and dashing sea. 
The curious contortions of the rocks — the sharp needles of 
them springing in isolated pillars from out of the water — the 
roar of the eddying currents that swept through the chasms 
and dashed against the iron-bound shore — the wild sea-birds 
that flew about and screamed over the rushing waves and the 
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surge, naturally enough drew the attention of the strangers 
altogether away from the land ; and it was with a start of sur- 
prise they found themselves before an immense mass of yellow 
stone-work — walls, house, and tower— that shone in the sun- 
light. And here were the lighthouse-keeper and his wife, 
delighted to see strange faces, and most hospitably inclined ; 
insomuch that Lavender, who cared little for luncheon at any 
time, was constrained to take as much bread, and cheese, and 
butter, and whisky as would have made a ploughman’s dinner. 
It was a strange sort of meal this, away out at the end of the 
world, as it were. The snug little room might have been in 
the Marylebon e-road ; there were photographs about, a gay 
label on the whisky-bottle, and other signs of an advanced 
civilization ; but outside nothing but the wild precipices of the 
coast — a surging sea that seemed almost to surround the place 
— the wild screaming of the sea-birds, and a single ship appear- 
ing like a speck on the northern horizon. 

They had not noticed the wind much as they drove along ; 
but now, when they went out on to the high table-land of rock, 
it seemed to be blowing half a gale across the sea. The sunlight 
sparkled on the glass of the lighthouse, and the great yellow 
shaft of stone stretched away upward into a perfect blue. As 
clear a blue lay far beneath them, when the sea came rushing 
in among the lofty crags and sharp pinnacles of rock, bursting 
into foam at their feet, and sending long jets of white spray 
up into the air. In front of the great wall of rock, the sea- 
birds wheeled and screamed ; and on the points of some of 
the islands stood several scarts, motionless figures of jet black 
on the soft brown and green of the rock. And what was this 
island they looked down upon from over one of the bays? 
Surely a mighty reproduction by Nature herself of the Sphinx 
of the Egyptian plains. Could anything have been more 
striking, and unexpected, and impressive than the sudden dis- 
covery of this great mass of rock resting in the wild sea, its 
hooded head turned away towards the north and hidden from 
the spectator on land, its gigantic bulk surrounded by a foam of 
breakers ? Lavender, with his teeth set hard against the wind, 
must needs take down the outlines of this strange scene upon 
paper ; while Sheila crouched into her father’s side for shelter, 
and Ingram was chiefly engaged in holding on to his cap. 

“ It blows here a bit,” said Lavender, amid the roar of the 
waves. “ I suppose in the winter time the sea will sometimes 
break across this place?” 
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“ Ay, and over the top of the lighthouse, too,” said Macken- 
zie, with a laugh, as though he was rather proud of the way his 
native seas behaved. 

“ Sheila,” said Ingrain, “ I never saw you take refuge from 
the wind before.” 

“ It is because we will be standing still,” said the girl, with a 
smile which was scarcely vi.sible because she had half hidden 
her face in her father’s great grey beard. “But when Mr. 
Lavender is finished, we will go doivn to the great hole in the 
rocks that you will have seen before, and perhaps he will make 
a picture of that too.” 

“You don’t mean to say you would go down there, Sheila,” 
said Ingram, “ and in this wind ? ” 

“ I hef been down many times before.” 

“ Indeed, you will do nothing of the kind, Sheila,” said her 
father: “you will go hack to the lighthouse, if you like — yes, 
you may do that; and 1 will go down the rocks with Mr. 
I.avcnder ; but it iss not for a young lady to go about among 
tlie rocks, like a fisheiman’s lad that wants the bird’s eggs, or 
such nonsense.” 

It was quite evident that Mackenzie had very little fear of 
his daughter not being able to accomplish the descent of the 
rocks safely enough , it was simply a matter of dignity ; and so 
Sheila was at length persuaded to go across the plain to a 
sheltered place to wait there until the others should clamber 
down to the great and naturally-formed tunnel through the rocks 
that the artist was to sketch. 

Lavender was ill at case. He followed his guide mechani- 
cally as they made their way, in zigzag fashion, down the pre- 
cipitous slopes and over slippery plateaus ; and when at last 
he came in sight of the mighty arch, the long cavern, and the 
glimmer of sea and shore that could be seen through it, he 
began to put down the outlines of the picture as rapidly as 
possible, but with little interest in the matter. Ingram was 
sitting on the bare rocks beside him ; Mackenzie was some 
distance oft : should he tell his friend of what Sheila had said 
in the morning ? Strict honesty, perhaps, demanded as much ; 
but the temptation to say notliing was great. I'or it was evident 
that Ingram was now well inclined to the project, and would 
do his best to help it on ; w'hereas, if once he knew that Sheila 
had resolved against it, he too might take some sudden step — 
such as insisting on their immediate return to the mainlwd 
— which would settle the matter for ever. Sheila had said she 
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would herself make the necessary explanation to Ingram, but 
she had not done so ; perhaps she might lack the courage or 
an opportunity to do so; and in the meantime was not the 
interval altogether favourable to his chances ? Doubtless she 
was a little bit frightened at first. She would soon get less 
timid; and would relent, and revoke her decision of the morn- 
ing. He would not, at present at any rate, say anything to 
Ingram. 

But when they had got up again to the summit of the rocks, 
an incident occurred that considerably startled him out of these 
vague and anxious speculations. lie walked straight over to 
the sheltered spot in which Sheila was ^vaiting. The rushing 
of the wind doubtless drowned the sound of his footsteps, so 
that he came on her unawares ; and on seeing him she rose 
suddenly from tlie rock on nhich she had been sitting, with 
some effort to hide her face away from him. But he had 
caught a glimpse of something in her eyes that filled him with 
remorse. 

“ Sheila,” he said, going forward to her, “ what is the matter ? 
What are you unhappy about ? " 

She could not answer ; she held her face turned from him, 
and cast down ; and then, seeing her father and Ingram in the 
distance, she set out to follow them to the lighthouse. Lavender 
walking by her side, and wondering how he could deal with the 
distress that was only too clearly written on her face. 

“ I know it is I who have grieved you,” he said, in a low 
voice, “ and I am very sorry. But if you will tell me what I 
can do to remove this unhappiness, I will do it now. Shall I 
consider our talking of last night as if it had not taken place 
at all?” ^ 

“ Yes,” she said, in as low a voice, but clear, and sad, and 
determined in its tone. 

“ And I shall speak no more to you about this affair until I 
go away altogether ? ” 

And again she signified her assent, gravely and firmly. 

And then, he said, * you will soon forget all about it ; for 
of course, I shall never come back to Lewis acain ” 

“Never?” 


The word had escaped her unwillingly, and it was accom- 
panied by a quick upturning of the face and a fnghtened look 
m the beautiful eyes. 

Do you wish me to come back ? " 

“ I should not wish you to go away from the Lewis, through 
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any fciult of mine, and say that we should never see you again," 
said the girl, in measured tones, as if she were nerving herself 
to make the admission, and yet fearful of saying too much. 

By this time Mackenzie and Ingram had gone round the big 
wall of the lighthouse; there were no human beings on this 
lonely bit of heath but themselves. Lavender stopped her, 
and took her hand, and said — 

“ Don’t you see, Sheila, how I must never come back to 
Lewis, if all this is to be forgotten ? And all I want you to 
say is that I may come some day to see if you can make up 
your mind to be my wife. I don’t ask that yet — it is out of 
the question, seeing how short a time you have known anything 
about me — and I cannot expect you to trust me as I can trust 
you. It is a very little thing I ask — only to give me a chance 
at some future time, and then, if you don’t care for me suffi- 
ciently to marry me, or if anything stands in the way, all you 
need do is to send me a single word, and that will suffice. 
This is no terrible thing that I beg from you, Sheila. You 
needn’t be afraid of it.’’ 

But she was afraid ; there was nothing but fear, and doubt, 
and grief in her eyes, as she gazed into the unknown world 
laid open before her. 

“ Can’t you ask some one to tell you that it is nothing 
dreadful— Mr. Ingram, for example?” 

“ I could not.” 

“ Your papa, then,” he said, driven to this desperate resource 
by his anxiety to sa^■e her from pain. 

“ Not yet--not just yet,” she said, almost wildly, “ for how 
d)uld 1 explain to him ? He would a^k me what my wishes 
were : what could I say ? I do not know. I cannot tell my- 
self; and — and — I have no mother to ask;” and here all 
the strain of self-control gave w'.iy, and the girl burst into 
tears. 

“ Sheila, dear Sheila,” he said, “ why won’t you tnist your 
own heart, and let that be your guide ? Won’t you say this 
one word — Yes — and tell me that I am to come back to Lewis 
some day, and ask to see you, and get a message from one look 
of your eyes ? Sheila, may I not come back ?” 

If there was a reply, it was so low that he scarcely heard it ; 
but someliow — whether from the small hand that lay in his, or 
from the eyes that sent one brief message of trust and hope 
through their tears — his question was answered ; and from that 
moment he felt no more misgivings, but let his love for Sheila 
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spread otit and blossom in whatever light of fancy and imagina- 
tron he could bring to bear on it, careless of any future. 

How the young fellow laughed and joked, as the party drove 
away again from the Butt, down the long coast-road to Barvas’ ! 
He was tenderly respectful, and a little moderate in tone, when 
he addressed Sheila ; but with the others he gave way to a wild 
exuberance of spirits that delighted Mackenzie beyond measure. 
He told stories of the odd old gentlemen of his club, of their 
opinions, their ways, their dress. He sang the song of the 
Arethusa, and the wilds of Lewis echoed with a chorus 
which was not just as harmonious as it might have been. He 
sang the “Jug of Punch,” and Mackenzie said that was “a 
tefiSe of a good song." He gave imitations of some of Ingram’s 
companions at the Board of Trade, and showed Sheila wliat the 
inside of a Government Office was like. He paid Mackenzie 
the compliment of asking him for a drop of something out of 
his flask j and in return he insisted on the King smoking a 
cigar — which, in point of age, and sweetness, and fragrance, 
was really the sort of cigar you would naturally give to the man 
whose daughter you wanted to marry. 

Ingram understood all this, and was pleased to see the happy 
look that Sheila wore. He talked to lier with even a greater 
assumption than usual of fatherly fondness ; and if she was a 
little shy, was it not because she was conscious of so great a 
secret ? He was even unusually complaisant to I>avender, and 
lost no opportunity of paying him indirect compliments that 
Sheila could overhear. 

“ You poor young things ! ” he seemed to be saying to himself, 
" you’ve got all your troubles before you ; but in the meantime 
you may make yourselves as happy as j-ou can ! ’’ 

Was the weather at last about to break ? As the afternoon 
wore on, the heavens became overcast, for the wind had gone 
back from the course of the sun, and had brought up great 
masses of cloud from the rainy south-west. 

“Are we going to have a storm?” said Lavender, looking 
along the southern sky, where the Barvas hills were momentarily 
growing blacker under the gatheiing darkiress overhead. 

“A storm?” said Mackenzie, whose notions on wliat con- 
stituted a storm were probably different from those of his guest. 
“ No — there will be no storm. But it is no bad thing if we 
get back to Barvas very soon.” 

Duncan sent the horses on, and Ingram looked out Sheila’s 
waterproof and the rngs. The southern sky certainly looked 
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ominous. There was a strange intensity of colour in the dark 
lojidscape, from the deep purple of the Barvas hills, coming 
wTward to the deep green of the pasture-land around them, and 
the rich reds and browns of the heath and the peat-cuttings. 
At one point of the clouded and hurrying sky, however, there 
was a soft and vaporous line of yellow in the grey ; and, under 
that, miles away in the west, a great dash of silver light struck 
upon the sea, and glowed there so that the eye could scarcely bear 
it. Was it the damp that brought the pei fumes of the moorland 
so distinctly towards them — the bog-myrtle, the water-mint, and 
wild thyme ? There were no birds to be heard. The crimson 
masses of heather on the grey rocks seemed to have grown 
richer and deeper in colour ; and the Barvas hills had become 
large and weird in the gloom. 

“ Are you afraid of thunder?" said Lavender to Sheila, 

“ No," said the girl, looking frankly towards him with her 
glad eyes, as though he had pleased her by asking that not very 
striking question. And then she looked round at the sea and 
the sky in the south, and said, quietly, “ But there will be no 
thunder j it is too much wind.” 

Ingram, with a smile which he could scarcely conceal, here- 
upon remarked — 

“You’re sorry, Lavender, I know\ Wouldn’t you like to 
shelter somebody in danger, or attempt a rescue, or do some- 
thing heroic ? ” 

“And Mr. Lavender would do that, if there was any 
need,” said the girl, bravely ; “ and then it would be nothing to 
laugh at.” 

“ Sheila, you bad girl, how dare you talk like that to me ! ’’ 
said Ingram j and he put his arm within hers, and said he would 
tell her a story. 

But this race to escape the storm was needless j for they 
were just getting within sight of Barvas, when a surprising 
change came over the dark and thunderous afternoon. The 
hurrying masses of cloud in the w'est parted for a little space, 
and there was a sudden and fitful glimmer of a stonny blue 
sky. Then a strange, soft, }ellow, and vaporous light shot 
across the Barvas hills, and touched up palely the great slopes, 
rendering them distant, ethereal, and cloud-like. Then a shaft 
or two of wild liglit flaslied down upon the landscape beside 
them. The cattle shone red in the brilliant green pastures. 
The grey rocks glowed in their setting of moss. The stream 
going by Barvas Inn was a streak of gold in its sandy bed. 
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And then the sky above them broke into great billows of cloud 
—tempestuous and rounded masses of golden vapour, that 
burned with the wild glare of the sunset. The clear spaces in 
the sky widened, and from time to time the wind sent ragged 
bits of yellow cloud across the shining blue. All the world 
seemed to be on fire ; and the very smoke of it — the majestic 
masses of vapour that rolled by overhead — burned with a be- 
wildering glare. Tlien, as the wind still blew hard, and kept 
veering round again to the north-west, the fiercely-lit clouds 
were driven over one by one, leaving a pale and serene sky to 
look down on the sinking sun and the sea. The Atlantic 
caught the yellow glow on its tumbling waves, and a deeper 
colour stole across the slojres and peaks of the Barvas hills. 
Whither had gone the storm? There were still some banks of 
clouds away up in the north-east ; and in the clear green of the 
evening sky, they had their distant greys and purples faintly 
tinged with rose. 

“ And so you are anxious, and frightened, and a little pleased,” 
said Ingram to Sheila that evening, after he had frankly told 
her what he knew, and invited her further confidence. “ That 
is all I can gather from you; but it is enough. Now you can 
leave the rest to me.” 

“To you?” said the girl, with a blush of pleasure and 
surprise. 

“Yes. I like new experiences. I am going to become an 
intermeddler now. I am going to arrange this affair, and become 
the negotiator between all the parties ; and then, when I have 
secured the happiness of the whole of you, you will all set upon 
me and beat me with sticks, and thrust me out of your houses.” 

“ I do not think,” said Sheila, looking down, “ that you have 
much fear of that, Mr. Ingram.” 

“ Is the world going to alter because of me ?” 

“ I would rather not have you try to do anything that is likely 
to get you into unhappines.s," she said. 

“ Oh, but that is absurd. You timid young folks can’t act 
for yourselves. You want agents and instruments that have 
got hardened by use. Fancy the condition of our ancestors, 
you know, before they had the sense to invent steel claws to 
tear their food in pieces — what could tliey do with their fingers ? 
I am going to be your knife and fork, Sheila ; and you'll see 
what I shall carve out for you. All you’ve got to do is to keep 
your spirits up, and believe that nothing dreadful is going to 
take place merely because some day you will be asked to marry. 
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You let things take their ordinary course. Keep your spirits 
up — don’t neglect your music, or your dinner, or your poor 
people down in Borvabost — and you’ll see it will all come right 
enough. In a year or two, or less than that, you will marry 
contentedly and happily, and your papa will drink a good glass 
of whisky at the wedding, and make jokes about it, and every- 
thing will be as right as the mail. That’s my advice, — see you 
attend to it." 

“ You are very kind to me,” said the girl, in a low voice. 

“ But if you begin to cry, Sheila, then I throw up my duties 
— do you hear? Now look — there goes Mr. Lavender down 
to the boat with a bundle of rugs ; and I suppose you mean me 
to imperil my precious life by sailing about these rocky channels 
in the moonlight ? Come along down to the shore ; and mind 
you please your papa by singing ‘ Love in thine eyes,’ with Mr. 
Lavender. And if you would add to that ‘ The Minute Gun 
at Sea,’ — why, you knov/, I may as well have my little rewards 
for intermeddling now, as I shall have to suffer afterwards.” 

“ Not through me,’’ said Sheila, in ratlier an uncertain voice ; 
and then they went down to the Maighdean-mhara. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

“ O TERQUE QUATERQUE EEATE ! ” 

Consider what a task this unhappy man Ingram liad volun- 
tarily undertaken ! Here were two young people presumably 
in love. One of them was laid under suspicion by several pre- 
vious love-affairs, though none of these, doubtless, had been so 
serious as the present. Tiie other scarcely knew her own mind 
— or perhaps was afraid to question herself too closely lest all 
the conflict between duty and inclination, with its fears and 
anxieties and troubles, should be too suddenly revealed. More- 
over, this girl was the only daughter of a solitary and irascible 
old gentleman living in a remote island ; and Ingram had not 
only undertaken that the love affairs of the young folks should 
come all right — thus assuming a responsibility which migh^ 
have appalled the bravest — but was also expected to inform .’.c 
King of Borva that his daughter was about to be taken away 
from him. 

For how was Sheila to go to her father and explain to him 
what she could not explain to herself? She had never dreamed 
of marriage. She had never thought of having to leave Borva 
and her father’s house. But she had some vague feeling that 
in the future lay many terrible possibilities that she did not as 
yet dare to look at — until, at least, she was more satisfied as to 
the present. And how could she go to her father with such 
a chaos of unformed wishes and fears to place before him ? 
I'hat such a duty should have devolved upon Ingram was cer- 
tainly odd enough ; but it was hot her doing. His knowledge 
of the position of these young people was not derived from her. 
Having got it, however, he had himself asked her to leave the 
whole affair in his hands, with that kindness and generosity which 
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had more than once filled her heart with an unspeakable gtati- 
tude toward him. 

“ Well, you are a good fellow,” said Lavender to him, when 
he heard of this decision. 

“ Bah ! ” said the other, with a shrug of his slioulders ; “ I 
mean to amuse myself. I shall move you about like pieces on 
a chess-board, and have a pretty game with you. How to 
checkmate the king with a knight and a princess — in any num- 
ber of moves you like — that is the problem ; and my princess 
has a strong power over the king, where she is just now.” 

“ It’s an uncommonly awkward business, you know, Ingram," 
said Lavender, ruefully. 

“ Well, it is. Old Mackenzie is a tough old fellow to deal 
with ; and you’ll do no good by making a fight of it. Wait. 
Difficulties don’t look so formidable when you take them one 
by one, as they turn up. If you really love the girl, and mean 
to take your chance of getting her, and if she cares enough for 
you to sacrifice a good deal for your sake, theie is nothing to 
fear.” 

“ I can answer for myself, any way,’’ said Lavender, in a 
tone of voice that Ingram rather liked ; the young man did not 
always speak with tlie same quietness, thoughtfulness, and 
modesty. 

And Iiow natuially and easily it came about, after all ! They 
were back again at Boiva. They liad driven round and about 
Ltwvis, and had finished up with Stornoway ! and, now that they 
iiad got back to the island in Lo< h Roag, the quaint little 
drawing-room had even to Lavender a homely and friendly 
look. The big stuiTed fishes and the strange shells were old 
acquaintances ; and lie went to hunt iqi Sheila’s music just as 
if he h. d known that dusky corner lor }c.irs. 

“ Yes, yes ! ” called Marken/ic, “it iss the English songs w'e 
will try now.” 

He had a notion that he was himself rather a good hand at 
a p..rt song — ^just as Sheila had innocently taught him to be- 
lieve that lie was a brilliant whist-player when he had mastered 
the art of returning his partner’s lead — but fortunately at this 
moment he was engaged with a long pipe and a big tumbler of 
hotj.vhisky and W’ater. Ingram was similarly employed, lying 
oack in a cane-bottomed easy chair, and placidly watching the 
smoke ascending to the roof. .Sometimes he cast an eye to the 
young folks at the other end of the room. They formed a 
pretty sight, he thought. Lavender was a good-looking fellow 
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WOHgh; and there was something pleasing in the quiet and 
assiduous fashion in which he waited upon Sheila, and in the 
almost timid way in which he spoke to her. Sheila herself sat 
at the piano, clad all in slate-grey silk, with a narrow band of 
scarlet velvet round her neck ; and it was only by a chance 
turning of the liead that Ingram caught the tender and hand- 
some profile, broken only by the outward sweep of the long 
eyelashes. 

“ I.ove in thine eyes for ever plays,” 

Sheila sang, with her father keeping time by patting his fore- 
finger on the table. 

“ He in thy snowy bosom strays," 

sang Lavender ; and then the two voices joined together — 

“ He makes thy rosy lips his care, 

And walks tlie ina^cs of lliy liair.” 

Or were there not three voices ? Surely, from the back part of 
the room, the musicians could hear a wandering bass come in 
from time to time, especially at such portions as “ Ah, he 
never, ah, lie never, never touched thy heart ! ” which old 
Mackenzie considered very touching. Hut there was some- 
thing quaint, and friendly, and pleasant in the pathos of those 
English songs which made them far more acceptable to him 
than Sheila's wild and melancholy legends of the sea. He 
sang, “Ah, he never, ne\er touched thy heait ! ” with an out- 
ward expression of grief, but rvith much inward satisfaction. 
Was it the quaint phraseology of the old duets that awoke 
in him some faint ambition after histrionic effect? At all 
events, Sheila proceeded to another of his favourites — “All’s 
Well” — and here, amid the brisk music, the old Highlandman 
had an excellent opportunity of striking in at random. 

“Tlie careful watch patrols the deck, 

To guard the ship icom foes or -wreck — ” 

these two lines he had absolutely mastered, and always sang 
them, whatever might be the key lie happened to light on, 
with great vigour. He soon tvent the length of improvising a 
part for himself in the closing passages ; and laid down his pipe 
altogether as he sang — 

“What cheer? Brother, quickly tell ! 

Above? Bdow? Good-night! All, all’s well 1 ” 
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From that point, however, Sheila and lier companion wandered 
away into fields of melody whither the King of Borva could 
not follow them ; so he was content to resume Ids jiipe and 
listen placidly to the pretty airs. He caught but bits and 
fragments of phrases and sentiments ; but they evidently were 
comfortable, merry, good-natured songs for 3 oung folks to sing. 
There was a good <lcal of love-making, and rosy moms ap- 
pearing, and merry zephyrs, and such odd things, which, sung 
briskly and gladly by two young and frcsli voices, rather drew 
the hearts of contemplative listeners to the musicians. 

They sing very well whatever,” said Mackenzie, with a 
ciitical air, to Ingram, when the young people were so busily 
engaged with their own alfairs as ajiparcntly to forget the 
presence of the others. “Oh, 30^-, tliey sing ver)- well what- 
ever ; and what should the young lolks sing about but making 
love, and com ting, and all that?” 

“Natural enough,” .said Ingram, looking rather wist- 
fully at the two at the other end of the room. “ I suppose 
Sheila will have a sweetheart some day ? ” 

“ Oh, yes, Slieila will hef a sweetheart some day,” said her 
father, good-humouredly. “ Sheila is a good-looking girl ; she 
will hef a swectlieart some day.” 

“ Slie will marry too, I suppose,” said Ingram, cautiously. 
“Oh, yes, .she will he inari^in.g; Sheila uill be marrv'ing — 
svhat will be the life of a young giil if she docs not marry ? ” 

At tliis moment, as Ingram afteiwards-descrihed it, a sort of 
“flash of inspiration” darted in upon him, and he resolved 
there and then to brave the wrath of the old king, and place 
all the conspiracy Iicfore him, if onl}' the music kept loud 
enough to prevent his licing ovci heard. 

“It will be hard on you to pait with Slicila when she 
marries,” said Ingiam, scarcely daring to look up. 

“Oh, ah, it will he that,” said Mackenzie, clieerfully enough. 
“ But it is every one will hef to do that ; and no great hami 
come.s of it. Oh, no, it will not be much w hatever ; and Sheila 
she will be very glad in a little while after, and it mil be 
enough for me to see tliat she is ferry contented and happy. 
'I'he young folk must marr}', you will see, and what is the use 
of marrying if it is not w’hen they .are young ? But Sheila, she 
will think of none of these things. It was young Mr. Mac- 
Intyre of Sutherland — you hef seen him last year in Styomoway 
— he hass three thousand acres of a deer-forest in Sutherland-— 
and he will be ferry glad to marry Miss Sheila. But I will say to 
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him, ‘ It is not for me to say yes or no to you,' Mr. MacIntyre ; 
it is Sheila herself will tell you that.’ But he wass afraid to 
speak to her : and Sheila herself will know nothing of why he 
came twice to Borva the last year.” 

“ It is very good of you to leave Sheila quite unbiased in 
her choice,” said Ingram ; “ many fathers would have been 
sorely tempted by that deer-forest.” 

Old Mackenzie laughed a loud laugh of derision, that for- 
tunately did not stop Lavender’s execution of “ I would that 
my love would silently.” 

“What the teffle,” said Mackenzie, “ hef I to want a deer- 
forest for my Sheila ? Sheila is no fisherman’s lass. She has 
plenty for herself, and she will marry just the young man she 
wants to marry, and no other one — that is what she will do, by 
Kott ! ” 

All this was most hopeful. If Mackenzie had himself been 
advocating Lavender’s suit, could he have said more? But 
notwithstanding all these frank and generous piomises — deal- 
ing with a future which the old Ilighlandman considered as 
indefinitely remote — Ingram was still afraid of the announce- 
ment he was about to make. 

“ Sheila is fortunately situated,” he .said, “ in having a father 
who thinks only of her happiness. But I suppose slie lias 
never yet shown a preference for any one ? ” 

“ Not for any one but yourself,” said Jier father, with a laugh. 

And Ingram laughed too, but in an embarrassed way, and 
his sallow face grew darker with a blush, ^\’as there not 
something painful in the unintcntioinal inqilication that of 
course Ingiara could not be considered a possible lover of 
Sheila’s, and that the girl herself w.as .so well aware of it that 
she could openly testify to her regaid for him? 

“And it would be a good thing for .Sheila,” continued her 
father, more gravely, “if there wass any >oung man about 
the Lewis that she would tek a liking to ; for it will be some 
day I can no more look after her, and it would be bad for her 
to be left alone all by herself in the island.” 

“And don’t you think you see be|lpre you now some one 
who might take on him the charge of Sheila’s future?” said 
Ingram, looking towards Lavender. 

“ The English gentleman ? ” said Mackenzie, with a smile. 
“ No ; that any way is not possible.” 

“ I fancy it is more than possible,” said Ingram, resolved to 
go straight at it. “ I know for a fact that he would like to 
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marry your daughter, and I think that Sheila, without knowing 
it herself almost, is well-inclined towards him.” 

The old man started up from his chair 

“ Eh ? what 1 my Sheila ? ” 

“Yes, papa,” said the girl, turning round at once. 

She caught sight of a strange look on his face, and in an 
instant was by his side. 

“ Papa, what is the matter with you ? ” 

“Nothing, Sheila, nothing,” he said impatiently. “lama 
little tired of the music, that is all. But go on with the music. 
Go back to the piano, Sheila, and go on with the music ; and 
Mr. Ingram and me, we will go outside for a little while.” 

Mackenzie walked out of the room, and said, aloud in the 
hall— 

y Ay, are you coming, Mr. Ingram ? It iss a fine night, this 
night, and the wind is in a very good way for the weather." 

And then, as he went out to the front, he hummed aloud, so 
that Sheila should hear, — 

“ Who goes there ? Suanger, quickly tell ! 

A fnend ! The word? Good-niglit ! All’s well I 
All’s well ! Good-night ! All’s well ! ” 

Ingram followed the old man outside, with a somewhat 
guilty conscience suggesting odd things to him. Would it not 
be possible, now, to shut ones cars for the next half-hour? 
Angry words were only little perturbations in the air. If yog 
shut )our cais till they were all over, what harm could 
be done? AU the big facts of life would remain the same. 
T'hc sea, the sk\% the hills, the human beings around you, even 
your desire to sleep for the night, and your wliolesome longing 
for brcciktiist in the morning, would all lemain ; and the angry 
words would have passed away. But peihaps it was a proper 
punishment that he should now go out and bear all the wrath 
of this fierce old gentleman, whose daughter he had conspired 
to carry off. Mackenzie was walking up and dow'ii the path 
outside, in the cool and silent night. There v\as not much 
moon now, but a clear and lambent twilight showed all the 
familiar featuies of Loch Roag and th.e southern hills; and 
down there in the bay you could vaguely make out the Maigh- 
dcan-mhara rocking in the tiny waves that washed in on tJ.e 
white shore. Ingram had never looked on tliis pretty pictura 
with a less feeling of delight. 



r20 A PROCESS OF THULE. [chap. 

“ Well, you see, Mr. Mackenzie,” he was beginning, “ you 
must make this excuse for him ** 

But Mackenzie put aside Lavender at once. It was all 
about Sheila that he wanted to know. There was no anger in 
his words — only a great anxiety, and sometimes an extra- 
ordinary and pathetic effort to take a philosophical view of the 
situation. What had Sheila said ? Was Sheila deeply inter- 
ested in the young man ? • Would it please Sheila if he was to 
go indoors and give at once his free consent Vo her marrying 
this Mr. Lavender ? 

“ Oh, you must not think,” said Mackenzie, with a certain 
loftiness of air even amidst his great perturbation and anxiety, 
“ you must not think I hef not foreseen all this. It wass some 
day or other Sheila will be sure to marry ; and altliough I did 
not expect — no, I did not expect t)iat — that she would marry a 
stranger and an Englishman, if it will please her, that is 
enough. You cannot tell a young l.ass the one she should 
marry — it is all a chance the one she likes, and if she does not 
marry him, it is better she w’ill not marry at all. On, yes, I 
know that ferry well. And I hef known there wass a time 
coming when I would give away my Sheila to some young 
man ; and there iss no use complaining of it. But you hef not 
told me much about this young man — or I hef forgotten — it is 
the same thing whatever. He has not much money, you said 
— he his waiting for some money, — well — this is what I will 
do. I will give lihn all my mo7ieyif he will come and live in the 
Lewis.’’ 

All the philosophy he had been mustering up fell away from 
that last sentence. It was like the cry of a drowning man who 
sees the last lifeboat set out for shore, leaving him to his fate. 
And Ingram had not a word to say in reply to that piteous 
entreaty. 

“ I do not ask him to stop in Borva — no, it iss a small place 
for one that hass lived in a town. But the Lewis, that is quite 
different ; and tliere iss ferry good house.s in Stornoway ” 

“ But surely, sir,” said Ingram, “ you need not consider all 
this just yet. I am sure neither of them has thought of any 
such thing ” 

“ No," said Mackenzie, recovering himself, “ perhaps not. 
But we hef our duties to look at the future of young folks. 
And you will say that Mr. Lavender hass only expectations of 
money ? ” 

“Well, the expectation is almost a certainty. His aunt, I 
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have told you, is a very rich old lady, who has no other near 
relations ; and she is exceedingly fond of him, and would do 
anything for him. I am sure the allowance he has now is 
greatly in excess of what she spends on herself.” 

“ But they might quarrel, you know — they might quarrel. 
You hcf always to look to the future — they might quarrel, and 
what will he do then ? ” 

'• Why, you don’t suppose he couldn’t support himself, if the 
worst were to come to the w'orst. He is an amazingly clever 
fellow- ” 

“ Ay, that is very good,” said Mackenzie, m a cautious sort 
of way ; “ but has he ever made any money ?” 

“ Oh, I fancy not — nothing to speak of. He has sold some 
pictures j but 1 think he has given more aw.iy ” 

“ 'i'hen It iss not easy, tek my word for it, Mr. Ingr.am, to 
begin a new trade if you are twenty fue ycais of age , and the 
people who wall tek your juctures for nothing, will they pay 
for them if you wanted the money ? ’ 

It was obvioi^ly hir. Mackenzie’s eager wash to prove to him- 
self that, someliow or other. Lavender might come to have no 
money, and be made dependent on Ins father-m law. So far, 
indeed, from sliaring the sentiments ordinarily attributed to 
that important lel.itive, he would have welcomed witli a licart- 
felt JO) the information that the man wlio, as he expected, was 
about to marry his daughter, was absolutely penniless. Not 
even all the attractions of that deei foiest in .Sutlierlandshire — 
jiarticularly fascinating as they must have been to a man of 
Ills education and surroundings — liad been aide to lead the old 
King of Borva even into hinting to Ins d.iiiyiitcr that the owner 
ot that property would like to marry her. .Sheila was to choose 
for herself. She w'as not like a lishcrman’s lass, bound to con- 
sider ways and means. And now that she had chosen, or, at 
least, indicated the possibility of her doing so, her fatlier’s 
chief desire was that his future son-in-law should come and 
take and enjoy his money, so only that Sheila might not be 
carried away from him for ever. 

“ Well, I will see about it, ’ said Mackenzie, with an affecta- 
tion of cheerful and practical shrewdness, “ Oh, yes, I will 
see about it, when Sheila has made up her mind. He is a 

very good young man, whatever ” 

“ He is the best-hearted fellow I know,” said Ingram, warmly. 
“ I don’t think Sheila has much to fear if she marries him. If 
you had known him as long as I have, you would know how 
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considerate he is to everybody about him, how generous he 
is, how good-natured, and cheerful, and so forth — in short, 
he is a thorough good fellow, that’s what I have to say about 
him.” 

“It iss well for him he will hef such a champion,” said 
Mackenzie, with a smile, “theie iss not many Sheila will pay 
attention to as she does to you.” 

They went indoors again — Ingram scarcely knowing how he 
had got so easily through the ordeal, but very glad it was over. 
Sheila was still at the piano, and, on their entering, she said — 

“ Papa, here is a song you must learn to sing with me.” 

“ And what iss it, Sheila ? ” he said, going over to her. 

“ ‘ Time has not tliinned my flowing hair. ’ ” 

He put his hand on her head, and said — 

“ I hope it will be a long time before he u ill thin j our hair, 
Sheila.” 

The girl looked up, surprised. Scotch folks are, as a rule, 
somewhat reticent m their display of affection , and it was not 
often that her father talked to her in that waj ^Vlut was there 
in his face that made her glance instinctively towards Ingram? 
Somehow or other her hand sought her father’s hand, and she 
rose and went away from the piano, with Jicr head bent down 
and tears beginning to tell in her eyes. 

“Yes, that is a capital song,” said Ingrain, loudly, “Sing 
‘ The Arethusa,’ Lavender. 'Said the saucy Ate/hitsa ’ ” 

Lavender, knowing what had taken place, and not daring to 
follow with his eyes Sheila and her fatiier, who had gone to tlie 
other end of the loom, sang tlie jong Never was a gallant 
and devil may-care sea-song sung so hopelessly without spirit. 
But the piano made a noise, aiiel the verses took up tunc. When 
he had finished, he almost fc.arcd to turn round , and >ct tliere 
was nothing dreadful in the picture that presented itself Sheila 
was sitting on her fatlier’s knee, with her head buried in his 
bosom, while he ^Yas patting her head, and talking m a low 
voice to her. Ihe King of Borva did not look particularly 
fierce 

“ Yes, It iss a teffle of a good song,” he said, suddenly. “ Now 
get up, Sheila, and go and tell Main we will have a bit of bread 
and cheese before going to bed. And there w ill be a little hot 
water wanted in the other room, for this room it iss too full of 
the smoke.” 

Sheila, as she went out of the room, had her head cast down, 
and perliaps an extra tinge of colour in the young and pretty 
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face/ But surely, Lavender thought to himself, as he watched 
her anxiously, she did not look, grieved. As for her father, 
what should he do now? Turn suddenly round, and beg 
Mackenzie’s pardon, and throw himself on his generosity? 
When he did, with much inward trembling, venture to approach 
the old man, he found no such explanation possible. The King 
of Borva was in one of his grandest moods — dignified, courteous, 
cautious, and yet inclined to treat everybody and everything 
\zith a sort of lofty good humour. He spoke to Lavender in 
the most friendly iiay, but it was about the singular and 
startling fact that riiodei n research Iiad prov ed many of the 
Koman legends to be ulteily untrustworthy. Mr. Mackenzie 
observed that the man was wanting in proper courage who 
feaied to accept the results of such inquines. It was better 
that we should know the truth, and then the kings who had 
really made Rome great might cmcige from the fog of tiadition 
in their proper shape. There was something quite sympathetic 
in the way he talked of those ill-trcated sovereigns, whom the 
vulgar mind had clothed in mist 

Lavender was sorely beset by the rival claims of Rome and 
Borva upon Ins attention. He was inwardly inclined to curse 
Nunia Pompilius — which would hav'c been incflectual— o'hen 
he found that personage interfering with a vvildeftort to discover 
why Mackenzie should treat him in this w.iy And then it 
occurred to hirn that, as he had never said a woid to Mackenzie 
aliout this affan, it was too much to cvjiect that Sheilas father 
should himself open tlie subje< t. On the contrary Mackenzie 
was bent on extending a grave courtesy to his guest, so that the 
latter should not feel ill at case until it suitevi himself to make 
any explanations he might choosy It was not Mackenzie’s 
business to ask tins >oiing man if he wanted to marry Sheila. 
No. 'I he king’s daughter, if she were to be won at all, was 
to be won by a suitor; and it was not foi hei father to be in a 
hurry about it. So Lavender got back into the legion of early 
Roman histoiy, and tried to recall what he had learned m Livy, 
and quite coincided with everything that Niebuhr had said or 
proved, and with evciylhmg that Mackenzie thought Niebuhr 
had said or proved. He was only too glad, indeed, to find 
himself talking to Sheila’s father in tins Iricndly fashion. 

Then Sheila came m and told them that supper was laid in 
the adjoining room. At that modest meal, a great good-humour 
prevailed. Sometimes, it is true, it occurred to Ingram that 
Sheila cast an anxious glance at her father, as if she were trying 
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to discover whether he was real!)’ satisfied, or whether he wTis 
not merely pretending satisfaction to please her ; but for the 
rest the party was a most fiiendly and merry one. Lavender, 
naturally enough, was in the highest of spirits ; and nothing 
could exceed the light-hearted endeavours he made to amuse, and 
interest, and cheer his companions. Sheila, indeed, sat up later 
than usual, even although pipes were lit again, and the slate-grey 
silk likely to bear witness to the fact in the morning. How 
comfortable and homely was this sort of life in the remote stone 
building overlooking the northern sea ! He began to think 
that he could live always in Eorva, if only Sheila were with him 
as his companion. 

Was it an actual fact, then, he asked himself next morning, 
that he stood confessed to the small world of Borva as Sheila’s 
accepted lover? Not a word on the subject had passed between 
Mackenzie and himself ; yet he found himself assuming the 
position of a younger relative, and rather expecting advice from 
the old Highlandman. He began to take a great interest, too, 
in the local administration of the island ; lie examined the 
window-fastenings of Mackenzie’s house and saw that they 
would be useful in the winter; and expressed to Sheila’s father 
his confidential opinion that the girl should not be allowed to go 
out in the Maighdean-mhat a without Duncan. 

“ She will know as much about boats as Duncan himself,” 
said her father, with a confident smile. “ But Sheila will not go 
out when the rough weather begins.” 

“ Of course you keep her indoors then ? ” said the younger 
man, already assuming some little charge over Sheila’s comfoit. 

The father laughed aloud at this simplicity on the part of the 
Englishman. 

“ If we wass to keep indoors in the bad weather, it would be 
all the winter we would be indoors ! There iss no day at all 
Sheila will not be out some time or other ; and she is never so 
well as in the hard weather, nhen she will be out always in the 
snow, and the frost, and hef plenty of exercise and amusement.” 

“ She is not often ailing, 1 suppose?” said Lavender. 

“She is as strong as a young pony, that is what Sheila is,” 
said her father, proudly. “ And there is no one in the island 
will run so fast, or walk as long without tiring, or carry things 
from the shore as she will, not one.” 

But here he suddenly checked himself. 

“ That is,” he said, with some little expression of annoyance, 
“ I wass saying Sheila could do that if it wass any use } but 
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she will not do such things, Uke a fisherman’s lass that liass 
tp help in the work.” 

“ Oh, of course not," said Lavender, hastily. 

“ But still, you know, it is pleasant to know she is so strong 
and well.” 

And at this moment Sheila herself appeared, accompanied by 
her great deer-hound, and testifying by the bright colour in her 
face to the assurances of her health her father had been giving. 
She had just come up and over the hill from Borvabost, while 
as yet breakfast had not been served. Somehow or other 
Lavender fancied she never looked so bright, and fearless, and 
handsome as in the early morning, with the fresh sea-air ting- 
ling the colour in her cheeks, and the sunlight shining in the 
clear eyes or touching from time to time a glimpse of her per- 
fect teeth. But this morning .she did not seem quite so frankly 
merry as usual. She [latlcd the dcerdiotind’s head, and rather 
kept her eyes auay from her father and his companion. And 
then she took Bras away to give him his breakfast just as Ingram 
appeared to bid her good morning, and ask her what she meant 
by being about so early. 

How anxiously J^avender now began to calculate on the re- 
maining days of their slay in Borva! They seemed so few. 
He got up at preposterously early hours to make each day as 
long as possible 3 but it slipped away with a fatal speed, and 
already he began to think of Stornoway, and the Clansman, 
and his bidding good-bye to Sheila. He had said no more to her 
of any pledge .as regarded the future. He was content to see 
that she was pleased to be with him ; and happy indeed were 
their rambles about the island, their excursions in Sheila’s boat, 
their visits to the ^^'hite AWatcr in sc.arcli of salmon. Nor had 
lie yet .spoken to Sheila’s father. He knew that Mackenzie 
knew ; and both seemed to lake it for granted that no good 
could come of a formal explanation until Sheila herself should 
make her wishes known. That, indeed, was the only aspect of 
the case that apparently presented itself to the old King of 
Borva. He forgot altogether those precautions and investiga- 
tions which arc .supposed to occupy the iiiIikI of a future 
father-in-law ; and only sought to see how Sheila was affected 
toward.s the young man who was soon about to leave the island. 
When he saw her pleased to be walking with Lavender, and 
talking with him of an evening, he was pleased 3 and would 
rather have a cold dinner than break in upon them to hurry 
them home. AVhen he saw her disappointed because Lavender 
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had been unfortunate in his salmon-fishing, he was ready to 
swear at Duncan for not having had the fish in a better temper. 
And the most of his conversation with Ingram consisted of an 
endeavour to convince himself that, after all, what had happened 
was for the best, and that Sheila seemed to be happy. 

But somehow or other, when the time for their departure 
was drawing near, Mackenzie showed a strange desire that his 
guests should spend the last two days in Stornoway. When 
Lavender first heard this proposal, he glanced towards Sheila, 
and his face showed clearly his disappointment. 

“ But Sheila will go with us, too,” said her father, replying 
to that unuttered protest in the most innocent fashion ; and 
then Lavender’s face brightened again, and he said that no- 
thing would give him greater pleasure than to spend two days 
in Stornoway. 

“And you must not think,” .s.iid Mackenzie, anxiously, 
“ that it is one day or two days, or a great many days, will 
show you all the fine things about Stornoway. And if you 
were to live in Stornoway, you would find very good acquain- 
tances and friends there ; and in the autumn, when the shoot- 
ing begins, there are many Knglish evho will come up, and there 
will be ferry great doings at the castle. And there is some 
gentlemen now at Griinersta whom you hef not seen, and they 
are ferry fine gentlemen ; and at Garra-na-hina there iss two more 
gentlemen for the salmon-fishing. Oh, there iss a great many 
fine people in the Lewis, and it iss not alt as lonely as Borva.” 

“ If it is half as pleasant a jilace to live in as Borva, it will 
do,” said Lavender, with a flush of enthusiasm in his face, as 
he looked towards Sheila, and .saw her pleased and downcast 
eyes. 

“But it iss not to be compared," said Mackenzie, c.igerly. 
“ Borva — that iss nothing at all ; but the Lewis — it iss a ferry 
diflferent thing to live in the Lewis, and many English gentle- 
men hef told me they would like to li\c always in the I.cwis.” 

“I think I should, too,” said Lavender, lightly and care- 
lessly, little thinking what importance tlie old man immedi- 
ately and gladly put upon the admission. 

From that moment Lavender, always unconscious of what had 
happened, had nothing to fear in the way of opposition from 
Sheila’s father. If he had there and then boldly asked Mac- 
kenzie for his daughter, the old man rvould have given his 
consent freely, and bade Lavender go to Sheila herself. 

And so they set sail, one pleasant forenoon, fioin Borvabost; 
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and the light wind that ruffled the blue of Loch Roag gently 
filled the mainsail of the Maighdean-tnhara as she lightly ran 
down the tortuous channel. 

“ I don’t like to go away from Borva,” said Lavender, in a 
low voice, to Sheila, “but I might have been leaving the 
island with greater regret, for, you know, I expect to be back 
soon.” 

“ W e shall always be glad to see you,” said the girl ; and, 
although he would rather have had her say “ I ” than “ we,” 
there was something in the tone of her voice that contented 
him. 

At Garra-na-hina, Mackenzie pointed out with a great 
interest to Lavender a tall man who was going down through 
some meadows to the Amhuirtn Dhubh, the Black River. He 
had a long rod over his shoulder ; and behind him, at some 
distance, followed a shorter man, who carried a gaff and land- 
ing-net. Mackenzie anxiously explained to Lavender that the 
tall figure was that of an ICnglishman. Lavender accepted the 
statement. But would he not go down to the river and make 
his acquaintance ? Lavender could not understand why he 
should be expected to take so great an interest in an ordinary 
English sportsman. 

“Ferry well,” said Mackenzie, a trifle disappointed; “but 
you would find several of lire Isnglisli in the Lewis if you wass 
living here.” 

I'hese last two days in Stornoway were very pleasant. On 
tlieir previous ^isil to the town, Mackenzie had given up much 
of his time to business affairs, and was a good deal away from 
his guests ; but now he devoted himself to making them par- 
ticularly comfortable in the place and amusing them in every 
possible way. He introduced Lavender, in especial, to all his 
friends there, and was most anxious to impress on the young 
man that life in Stornoway was, on the w'holc, rather a brilliant 
affair. Then, was there a finer point from w'hich you could 
start at will for Inverness, Oban, and sucli great centres of 
civilization ? Very soon there might even be a telegraphic 
cable laid to the mainland. Was Mr. Lavender aware that 
frequently you could see the Sutherlandshire hills fiom this 
very town of Stornoway ? 

Here Sheila laughed ; and Lavender, w’ho kept watching 
her face always, to read all her fancies and sentiments and 
mshes in the shifting lights of it, immediately demanded an 
explanation. 
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“ It is no good thing,” said Sheila, “ to see the Sutherland 
hills often ; for when you see them, it means to rain.” 

But Lavender had not been taught to fear the rain of the 
Western Isles. The very weather seemed to have conspired 
with Mackenzie to charm the young man with the island. At 
this moment, for example, they were driving away from Storno- 
way along the side of the great bay that stretches northward 
until it finds its furthest promontory in Tiumpan Head. What 
magnificence of colour shone all around them in the hot sun- 
light ! Where the ruffled blue sea came near the long sweep 
of yellow sand it grew to be a bright, transparent green. The 
splendid curve of the bay showed a gleaming line of white 
where the waves broke in masses of hissing foam ; and beyond 
that curvet- again long promontories of dark-red conglomerate 
ran out into the blue waters of the sea, with their summits 
shining with the bright sea-grass. Here, close at hand, were 
warm meadows with calves and lambs cropping the sweet- 
scented Dutch clover. A few huts, shaped like bee-hives, 
stood by the road-side, close by some deep brown peats. 
There was a cutting in the yellow sand of the bay for the 
pulling up of captured whales. Now and again you could see 
a solan dart down from the blue heavens into the darker blue 
of tlie sea, sending up a .spurt of foam twentjsieet high as he 
disappeared ; and far out there, between the red precipices 
and the ruffled waters beneath, white sea-fowl flew from crag 
to crag or dropped down upon the sea to rise and fall with the 
waves. 

At the small hamlet of Gress they got a large rowing-bojtt 
manned by sturdy fishermen, and set out to explore the great 
caves formed in the mighty wall of conglomerate that here 
fronts the sea. The wild-fowl flew about them, screaming and 
yelling at being disturbed. The long swell of the sea lifted 
the boat, passed from under it, and went on with majestic 
force to crash on the glowing red crags and send jets of foam 
flying up the face of them. They captured one of the sea- 
birds — a young thing about as big as a hen, with staring eyes, 
,, scant feathers, and a long beak with which it instinctively 
tried to bite its enemies — and the parents of it kept swooping 
down over the boat, uttering shrill cries, until their offspring was 
restored to the surface of the water. They went into the great 
loud-sounding caverns, getting a new impression of the extra- 
ordinary clearness of tire sea-water by the depth at which the 
bottom was visible; and here their shouts occasionally called 
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bp from some dim twilight recess— far in among the perilous 
rocks— the head of a young seal, which would instantly dive 
again and be seen no more. They watched the salmon splash 
in the shallower creeks where the sea had scooped out a tiny bay 
of ruddy sand ; and then a slowly-rolling porpoise would show 
his black back above the water and silently disappear again. 
All this was pleasant enough on a pleasant morning, in fresh 
sea-air and sunlight, in holiday-time ; and was there any reason, 
Mackenzie may fairly have thought, why this young man, if he 
did marry Sheila, should not come and live in a place where 
so much healthy amusement was to be found ? 

And in the evening, too, when they had climbed to the 
top of the hills on the south of Stornoway harbour, did not the 
little town look sufficiently picturesque, with its white houses, 
its shipping, its great castle and plantations lying in shadow 
under the green of the eastern sky? Then, away to the west, 
what a strange picture presented itself! Thick bands of 
grey cloud lay across the sky, and the sunlight from behind 
them sent down great rays of misty yellow on the endless miles 
of moor. But how was it that, as these shafts of sunlight 
struck on the far and successive ridges of the moorland, each 
long undulation seemed to become transparent ; and all the 
island appeared to consist of great and golden-brown shells, 
heaped up behind each other, with the sunlight shining 
through ? 

“ I have tried a good many new effects since I came up 
here,” said Lavender, “ but I shall not try Bial." 

“ Oh, it iss nothing — it iss nothing at all," said Mackenzie, 
with a studied air of unconcern. “ There iss much more 
beautiful things than that in the island, but you will hef need 
of a ferry long time before you w'ill find it all out. That — 
tliat iss nothing at all.” 

“You will perhaps make a picture of it some other time,” 
said Sheila, with her eyes cast down ; and, as he was standing 
by her at the time, he took her hand, and pressed it, and said, 
“ I hope so.” 

Then, that night ! Did not every hour produce so.me new 
and wonderful scene ; or was it only that each minute grew to 
1 e so precious, and that the enchantment of Sheila’s presence 
filled the air around him ? There was no moon j but the stars 
shone over the bay and the harbour, and the dusky hills beyond 
the castle. Every few seconds the lighthouse at Amish Point 
sent out its wild glare of orange fire into the heart of the cleai 
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darkness, and then as suddenly &ded out and left the eyes too 
bewildered to make out the configuration of the rocks. AH 
over the north-west there still remained the pale glow of the 
twilight ; and somehow Lavender seemed to think that that 
strange glow belonged to Sheila’s home in the west, ^d that 
the people in Stornoway knew nothing of the wonders of Loch 
Roag, and of the strange nights there. Was he likely ever to 
forget ? 

“Good-bye, Sheila,” he said, next morning, when the 1 •' 
signal had been given, and the Clansman was about to me.- 
from her moorings. 

She had bidden good-bye to Ingram already, but, somehow 
she could not speak to his companion just at this last momen 
She pressed his hand, and turned away, and went ashore wit 
her father. Then the big steamer throbbed its way out of th' 
harbour ; and by and by the island of Lewis lay but as a thi ■ 
blue cloud along the horizon, and who could tell that huma.'. 
beings, with strange hopes, and fancies, and griefs, were hidden 
away in that pale line of vapour ? 



CHAPTER IX. 

“ FAREWELL, MACKRIMMON ! ” 

A NIGHT journey from Greenock to London is a sufficiently 
prosaic affair in ordinary circumstances ; but it need not be 
always so. What if a young man, apparently occupied in 
making himself comfortable, and in talking nonsense to his 
Friend and companion, should be secretly calculating how the 
iourney could be made most pleasant to a bride, and that 
bride his bride? Lavender made experiments with regard 
to the ways and tempers of guards — he borrowed planks of 
wood with which to make sleeping-couches of an ordinary 
first-class carriage — he bribed a certain official to have the 
compartment secured — he took note of the time when, and the 
place where, refreshments could be procured — all these things 
le did, thinking of Sheila. And when Ingram, sometimes 
iurprised by his good-nature, and occasionally remonstrating 
‘-a’nst his extravagance, at last fell asleep on the more or less 
a ft Table cushions stretched across the planks, Lavender 
at is; have him wake up again, that he might be induced to 
“Yo nee more about Sheila. Ingram would make use of 
id SI wicked words, rub his eyes, ask w’hat was the last station 
he had passed, and then begin to preach to Lavender about 
• h( eat obligations he was under to Sheila, and what would 
I'h xpected of him in after-times. 

d You are coming away just now,” he would say, while 
avender, who could not sleep at all, was only anxious that 
iheila’s name should be mentioned, “ enriched with a greater 
’•easure than falls to the lot of most men. If you know how 
' value that treasure, tiiere is not a king or emperor in Europe 
It o.-' mid not envy you." 
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“But don’t you think I value it?” the other would say, 
anxiously. 

“ We’ll see about that afterwards, by what you do. But in 
the meantime you don’t know what you have won. You don’t 
know the magnificent single-heartedness of that girl, her keen 
sense of honour, nor the strength of character, of judgment, 
and decision that lies beneath her apparent simplicity. Y'hy, 
I have known Sheila now But what’s the use of talking ? " 

“I wish you would talk, though, Ingram,” said his com- 
panion, quite submissively. “You have known her longer 
than I. I am willing to believe all you say of her, and anxious, 
indeed, to know as much about her as possible. You don’t 
suppose I fancy she is anything less than you say ? ” 

“ Well,” said Ingram, doubtfully, “ perhaps not. The worst 
of it is that you take such odd readings of people. However, 
when you marry her, as I now hope you may, you will soon 
find out ; and then, if you are not grateful — if you don’t under- 
stand and appreciate then the fine qualities of this girl, the 
sooner you put a millstone round your neck and drop over 
Chelsea Bridge the better.” 

“ She will always have in. you a good friend to look after her 
when she comes to London.” 

“Oh, don’t imagine I mean to thrust myself in at your 
breakfast-table to give you advice. If a husband and wife 
cannot manage their own affairs satisfactorily, no third person 
can ; and I am getting to be an elderly man, who likes peace, 
and comfort, and his own quiet.” 

“ I wish you wouldn’t talk such nonsense,” said Lavender, 
impetuously. “ You know you are bound to marry — and the 
woman you ask to marry you will be a precious fool if she 
refuses. I don’t know, indeed, how you and Sheila ever 
escaped ” 

“ Look here. Lavender,” said his companion, speaking- in a 
somewhat impatient way, “ if you marry Sheila Mackenzie, I 
suppose I may see something of both of you from time to 
time. But you are naturally jealous and exacting, as is the 
way with many good fellows who have had too much of their 
own way in the world ; and if you start off with the notion now 
that Sheila and I might ever have married, or that such a thing 
was ever thought of by either of us, the certain consequence 
will be that you will become jealous of me, and that, in time, 
I shall have to stop seeing either of you, if you happen to be 
living in London.” 
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“And if ever the time comes,” said Lavender, lightly, 

“ when I prove myself such a fool, I hope I shall remember 
that a millstone can be bought in Victoria-road, and that Chel- 
sea Bridge is handy." 

“ All right : I’m going to sleep.” 

For some time aft.r Ingram was permitted to rest in peace ; 
and it was not until they had reached some big station or 
other, towards morning, that he woke. Lavender had never 
closed his eyes. 

“ Haven’t you been asleep ? ” 

“ No.’’ 

“What’s the matter now?” 

“ My aunt” 

“ You seem to have acquired a trick recently of looking at 
all the difficulties of your position at once. Why don’t you 
take them singly ! You’ve just got rid of Mackenzie’s oppo 
sition — that might have contented you for a while.” 

“ I think the best plan will be to say nothing of this to my 
aunt at present. I think we ought to get married first, and 
when I take Sheila to see her as my wife, what can she say 
then ? ” 

“ But what is Sheila likely to say before then ? And Sheila’s 
father? You must be out of your mind.” 

“ There will be a pretty scene, then, when I tell her.” 

“Scenes don’t hurt anybody, unless when they end in brick- 
bats and decanters. Your aunt must know you would marry 
some day.” 

“Yes, but you know whom she wished me to marry.” 

“ That is nothing. Every old lady has a fancy for imagining 
possible marriages ; but your aunt is a reasonable woman, and 
could not possibly object to your marrying a girl like Sheila.” 

“Oh, couldn’t she? 'J'hcn you don’t know her. ‘Frank, 
my dear, ivhat are the arms borne by your wife’s farnily t ' — ‘ My 
dear aunt, I will describe them to you as becomes a dutiful nephew. 
The arms are quartet ly : first and fourth, vert, a herring, argent ; 
second and third, azure, a solan-goose, volant, or. The crest, out 
of a crown vallery, argent, a cask of whisky, gules. Supporters, 
dexter, a gillie, sinister, a fisherman.’ ” 

“And a very good coat-of-arms too. You might add the 
motto Ultimus regum. Or Atavis editus regibus. Or Tyrrhena 
regum progenies. To think that your aunt would forbid your 
wedding a king’s daughter I ” 

“ I should wed the king’s daughter, aunt or no aunt, in any 
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case } but you see it would be uncommohly awkward — ^just as 
old Maokenaie would want to know something more particular 
about my circumstances — and he might ask for references to 
the old lady herself, just as if I were a tenant about to take a 
house ” 

“ I have given him enough references. Go to sleep ; and 
don’t bother yourself.” 

But now Ingram felt himself just as unable as his companion 
to escape into unconsciousness, .and so he roused himself 
thoroughly, and began to talk about Lewis, and Borva, and the 
Mackenzies, and the duties and responsibilities Lavender would 
undertake in marrying Sheila. 

“ Mackenzie,” he said, “will expect you to live in Stornoway 
at least half the year, and it will be very hard on him if you 
don t.” 

“ Oh, as to that,” said the other, “ I should have no ob- 
jection ; but, you see, if I am to get married I really think I 
ought to try to get into some position of earning my own 
living, or helping towards it, you know. I begin to see how 
galling this sort of dependence on my aunt might be, if I 
wished to act for myself. Now if I were to begin to do any- 
thing, I could not go and bury myself in Lewis for half the 
year — just at first; by and by, you know, it might be different. 
But don’t you think I ought to begin and do something ? ” 

“ Most certainly. I have often wished you had been bom a 
carpenter, or painter, or glazier.” 

“ People are not bom carpenters or glaziers, but sometimes 
they are bom painters. I think I have been bom nothing ; 
but I am willing to try, more especially as I think Sheila would 
like it” 

“ I know she would.” 

“ I will write and tell her the moment I get to London.” 

“ I would fix first wliat your occupation was to be, if I 
were you. There is no huny about telling Sheila ; although 
she will be very glad to get as much news of you as possible, 
and I hope you will spare no time or trouble in pleasing her in 
that line. By the way, what an infamous shame it was of you 
to go and gammon old Mackenzie into the belief that he can 
read poetry i why, he rvill make that girl’s life a burden to her. 
I heard him propose to read ‘Paradhse Lost’ to her as soon as 
the rain sets in.” 

“ I didn’t gammon him,” said Lavender, with a laugh. “ Every 
man thinks he can read poetry better than every other man, even 
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as every man fancies that no one gets cigars as good and as 
cheap as he does, and that no one can drive a dog-cart safely 
but himself. My talking about his reading was not as bad as 
Sheila’s persuading him that he can play whist. Did you ever 
know a man who did not believe that everybody else’s reading 
of poetry was affected and unbearable ? I know Mackenzie 
must have been reading poetry to Sheila long before I men- 
tioned It to him.” 

“ But that suggestion about his resonant voice and the 
Crystal Palace ! ” 

“That was a joke.” 

“ He did not take it as a joke, and neither did Sheila ” 

“ Well, Sheila would believe that her father could command 
the Channel Fleet, or turn out the present Ministry, or build a 
budge to America, if only anybody hinted it to her. Touching 
that Crystal Palace : Did you observe how little notion of size 
she could have got from pictures when she asked me if the 
Crystal Palace was much bigger than the hot houses at Lewis 
Castle’" 

“ What a world of wonder the girl is coming into ' ” said the 
other, absently. “But it will be all lit up by one sun, if only 
you take care of her, and justify her belief m you ” 

“ I hav6 not much doubt,” said Lavender, wuth a certain 
modest confidence in his manner which had repeatedly of late 
pleased his friend. 

Even Sheila herself could scarcely have found London more 
strange than did thetwomenw'ho had just returned froma month’s 
fljourn in the northern Hebrides. The dingy trees in Euston 
Square, the pale sunlight that shone down on the grey pave- 
ments, the noise of the omnibuses and carts, the multitude of 
strangers, the blue and mist like smoke that hung about Totten- 
ham Court Road — all were as strange to them as the sensation 
of sitting in a hansom and being dnv'en along by an unseen 
driver. Lavender confessed afterwards that he was pervaded 
bj an odd sort of desire to know whether there was anybody 
m London at all like Sheila. Now and again a smartly-dressed 
girl passed along the pavement — what was it that made the 
difference betw een her and that other girl whom he had just 
left? Yet he wished to have the difference as decided as 
possible. When some bright, fresh coloured, pleasant-looking 
girl passed, he was anxious to prove to himself that she was 
not to be compared with Sheila. Where, in all London, could 
you find eyes that told so much? He forgot to place the 
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speciality of Sheila’s eyes in the fact of their being a dark grey 
blue under black eyelashes. What he did remember was that 
no eyes could possibly say the same things to him as they had 
said. And where, in all London, was the same sweet aspect to be 
found, or the same unconsciously proud and gentle demeanour, 
or the same tender friendliness expressed in a beautiful face ? 
He would not say anything against London women, for all 
that. It was no fault of theirs that they could not be sea- 
kings’ daughters, with the courage, and frankness, and sAveet- 
ness of the sea gone into their blood. He was only too 
pleased to have proved to himself— by looking at some half- 
dozen pretty, shop-girls — that not in London was there any- 
one to compare with Princess Sheila. 

For many a day thereafter Ingram had to suffer a good deal 
of this sort of lover’s logic, and bore it with great fortitude. 
Indeed, nothing pleased him more than to observe that 
Lavender’s affection, so far from waning, engrossed more and 
more of his thought and his time ; and he listened with un- 
failing good nature and patience to the perpetual talk of his 
friend about Sheila, and her home, and the future that might 
be in store for both of them. If he had accepted half the 
invitations to dinner sent down to him at the Board of Trade 
by his friend, he would scarcely ever have been out of Laven- 
der’s club. Many a long evening they passed in this way — 
either in Lavender’s rooms in King Street or in Ingram’s lodg- 
ings in Sloane Street. Ingram was content to lie in a chair 
and smoke, sometimes putting in a word of caution to bring 
Lavender back from the romantic Sheila to the real Sheila, 
sometimes smiling at some wild proposal or statement on the 
part of his friend, but always glad to see that the pretty ideal- 
isms planted during their stay in the far North were in no 
danger of dying out dorvn here in the South. Those were 
great days, too, when a letter arrived from Sheila. Notliing 
had been said about their corresponding ; but Lavender had 
written shortly after his arrival in London, and Sheila had 
answered for her father and herself. It wanted but a very 
little amount of ingenuity to continue the interchange of letters 
thus begun ; and when the well-known envelope arrived, high 
holiday was immediately proclaimed by the recipient of it. 
Ho did not sliow Ingram the.se letters, of course ; but the 
contents of them were soon bit by bit revealed. He was also 
permitted to see the envelope, as if Sheila’s handwriting had 
some magical charm about it. Sometimes, indeed, Ingram had 
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himself a letter from Sheila ; and that was immediately shown 
to Lavender. Was he pleased to find that these communi- 
cations were excessively business-like — describing how the 
fishing was going on, what was doing in the schools, and how 
John the Piper was conducting himself, with talk about the 
projected telegraphic cable, the shooting in Harris, the health 
of Bras, and other esoteric matters ? 

Lavender’s communications with the King of Borva were of 
a different nature. Wonderful volumes on building, agriculture, 
and what not, tobacco hailing from certain royal sources in 
the neighbourhood of the Pyramids, and now and again a new 
sort of rifle or some fresh invention in fishing-tackle — these 
were the sort of things that found their way to Lewis. And 
then, in rej^y, came haunches of venison, and kegs of rare 
whisky, the skins of wild animals, which, all very admirable in 
their way, weic a trifle cumbersome in a couple of modest 
rooms in King Street, St. James’s. But here Lavender hit 
upon a happy device. He had long ago talked to his 
aunt of the mysterious potentate in the far North, who was 
the ruler of man, beast, and fish, and who had an only daughter. 
Wlien tliese presents arrived, Mrs. Lavender was informed that 
they were meant for her ! and was given to understand that 
they were the ])ropitiatory gifts of a half-savage sovereign who 
wished to seek her friendship. In vain did Ingram warn 
Lavender of the possible danger of this foolish joke. The 
young man laughed, and would come down to Sloane Street 
with another story of his success as an envoy of the distant king. 
/ And so the months went slowly by ; and Lavender raved 
£bout Sheila, and dreamed about Sheila, and was always going 
to begin some splendid achievement for Sheila’s sake, but 
never just managed to begin. After all, the future did not look 
very terrible ; and the present was satisfactory enough. Mrs. 
Lavender had no objection whatever to listening to his praises 
of Sheila, and had even gone the length of approving of the 
girl’s photograph when it was shown her. But at the end of 
six months. Lavender suddenly went down to Sloane Street, 
found Ingram in his lodgings, .and said — 

“ Ingram, I start for Lewis to-morrow.” 

“ The more fool you,” was the complacent reply. 

" I can’t bear this any longer ; I must go and see her.” 

“You’ll have to bear worse if you go. You don’t know what 
getting to Lewis is in tire winter. You’ll be killed with cold 
before you see tlie Minch.” 
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“I cah stand a good bit of cold, when there's a reason for 
it,” said the young man ; “ and I have written to Sheila to say 
I should start to-morrow.” 

“ In that case I had better make use of you. I suppose you 
won’t mind taking up to Sheila a sealskin jacket tliat I have 
bought for her.” 

‘Vrhat you have bought for her !” said the other. 

How could he have spared 15/. out of his narrow income 
for such a present ! And yet he laughed at the idea of his 
ever having been in love with Sheila. 

Lavender took the sealskin jacket with him, and started on 
his journey to the North. It was certainly all that Ingram had 
prophesied, in the way of discomfort, hardship, and delay. But 
one forenoon, Lavender, coming up from the cabin of the 
steamer into which he had descended to escape from the bitter 
wind and the sleet, saw before him a strange thing. In the 
middle of the black sea, and under a dark grey sky, lay a long 
wonder-land of gleaming snow. Far as the eye could see the 
successive headlands of pale white jutted out into the dark 
ocean, until in the south they faded into a grey mist and 
became invisible. And when they got into Stomoway harbour, 
how black seemed the waters of the little bay, and tlie hulls of 
the boats, and the windows of the houses, against the blinding 
white of the incircling hills ! 

“Yes,” s'aid Lavender to the captain, “it will be a cold drive 
across to Loch Roag. I shall give Mackenzie’s man a good 
dram before we start.” 

But it was not Mr Mackenzie’s notion of hospitality to send 
Duncan to meet an honoured guest ; and ere the vessel was 
fast moored, Lavender had caught sight of the well-known pair of 
horses, and the brown waggonette, and Mackenzie stamping up 
and down in the trampled snow. And this figure closedown to 
the edge of the quay ? Surely there was something about the thick 
grey shawl, the white feather, the set of the head that he knew ! 

“ Why, Sheila ! ” he cried, jumping ashore before the gangway 
was shoved across, “ whatever m.ade you come to Stornoway on 
such a day ? ” 

“And it is not much my coming to Stornoway if you will 
come all the way from Fnglancl to the Lewis,” said Sheila, 
looking up with her bright and glad eyes. 

For six months he had been trying to recall the tones of her 
voice, in looking at her picture, and had failed ; now he fancied 
that she spoke more sweetly and musically than ever. 
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“ Ay, ay," said Mackenzie, when he had shaken hands with 
the young man, “it wass a piece of foolishness her coming over 
to meet you in Styomoway j but the girl will be neither to hold 
nor to bind when she teks a foolishness into her head.’’ 

“ Is this the character I hear of you, Sheila ? ” he said ; and 
Mackenzie laughed at his daughter’s embarrassment, and said 
she was a good lass for all that, and bundled both the young 
folks into the inn, where luncheon had been provided, with a 
blazing fire in the room, and a kettle of hot water steaming 
beside it. 

When they got to Borva, Lavender began to see that 
Mackenzie had laid the most subtle plans for reconciling him 
to the hard weather of these northern winters ; and the young 
man, nothing loth, fell into his ways, and was astonished at the 
amusement and interest that could be got out of a residence 
In this bleak island at such a season. Mackenzie discarded at 
once the feeble protections against cold and wet which his guest 
had brought with him. He gave him a pair of Ins own knicker- 
bockers and enormous boots ; he made him wear a frieze coat 
borrowed from Duncan ; he insisted on his turning down the 
flap of a sealskin cap and tying the ends under his chin : and 
thus equipped they started on many a rare expedition round 
the coast. But on their first going out, Mackenzie, looking at 
him, said with some chagrin — 

“Will they wear gloves when they go shooting in your 
country ? ” 

“ Oh,” said Lavender, “ these are only a pair of old dog- 
skins I use chiefly to keep my hands clean. You see I have 
cut out the trigger-finger. And they keep your hands from being 
numbed, you know, with the cold or the rain.” 

“ There will be not much need of that after a little while,’’ 
said Mackenzie ; and, indeed, after half-an-hour’s tramping over 
snow and climbing over rocks. Lavender was well inclined to 
please the old man by tossing the gloves into the sea, for his 
hands were burning with heat. 

Then the pleasant evenings ! — after all the fatigues of the Jay 
were over, clothes changed, dinner despatched, and Sheila at 
the open piano in that warm little drawing-room, with its strange 
shells, and fish, and i)irds. 


“ Love in thine eyes for ever plays ; 

He in thy snotvy bosom strays,” 

they sang, just as in the bygone times of summer ; and now old 
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Mackenzie had got on a bit further in his musical studies, and 
coyld hum with the best of them — 

“ He makes thy rosy lips his care, 

And walks the mazes of thy hair. 

There was no winter at all in the snug little room, with its 
crimson fire, and closed shutters, and songs of happier times. 
“ \^^len the rosy mom appearing ” had nothing inappropriate in 
it : and if they particularly studied the words of “ O wert thou 
in the cauld blast,” it was only that Sheila might teach her 
companion the Scotch pronunciation, as far as she knew it. 
And once, half in a joke, Lavender said he could believe it was 
summer again • if Sheila had only on her slate-grey silk dress, 
with red ribbon round her neck ; and sure enough, after 
dinner, she came down in that dress, and Lavender took her 
hand and kissed it in gratitude. Just at that moment, too, 
Mackenzie began to swear at Duncan for not having brought 
him his pipe, and not only went out of the room to look for it, 
but was a full half-hour in finding it. When he came in again 
he was singing carelessly, 

“ Love in tlxinc eyes for ever pin)-?,” 

just as if he had got liis pipe round the corner. 

For it had been all explained by this time, you know ; and 
Sheila had in a couple of trembling words pledged away her life, 
and her father had given his consent. More than that he would 
have done for the girl, if need were; and when he saw the 
perfect happiness shining in her eyes — when he saw that, 
through some vague feelings of compunction, or gratitude, or 
even exuberant joy, she was more than usually affectionate to- 
wards himself — he grew reconciled to the ways of Providence, 
and was ready to believe that Ingram had done them all a good 
turn in bringing his friend from the South with him. If there 
was any haunting fear at all, it was about the possibility of 
Sheila’s husband refusing to live in Stornoway, even for half 
the year, or a portion of the year ; but did not the young man 
express himself as delighted beyond measure with Lewis, and 
the Lewis people, and the sports and scenery and climate 
of the island ? If Mackenzie could have bought fine weather 
at 20/. a day, Lavender would have gone back to London with 
the conviction that there was only one thing better than Lewis 
in summer-time, and that was Lewis in time of snow and frost. 
The blow fell. One evening a distinct thaw set in ; during 
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the night the wind went round to the south-west ; and in the 
morning, lo ! the veiy desolation of desolation, Suainabhal, 
Mealasabhal, Cracabhal, were all hidden away behind dreary 
folds of mist ; a slow and steady rain poured down from the 
lowering skies on the wet rocks, the marshy pasture-land, and the 
leafless bushes ; the Atlantic lay dark under a grey fog, and 
you could scarcely see across the loch in front of the house. 
Sometimes the wind freshened a bit, and howled about the 
house, or dashed showers against the streaming panes ; but 
ordinarily there was no sound but the ceaseless hissing of the 
rain on the wet gravel at the door and the rush of the waves along 
the black rocks. All signs of life seemed to have fled from the 
earth and the sky. Bird and beast had alike taken shelter ; and 
not even a gull or a sea-pye crossed the melancholy lines of 
moorland which were half obscured by the mist of the rain. 

“Well, it can’t be fine weather always,” said Lavender, cheer- 
fully, when Mackenzie was affecting to be greatly sui prised to 
find such a thing as rain in the island of Lewis. 

“No that iss quit true,” said the old man ! “it wass ferry 
good weather we were having since you hef come here. And 
what iss a little rain ? — oh, nothing at all. You will see it will 
go away whenever the wind goes round.” 

With that Mackenzie would again go out to the front of the 
house, take a turn up and down the wet gravel, and pretend to 
be scanning the horizon for signs of a change. Sheila, a good 
deal more honest, went about her household duties, saying 
merely to Lavender — 

I am very sorry the weather has broken ; but it may clear 
before you go away from Borva.” 

“ Before I go ? Do you expect it to rain for a week ? ” 

“ Perhaps it will not j but it is looking very bad to-day,” 
said Sheila. 

“ Well, I don’t care,” said the young man, “ though it should 
rain the skies down, if only you would keep indoors, Sheila. 
But you do go out in such a reckless fashion. You don’t seem 
to reflect that it is raining.” 

“ I do not get wet,” she said. 

“ Why, when you came up from the shore half an hour ago, 
your hair was as wet as possible, and your face all red and 
gleaming with the rain.” 

“ But I am none the worse. And I am not wet now. It is 
impossible that you will always keep in a room, if you have 
things to do ; and a little rain does not hurt any one " 
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“ tt occurs to, me, Sheila,” he obsen'^, slqwly, “ that you ^ 
an eatceedingly obstinate and self-willed young person, and t* 
no one has ever exercised any proper control over you.” , 
She looked up for a moment, with a sudden glance of surprise 
and pain j then she saw in his eyes that he meant nothing, an 
she went forward to him, putting her hand in his hand, am 
saying with a smile — 

“ I am very willing to be controlled.” 

“Are you really ? ” 

“Yes." 

“ Then hear my commands. You shall go out in time 
of rain without putting something over your head, or taking an 
umbrella. You shall tiot go out in the Maighdean-mhara with- 
out taking some one with you besides Mairi. You shall never, 
if you are away from home, go within fifty yards of the sea, 

so long as there is snow on the rocks ” 

“ But that is so very many things already — is it not enough ? ” 
said Sheila. 

“ You will faithfully remember and observe these rules ? " 
“I will.” 

“ Then you are a more obedient girl than I imagined, or 
expected ; and you may now, if you are good, have the satisfac- 
tion of offering me a glass of sherry and a biscuit, for, rain or 
no rain, Lewis is a dreadful place for making people hungry.' 

Mackenzie need not have been afraid. Strange as it m'j 
appear, Lavender was well content with the wet weather. 1. 
depression, or impatience, or remonstrance was visible on 
face when he went to the blurred windows, day after da> 
see only the same desolate picture — the dark sea, the 
rocks, the grey mists over the moorland, and the shining C 
the red gravel before the house. He would stand with his hands 
in his pocket, and whistle “ Love in thine eyes for .ever plays,” 
just as if he were looking ort on a cheerful sumoict sunrise. 
When he and Sheila went to the door, and were received 
by a cold blast of wet wind and a driving shower of rair ' 
would slam the door to again with a laugh, and pull the girl 1 
into the house. Sometimes she would not be controlled ; 
then he would accompany her about the garden as she atten 
to her duties, or would go down to the shore with her to 
Bras a run. From these excursions he returned in the b 
spirits, with a fine colour in his face ; until, having go' < ’ 
tomed to heavy boots, impervious frieze, and the discr-^*- 
wet hands, he grew to be about as indifferent to ♦ 
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th- eila herself, and went fishing, or shooting, or boating with 
) jiich content, whether it was wet or dry. 

“ It has been the happiest month of my life — I know that,” 
he said to Mackenzie, as they stood together on the quay at 
Stornoway. 

“ And I hope you Avill hef many like it in the Lewis,’’ said 
the old man, cheerfully. 

“ I think I should soon learn to become a Highlander up 
here," said Lavender, “ if Sheila would only teach me the Gaelic.” 

“ The Gaelic 1 ” cried Mackenzie, impatiently. “ The Gaelic ! 
It is none of the gentlemen who will come here in autumn will 
want the Gaelic ; and w hat for would you want the Gaelic — ay, 
if you was staying here the whole year round ? ’’ 

“ But Sheila will teach me all the same — won’t you, Sheila ? ” 
he said, turning to his companion, who was gazing somewhat 
blankly at the rough grey sea beyond the harbour. 

“ Yes," said the girl : she seemed in no mood for joking. 
Lavender returned to town more in love than ever ; and 
soon the news of his engagement was spread abroad — he 
nothing loth. Most of his club-friends laughed, and prophesied 
it would come to nothing. How could a man in Lavender’s 
position marry anybody but an heiress? He could not afford 
to go and marry a fisherman’s daughter. Others came to the con- 
clusion that artists, and writers, and all that sort of people, 
; ere incomprehensible ; and said “ Poor beggar ! ’’ when they 
d 'ought of the fashion in which Lavender had ruined his chances 
III life. His lady-friends, however, were much more sympa- 
/ -tic. There was a dash of romance in the story ; and would 
6e t the Highland girl be a curiosity for a little while after she 
came to town ? Was she like any of the pictures Mr. Lavender 
had hanging up in his rooms? Had he not even a sketch of 
her? An artist, and yet not have a portrait of the girl he had 
chosen to marry ? Lavender had no portrait of Sheila to show. 
Some little photographs he had he kept for his own pocket-book ; 
ni le in vain had he tried to get some sketch or picture that 
to Aid convey to the little world of his friends and acquaint- 
ces some notion of his future bride. They were left to 
>w on their imagination for some presentiment of the coming 
yo ncess. 

gle: ^ told Mrs. Lavender, of course. She said little ; but sent 
“ i ward Ingram. Him she questioned in a cautious, close, 
iraposs apparently indifferent way ; and then merely said that 
things to ! very impetuous ; that it was a pity he had resolved 
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Ob trarrying out of his own sphere of life ; but that she hoped 
Ae young lady from the Highlands would prove a good wife to 
him. 

“ I hope he will prove a good husband to her,” said Ingram, 
with unusual sharpness. 

“ Frank is very impetuous ; ” that was all Mrs. Lavender would 
say. 

By and by, as the spring drew on, and the time of the marriage 
was coming nearer, the important business of taking and 
furnishing a house for Sheila’s reception occupied the attention 
of the young man from morning till night. He had been some- 
what disappointed at the cold fashion in which his aunt looked 
upon his choice — admitting everything he had to say in praise 
of Sheila, but never expressing any approval of his conduct, or 
hope about the future. But now she showed herself most 
amiably and generously disposed. She supplied the young man 
with abundant funds wherewith to furnish the house according 
to his own fancy. It was a small house — fronting a somewhat 
common-place square in Netting Hill — but it was to be a miracle 
of artistic adornment inside. He tortured himself for days 
over rival shades and hues ; he drew designs for the chairs ; he 
himself painted a good deal of paneling ; and, in short, gave 
up his whole time to making Sheila’s future home beautiful. 
His aunt regarded these preparations ivith little interest ; but 
she certainly gave her nephew ample means to indulge the 
eccentricities of his fancy. 

“ Isn't she a dear old lady ? " said Lavender one night to 
Ingram. “Look here. A cheque, received this morning, for 
200/. for plate and glass.” 

Ingram looked at the bit of pale green paper. 

“ I wish you had earned the money yourself, or done without 
the plate until you could buy it with your own money.” 

“ Oh, confound it, Ingram, you carry your puritanical theories 
too farl Doubtless I shall earn my own living by and by. 
Give me time.” 

“It is now nearly a year since you thought of marrying 
Sheila Mackenzie ; and you have not done a stroke of work 
yet” 

“ I beg your pardon. I have worked a good deal of late, as 
5rau will see when you come up to my rooms.” 

“ Have you sold a single picture since last summer ? " 

“ I cannot make people buy my pictures if they don’t choo ' 
to do so.” 
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'‘Have you made effort tp get sold, ,or tg con^e to 
any arrangement with’ any of the dealers ? ” 

“ I have been too busy of late — looking after this house, 
you know,” said Lavender, with an air of apology. 

“ You were not too busy to paint a fan for Mrs. Lorraine, that 
people say must have occupied you for months.” 

Lavender laughed. 

“Do you know, Ingram, I think )ou arc jealous of Mrs. 
Lorraine, on account of Sheila. Lome, ) ou shall go and see 
her ” 

“ No, thank you.” 

“ Are you afraid of your Puritan principles giving way ? ” 

“1 am afraid that you are a very foolish boy,” said the other, 
with a good-humoured shrug of resignation ; “ but 1 hope to see 
you mend when you marry.” 

“ Ah, then you will see a difference ! ” said Lavender, 
seriously ; and so the dispute ended. 

It had been arranged that Ingram should go up to Lewis tp 
the marriage, and, after tlic ceremony in Stornoway, return to 
Borva with Mr. Mackenzie, to remain with h im a few days. 
But at the last moment Ingram was summoned down to 
Devonshire, on account of the serious illness of some near 
relative, and accordingly Frank Lavender started by himself to 
bring back with him his Highland bride. His stay in Borva 
was short enough on tliis occasion. At the end of it there 
came a wet and boisterous day, the occurrences in which he 
afterwards remembered as if they liad taken place in a dream. 
'Acre were many faces about, a confusion of tongues, a good 
deal of dram-drinking, a skirl of pipes, and a hurry through the 
rain ; but all these things gave place to the occasional glance 
that he got from a pair ol timid and trusting and beautiful eyes. 
Yet Sheila was not Sheila in that dress of white, with her face a 
trifle pale. She was more his own Sheila when she had donned 
her rough garments of blue, and when she stood on the wet 
deck of the vessel, with a great grey shawl around her, talking 
to her father with a brave effort at cheerfulness, although her 
lip would occasionally quiver as one or other of her friends from 
Borva — many of them barefooted children — came up to bid her 
good-bye. Her father talked rapidly, with a grand affectation 
of indifference. He swore at the weather. He bade her see 
tlut Bras was properly fed; and if the sea broke over his 
'■jOx in the night, he was to be rubbed dry, and let out in the 
morning for a run up and down the deck. She was not to 

L 
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RAfgtIt the pared directed to an innkeeper at Oban. Tliey 
would find Oban a very nice place at which to break the 
journey to London ] but as for Greenock — Mackenzie could 
find no words with which to describe Greenock. And then, in 
the midst of all this, Sheila suddenly said — 

“Papa, when does the steam sr leave?” 

“ In a few minute^. They h/ive got nearly all the cargo on 
board.” 

“Will you dome a great favour, papa?” 

“Ay; but what is it, Sheila?” 

“ 1 want you not to stay here till the boat sails, and then you 
will have all the people on the quay vexing you when you are 
going away. I want you to bid good-bye to us now, and drive 
away round to the point, and we shall see you the last of all, 
when the steamer has got out of the harbour.” 

“ Ferry well, Sheila, I will do that," he said, knowing w'ell 
why the girl wished it. 

So father and daughter bade good-bye to each otlier ; and 
Mackenzie went on shore with his face down, and said not a 
word to any of his friends on the quay, but got into the 
waggonette, and lashing the horses, drove rapidly away. As he 
had shaken hands with Lavender, Lavender had said to him, 
“ Well, we shall soon be back in Borva again to see you ; ” and 
the old man had merely tightened the grip of his hand as he 
left. The roar of the steampipe ceased, the throb of the 
engines struck the water, and the great steamer steamed away 
from the quay and out of the plain of the harbour into a wild 
world of grey waves, and wind, and rain. There stood 
Mackenzie as they passed, the dark figure clearly seen against 
die pallid colours of the dismal day; and Sheila waved a hand- 
kerchief to him, until Stornoway, and its lighthouse, and all the 
promontories and bays of the great island, liad faded into the 
white mists that lay along the horizon. And then her arm fell 
to her side ; and for a moment she stood bewildered, with a 
strange look in her eyes, of grief, and almost of despair. 

“Sheila, my darling, you must go below now,” said her com- 
panion; “ you are almost dead with cold.” 

She looked at him for a moment, as though she had scarcely 
heard what he said. But his eyes were full of pity for her ; he 
drew her closer to him, and put his arms round her, and then 
ehe hid her head in his bosom, and cobbed there like a child. 



CHAPTER X 

FAIRYLAND. 

“ Welcome to London ! ” 

He was about to add “ Sheila,” I)ut suddenly stopped. The 
girl, who had hastily come forward to meet him, with a glad 
look in her eyes, and with both hands outstretched, doubtless 
perceived the brief embarrassment of the moment, and was 
perhaps a little amused by it. But she took no notice of it ; 
she merely advanced to him, and caught both his hands, and 
said — 

“ And are you very well? ” 

It was the old and familiar salutation, uttered in the same 
odd, gentle, insinuating fashion, and in the same low and sweet 
voice. Sheila’s stay in Oban, and the few days she had already 
spent in London, had not taught her the difference between 
“ very ” and “ ferry.” 

“ It is so strange to hear you speak in London , Mrs. 

Lavender,” he said, with rather a WTy face as he pronounced 
her full and proper title. 

And now it was Sheila’s turn to look a bit embarrassed, and 
colour, and appear uncertain whether to be vexed or pleased, 
when her husband himself broke in with his usual good-natured 
impetuosity — 

“ I say, Ingram, don’t be absurd. Of course you must call 
her Sheila — unless when there are people here, and then you 
may please yourself. Why, the poor girl has enough of 
strange things and names about her already. I don’t know 
how she keeps her head. It would bewilder me, I know ; 
but I can see that, after she has stood at the window for a time, 
and begun to get dazed by all the wonderful sights and sounds 
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^ nmfying Out of his own sphere of life ; but that she hoped 
the young lady from the Highlands would prove a good wife to 
him. 

“ I hope he will prove a good husband to her,” said Ingram, 
with unusual sharpness. 

“ Frank is very impetuous ; ” that was all Mrs. Lavender would 
say. 

By and by, as the spring drew on, and the time of the marriage 
was coming nearer, the important business of taking and 
furnishing a house for Sheila’s reception occupied the attention 
of the young man from morning till night. He had been some- 
what disappointed at the cold fashion in which his aunt looked 
upon his choice — admitting everything lie had to say in praise 
of Sheila, but never expressing any approval of his conduct, or 
hope about the future. But now she showed herself most 
amiably and generously disposed. She supplied the young man 
with abundant funds wherewith to furnish the house according 
to his own fancy. It was a small house — fronting a somewhat 
common-place square in Netting Hill — but it was to be a miracle 
of artistic adornment inside. He tortured himself for days 
over rival shades and hues ; he drew designs for the chairs ; he 
himself painted a good deal of paneling ; and, in short, gave 
up his whole time to making Sheila’s future home beautiful. 
His aunt regarded these preparations with little interest j but 
she certainly gave her nephew ample means to indulge the 
eccentricities of his fancy. 

“Isn’t she a dear old lady?” said Lavender one night to 
Ingram. “ Look here. A cheque, received this morning, for 
200/. for plate and glass.” 

Ingram looked at the bit of pale green paper. 

“ I wish you had earned the money yourself, or done without 
the plate until you could buy it with your own money.” 

“ Oh, confound it, Ingram, you carry your puritanical theories 
too far 1 Doubtless I shall earn my own living by and by. 
Give me time.” 

“ It is now nearly a year since you thought of marrying 
Sheila Mackenzie ; and you have not done a stroke of work 
yet” 

“ I beg your pardon. I have worked a good deal of late, as 
you will see when you come up to my rooms.” 

“ Have you sold a single picture since last summer ? ” 

“ I cannot make people buy my pictures if they don’t choo ' 
to do so.” 
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" Have you made any ^ffort 19 ,gqt sold, ,or tg cpme to 
any arrangement with any of the dealers ? ” 

“ I have been too busy of late — looking after this house, 
you know,” said Lavender, with an air of apology. 

“ You were not too busy to paint a fan for Mrs. Lorraine, that 
people say must have occupied you for months.” 

Lavender laughed. 

“ Do you know, Ingram, I think joii aie jealous of Mrs. 
Lorraine, on account of bheila. Come, ) ou shall go and see 
her ” 

“ No, thank you.” 

“Are you afraid of your Puritan principles giving wayj* ” 

“ 1 am afraid that you are a very loolish boy,” said the other, 
with a good-humoured shrug of resignation , “ but 1 hope to see 
you mend when you marry.” 

“ Ah, then you will see a difference ! ” said Lavender, 
seriously j and so the dispute ended. 

It had been arranged that Ingiam should go up to Lewis tQ 
tlie mariiagc, and, after the ceremony in Stornoway, return to 
Borva with Mr. Mackenzie, to remain with him a few days. 
But at the last moment Ingram was summoned down to 
Devonshire, on accSBiit of the serious illness of some near 
relative, and accordingly Frank Lavender started by himself to 
bring back with him his Higliland bride. His stay in Borva 
was short enough on this occasion. At the end of it there 
came a wet and boisterous day, the occurrences in which he 
afterwards remembered as if they had taken place in a dream. 
There were many faces about, a confusion of tongues, a good 
deal of diam-driuking, a skirl of pipes, and a hurry through the 
rain j but all these things gave place to the occasional glance 
that he got from a pan ot timid and trusting and beautiful eyes. 
Yet Sheila was not Sheila in that dress of white, with her face a 
trifle pale. She was more his own Sheila when she had donned 
her rough garments of blue, and when she stood on the wet 
deck of the vessel, with a great grey shawl around her, talking 
to her father with a brave effort at cheerfulness, although her 
lip would occasionally quiver as one or other of her friends from 
Borva — many of them barefooted children — came up to bid her 
good-bye. Her father talked rapidly, with a grand affectation 
of indifference. He swore at the weather. He bade her Siee 
tliat Bras wa#" properly fed ; and if the sea broke over his 
jV^x in the night, he was to be rubbed dry, and let out in ihe 
morning for a run up and down the deck. She was not to 
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the parcel directed to an innkeeper at Oban. They 
would find Oban a very nice place at which to break the 
joajney to London ; but as for Greenock — Mackenzie could 
find no words with which to describe Greenock. And then, in 
the midst of all this, Sheila suddenly said — 

“Papa, when does the steam er leave?” 

“ In a few minute^. They h/ive got nearly all the cargo on 
board.” 

“Will you dome a great faiour, papa?” 

“ Ay ; but what is it, Sheila ? ” 

“ I want you not to stay here till the boat sails, and then you 
will have all the people on the quay vexing you when you are 
going away. I want you to bid good-bye to us now, and drive 
away round to the point, and we shall see you the last of all, 
when the steamer has got out of the harbour.” 

“ Ferry well, Sheila, I -will do that,” he said, knowing well 
why the girl wished it. 

So father and daughter bade good-bye to each other ; and 
Mackenzie went on shore with his face down, and said not a 
word to any of his friends on the quay, but got into the 
waggonette, and lashing the horses, drove rapidly away. As he 
had shaken hands with Lavender, Lavender had said to him, 
“ Well, we shall soon be back in Borva again to see you ; ” and 
the old man had merely tightened the grip of his hand as he 
left. The roar of the steam pipe ceased, the throb of the 
engines struck the water, and the great steamer steamed away 
from the quay and out of the plain of the harbour into a wild 
world of grey waves, and wind, and rain. There stood 
Mackenzie as they passed, the dark figure clearly seen against 
the pallid colours of the dismal day • and Sheila wa^'ed a hand- 
kerchief to him, until Stornoway, and its lighthouse, and all the 
promontories and bays of the great island, had faded into tlie 
white mists that lay along the horizon. And then her arm fell 
to her side ; and for a moment she stood bewildered, with a 
strange look in her eyes, of grief, and almost of despair. 

“Sheila, my darling, you must go below now,” said her com- 
panion; “ you are almost dead with cold.” 

She looked at him for a moment, as though she had scarcely 
heard what he said. But his eyes were full of pity for her ; he 
drew her closer to him, and put his arms round her, and then 
rfie hid her head in his bosom, and sobbed there like a child. 
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“ Welcome to London ! ” 

He was about to add “ Sheila,” hut suddenly stopped. The 
girl, who had hastily come forward to meet him, with a glad 
iook in her eyes, and with both hands outstretched, doubtless 
perceived the brief embarrassment of the moment, and was 
perhaps a little amused by it. But she took no notice of it ; 
she merely advanced to him, and caught both his hands, and 
said — 

“ And are you very well ? ” 

It was the old and familiar salutation, uttered in the same 
odd, gentle, insinuating fashion, and in the same low and sweet 
voice. Sheila’s stay in Oban, and the few days she had already 
spent in London, had not taught her the difference between 
“ very ” and “ ferry.” 

“ It is so strange to hear you speak in London , Mrs. 

Lavender,” he said, with rather a wry faee as he pronounced 
her full and proper title. 

And now it was Sheila’s turn to look a bit embarrassed, and 
colour, and appear uncertain whether to be vexed or pleased, 
when her husband himself broke in with his usual good-natured 
impetuosity — 

“ I say, Ingram, don’t be absurd. Of course you must call 
her Sheila — unless when there are people here, and then you 
may please yourself. Why, the poor girl has enough of 
strange things and names about her already. I don’t know 
how she keeps her head. It would bewilder me, I know ; 
but I can see that, after she has stood at the window for a time, 
and begun to get dazed by all the wonderful sights and sounds 

L 2 



148 A PRINCESS OF THULE. [chap 

outside, she suddenly withdraws and fixes all her attention on 
some little domestic duty, just as if she were hanging on to the 
practical things of life to assure herself it isn’t all a dream. 
Isn’t that so, Sheila ? ” he said, putting his hand on her 
shoulder. 

“ You ought not to watch me like that,” she said, with a 
smile. “ But it is the noise that is most bewildering. There 
are many places I will know already when I see them, many 
places and things I have known in pictures ; but now the size 
of them, and the noise of carriages, and the people always 
passing — and always different — always strangers, so that you 

never see the same people any more . But I am getting 

very much accustomed to it.” 

“ You are trying very hard to get accustomed to it, any way, 
my good girl,” said her husband. 

“ You need not be in a hurry ; you may begin to regiet 
some day that you have not a little of that feeling of wonder 
left,” said Ingram. “ But you have not told me anything of 
what you think about London, and of how you like it, and 
how you like your house, and wliat you have done with Bras, 
and a thousand other things ” 

“ I will tell you all that directly, when I have got for you 
some wine and some biscuits.” 

“Sheila, you can ring for them,” said her husband ; but she 
had by that time departed on her mission. Presently she 
returned, and waited upon Ingram just as if she had been in 
her father’s house in Borva, with the gentlemen in a hurry to 
go out to the fishing, and herself the only one who could 
serve them. 

She put a small table close by the French window ; she drew 
back the curtains as far as they would go, to show the sunshine 
of a bright forenoon in May lighting up the trees in the square 
and gleaming on the pale and tall fronts of the houses beyond 
and she wheeled in three low easy-chairs so as to front this 
comparatively cheerful prospect. Somehow or other it seemed 
quite natural that Sheila should wheel in those chairs. It was 
certainly no disrespect on the part of either her husband or her 
visitor which caused both of them to sit still and give her her 
own way about such things. Indeed, Lavender had not as yet 
ever attempted to impress upon Sheila the necessity of culti- 
vating the art of helplessness. That, with other social graces, 
would perhaps come in good time. She would soon acquire 
the habits and ways of her friends and acquaintances, without 
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liis trying to force upon her a series of affectations, which wohld' 
only embarrass her and cloud the perfect frankness and spon- 
taneity of her nature. Of one thing he was quite assured — 
that, whatever mistakes Sheila might make in society, they 
would never render her ridiculous. Strangers might not know 
the absolute sincerity of her every word and act, which gave 
her a courage that had no fear of criticism, but they could at 
least see the simple grace and dignity of the girl, and that 
natural ease of manner which is mainly the result of a thorough 
consciousness of honesty. To burden her with rules and regu- 
lations of conduct would be to produce the very catastrophes 
he wished to avoid. Where no attempt is made, failure is im- 
possible ; and he was meanwhile well content that Sheila 
should simply appear as Sheila, even although she might draw 
in a chair for a guest, or so far forget her dignity as to pour out 
some wine for her husband. 

“After all, Sheila," said Lavender, “hadn’t I better begin 
and tell Ingram about your surprise and delight when you 
came near Oban, and saw the tall hotels, and the trees ? It 
was the trees, I think, that struck you most ; because, you 
know, those in Lewis — well, to tell the truth — the fact is, the 
trees of Lewis are not just — they cannot be said to be ’’ 

“ You bad boy, to say anything against the Lewis ! ” ex- 
claimed Sheila ; and Ingram held that she was right ; and that 
there were certain sorts of ingratitude more disgraceful than 
others, and that this was just about the worst. 

“ Oh, I have brought all the good away from Lewis,’’ said 
Lavender, with a careless impertinence. 

“No,” said Sheila, proudly. “You have not brought away 
my papa ; and there is not anyone in this country I have seen 
as good as he is." 

“ My dear, your experience of the thirty millions of folks in 
these islands is quite convincing. I was wholly in the wrong ; 
and if you forgive me, we shall celebrate our reconciliation in 
a cigarette — that is to say, Ingram and I will perform the rites, 
and you can look on.” 

So Sheila went away to get the cigarettes also. 

“ You don’t say you smoke in your drawing-room. Laven- 
der ? ” said Ingram, mindful of the fastidious ways of his friend 
even when he had bachelor’s rooms in King Street 

“ Don’t I, though ? I smoke everywhere — all over the 
place. Don't you see, we have no visitors yet. No one is 
supposed to know we have come South. Sheila must get all sorts 
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of things before she can be introduced to my friends and my 
aunt's friends, and the house must be put to rights too. “You 
wouldn’t have her go to see my aunt in that sailor’s costume 
she used to rush about in up in the Lewis ? " 

“ That is precisely what I would have,” said Ingram ; “ she 
cannot look more handsome in any other dress.” 

“ Wiy, my aunt would fancy I had married a savage — I 
believe she fears something of the sort now.” 

“ And you haven’t told even her that you are in London ? ” 

“ No.” 

“Well, Lavender, this is a precious silly perfornaance. 
Suppose she hears of your being in town, what will you say 
to her?” 

“ I should tell her I wanted a few days to get my wife pro- 
perly dressed before taking her about.” 

Ingram shrugged his shoulders. 

“ Perhaps you are right. Perhaps, indeed, it would be 
better if you waited six months before you introduced Sheila to 
your friends. At present you seem to be keeping the foot- 
lights turned down, until everything is ready for the first scene, 
and then Sheila is to burst upon society in a blaze of light and 
colour. Well, that is harmless enough ; but look here. You 
don’t know inucli about her yet — you will be naturally anxious 
to hear what the audience, as it were, say of her — and there is 
just a chance of your unconsciously adopting their impressions 
and opinions of Sheila, seeing that you have no very fixed ones 
of your own. Now what your social circle may think about 
her is a difficult thing to decide : and I confess I would rather 
have seen you remain six months in Lewis before bringinglns^ 
up here.” 

Ingram was at least a candid friend. It was not the first, 
nor the hundredth time, that Frank Lavender had to endure 
small lectures, uttered in a slow, deliberate voice, and yet with 
an indifference of manner which showed that Ingram cared 
very little how sharply his words struck home. He rarely even 
apologised for his bluntness. These were his opinions ; 
Lavender could take them or leave them as he liked. And 
the younger man, after finding his face flush a bit on being 
accused of wishing to make a dramatic impression with Sheila’s 
entrance into London society, laughed in an embarrassed way, 
and said — 

“It is impossible to be angry with you, Ingram, and yet you 
do talk so absurdly. I wonder who is likely to know more 
about the character of a girl than her own husband 1 ” 
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“ You may in time ] you don’t now,” said Ingram, carefully 
balancing a biscuit on the point of his finger. 

“ The fact is,” said Lavender, with good-natured impatience, 
“you are the most romantic card I know, and there is no 
pleasing you. You have all sorts of exalted notions about 
things — about sentiments, and duties, and so forth. Well, all 
that is true enough, and would be right enough, if the world 
were filled with men and women like yourself: but then it 
isn’t, you see \ and one has to give in to conventionalities of 
dress, and living, and ceremonies, if one wants to retain one’s 
friends. Now, I like to see you going about with that wide- 
awake — it suits your brown complexion and beard — and that 
stick that would do for herding sheep ; and the costume looks 
well, and is business-like and excellent when you’re off for a 
walk over the Surrey downs or lying on the river-banks about 
Henley or Cookham j but it isn’t, you know, the sort of cos- 
tume for a stroll in the Park ” 

“Whenever God withdraws from me my small share of 
common sense,” said Ingram slowly, “ so far that I shall begin 
to think of having my clothes made for the purpose of walking 
in Hyde Park — well ” 

“But don’t you see,” said Lavender, “that one must meet 
one’s friends, especially when one is married ; and when you 
know that at a certain hour in the forenoon they are all to be 
found in a particular place, and that a very pleasant place — 
and that you will do yourself good by having a walk in the 
fresh air, and so forth — I really don’t see anything very immoral 
in going down for an hour or so to tlie Park." 

“ Don’t you think the pleasure of seeing one’s friends might 
be postponed till one had done some sort of a good day’s work ?" 
said Ingram, mindful of the goodly promise of the youth, and 
knowing well that Sheila expected the husband of her choice 
to make a great name for himself one of these days. 

“There now,” cried Lavender, “that is another of your de- 
lusions. You are always against superstitions, and yet you 
make work a fetish. You do with work just as women do 
with duty — ^they carry about with tliem a convenient little god, 
and they are always worshipping it with small sacrifices, and 
complimenting themselves on a series of little martyrdoms that 
are of no good to anybody. Of course duty wouldn’t be duty 
if it wasn’t disagreeable, and when they go nursing the^ick — 
and they could get it better done for fifteen shillings a week by 
somebody else — they don’t mind coming back to their families 
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«ith' se'^s of typhus about their gowns ; and wheii they 
crush the affections in order to worship at the shrine of duty, 
they don’t consider that they may be making martyrs of other 
tClks who don’t want martyrdom, and get no sort of pleasure 
out of itl Now, what in all the world is the good of work as 
work? I believe myself that work is an unmistakeable evil, 
involving all sorts of jealousy, and greed, and envy; but when it 
is a necessity, I suppose you get some sort of selfish satisfaction 
jii overcoming it ; and doubtless if there was any immediate 
necessity in my case — 1 don’t deny the necessity may arise, 
and that I should like nothing better than to work for Sheila’s 
sake ” 

“ Now you are coming to the point,” said Ingram, who 
had been listening with his usual patience to his friend’s some- 
what chaotic speculations. “ Perhaps you may have to work 
for your wife’s sake and your own; and I confess I am surprised 
to see you so content with your present circumstances. If your 
aunt’s property legally reverted to you — if you had any sort of 
family claim on it — that would make some little difference ; 
but you know that any sudden quarrel between you might 
leave you penniless to-morrow ” 

“ In which case I should begin to work to-morrow ; and I 
should come to you for my first commission.” 

“ And you shouldn’t have it. I would have you to go and 
fight the world for yourself— without which a man knows 
nothing of himself or of his relations with those around 
him ” 

“ Frank, dear, here are the cigarettes," said Sheila, at this 
point ; and, as she came and sat down, the discussion ceased. 

For Sheila began to tell her friend of all the strange adven- 
tures that had befallen her since she left the far island of Lewis 
— how she had seen with fear the great mountains of Skye lit 
up by the wild glare Of a stormy sunrise ; how she had beheld 
with astonishment the great fir-woods of Armadale ; and how 
green and beautiful were the shores of the Sound of Mull. 
And then, Oban ! — with its shining houses, its blue bay, and its 
magnificent trees all lit up by a fair and still sunshine. Slie 
had not imagined there was anywhere in the world so beautiful 
a place ; and could scarcely believe that London itself was 
more rich, and noble, and impressive. For there were beautiful 
ladies walking along the broad pavements, and there were shops 
with large windows that seemed to contain everything that the 
mind could desire, and there was a whole fleet of yachts in 
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the bay. But it was the trees, above all, that captivated her; 
and she asked if they were lords who owned those beautiful 
houses built up on the hill and half-smothered among lilacs, 
and ash-trees, and rowan-trees, and ivy. 

“ My darling,” Lavender had said to her, “ if your papa were 
to come and live here, he could buy half-a-dozen of those 
cottages, gardens and all. They aic mostly the proj)erty 
of well-to-do shopkeepers. If this little place takes your 
fancy, what will you say when you go South — when you see 
Witnbledon, and Richmond, and Kew, with their grand old 
commons and trees ? Why, you could hide Oban in a comer 
of Richmond Park !” 

“And my papa has seen all those places ?” 

“ Yes. Don’t you think it strange he should have seen them 
all, and known he could live in any of them, and then gone away 
back to Borva?” 

“ But what would the poor people have done if he had 
never gone back ? ” 

“ Oh, someone else would have taken his place.” 

“And then, if he were living here, or in London, lie might 
have got tired, and he might have wished to go back to the 
Lewis and see all the people he knew ; and then he would 
come among them like a stranger, and have no house to go to." 

Then Lavender said, quite gently — 

“ Do you think, Sheila, you will ever tire of living in the 
'South?” 

The girl looked up quickly, and said, with a sort of surprised 
questioning in her eyes — 

“ No, not with you. But then we shall often go to the Lewis ? ” 

“Oh, yes,” her husband said, “as often as we can conveniently. 
But it will take some time at first, you know, before you get to 
know all my friends, who are to be your friends, and before 
you get properly fitted into your social circle. That will take 
you a long time, Sheila, and you may have many annoyances 
or embarrassments to encounter; but you won’t be very much 
afraid, my girl ? ’’ 

Sheila merely looked up to him ; there was no fear in the 
frank, brave eyes. 

The first large town she saw struck a cold chill to her heart 
On a wet and dismal afternoon they sailed into Greenock. A 
heavy smoke hung about the black building-yards and the dirty 
quays ; the narrow and squalid streets were filled with mud, 
and only the poorer sections of the population waded through 
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iie asire <k hung disconsolately about the corners of the 
thoroughfares. A gloomier picture could not well be con- 
ceived ; and Sheila, chilled with the long and wet sail, and 
bewildered by t|g noise aird bustle of the harbour, was driven 
to the hotel wit^ sore heart and a downcast face. 

“ This is not like London, Frank,” she said, pretty nearly 
ready to cry with disappointment. 

“ This ? No Well, it is like a part of London, certainly, 
but not the part you will live in.” 

“ But how can we live in the one place without passing the 
other and being made miserable by it ? There was no part of 
Oban like this." 

“ Why, you will live miles away from the docks and quays of 
London. You might live for a lifetime in London without ever 
knowing it had a harbour. Don’t you be afraid, Sheila. You 
will live in a district where there are far finer houses than you saw 
in Oban, and far finer trees ; and within a few minutes’ walk 
you will find great gardens and parks, with lakes in them and 
wild fowl, and you will be able to teach the boys about how to 
set the helm and the sails when they are launching their small 
boats.” 

“ I should like that,” said Sheila, witlr her face brightening. 

Perhaps you would like a boat yourself? ’ 

“ Yes,” she said, frankly. “ If there were not many people 
there, we might go out sometimes in the evenings ” 

Her husband laughed, and took her hand. 

“ You don’t understand, Sheila. The boats the boys have 
are little things a foot or two long — like the one in your papa’s 
bedroom in Borva. But many of the boys will be greatly 
obliged to you if you would teach them how to manage the 
sails properly \ for sometimes dreadful shipwrecks occur.” 

“ You must bring them to our house; I am very fond of little 
boys — ^when they begin to forget to be shy, and let you become 
acquainted with them.” 

“Well,” said Lavender, “I don’t know many of the boys 
who sail boats in the Serpentine ; you will have to make their 
acquaintance yourself. But I know one boy whom I must 
bring to the house. He is a German-Jew boy, who is going to be 
another Mendelssohn, his friends say. He is a pretty boy, with 
ruddy, brown hair, big black eyes, and a fine forehead ; and he 
really sings and plays delightfully. But you know, Sheila, you 
must not treat him as a boy, for he is over fifteen, I should 
think ; and if you were to kiss him ” 
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“ He might be angry,” said Sheila, with perfect simplicity. 

" I might," said Lavender} and then, noticing that she seemed 
a little surprised, he merely patted her head and bade her go 
and get ready for dinner. Jjk 

Then came the great climax of Sheila’s sd||[[ward journey 
— her arrival in London. She was all anxiety to see her future 
home ; and as her luck would have it, there was a fair Spring 
morning shining over the city. For a couple of hours before she 
had sat and looked out of the carriage-window as the train whirled 
rapidly through the scarcely-awakened country ; and she had 
seen the soft and beautiful landscapes of the South lit up by 
the early sunlight. How the bright little villages shone, with 
here and there a gilt weather-cock glittering on the spire of 
some small grey church ; while as yet in many valleys a pale 
grey mist lay along the bed of the level streams, or clung to the 
dense woods on the upland heights. Which was the more 
beautiful — the sharp, clear picture, with its brilliant colours 
and its awakening life, or the more mystic landscape over which 
was still drawn the tender veil of the morning haze? She 
could not tell. She only knew that England, as she then saw 
it, seemed a great country that was very beautiful, that had few 
inhabitants, and that was still, and sleepy, and bathed in sun- 
shine. How happy must the people be in those quiet green 
valleys, by the side of slow and smooth rivers, and mid great 
woods and avenues of stately trees, the like of which she had 
not imagined even in her dreams ! 

But from the moment that they got out at Euston Square, 
she seemed a trifle bewildered, and could only do implicitly 
as her husband bade her — clinging to his hand for the most 
part, as if to make sure of guidance. She did, indeed, glance 
somewhat nervously at the hansom into which Lavender put 
her, apparently asking how such a tall and narrow two-wheeled 
vehicle could be prevented toppling over. But when he, 
having sent on ad their luggage by a respectable old four- 
wheeler, got into the hansom beside her, and put his hand 
inside her arm, and bade her be of good cheer that she should 
have such a pleasant morning to welcome her to London, she 
said “Yes," mechanically, and only looked out in a wistful 
fashion at the great houses and trees of Euston Square, the 
mighty and roaring stream of omnibuses, the droves of stran- 
gers, mostly clad in black, as if they were going to church, 
and the pale blue smoke that seemed to mix with the sun- 
shine and make it cold and distant. 
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They were in no hurry, these twb, on that still momilig, and 
so, to impress Sheila all at once with a sense of the greatness 
and grandeur of London, he made the cabman cut down by 
Park CrescentJ||||d Portland Place to Regent Circus. They 
then went alwl p Oxford Street ; and there were crowded 
omnibuses takingyoung men into the City, while all the pave- 
ments were busy ivith hurrying passers-by. What multitudes 
of unknown faces — unknown to her and unknown to each 
other ! These people did not speak — they only hurried on, 
each intent upon his own affairs, caring nothing, apparently, 
for the din around them, and looking so strange and sad in 
their black clothes, in the pale and misty sunlight. 

“ You are in a trance, Sheila,” he said. 

She did not answer. Surely she had ivandered into some 
magical city ; for now the houses on one side of the way 
suddenly ceased, and she saw before her a great and undulating 
extent of green, with a border of beautiful flowers, and with 
groups of trees that met the sky all along the southern horizon. 
Did the green and beautiful country she had seen shoot in 
thus into the heart of the town, or was there another city far 
away on the other side of the t)ees? The place was almost 
as deserted as those still valleys she had passed by in the 
morning. Here, in the street, there was the roar of a ])assing 
crowd ; but over there was a long and almost deserted stretch 
of Park, with winding roads and umbrageous trees, on which 
the wan sunlight fell from between loose masses of half-golden 
cloud. 

Then they passed Kensington Gardens ; and there were 
more people walking down the broad highways between the 
elms. 

“ You are getting nearly home now, Sheila,” he said ; “ and 
you will be able to come and walk in these avenues whenever 
you please.” 

Was this, then, her home ? — this section of a barrack-row 
of dwellings, all alike in steps, pillars, doors, and windows ? 
When she got inside, the servant who had opened the door 
b.)bbed a curtsey to her : should she shake hands with her, 
and say, “And are you ferry well?” But at this moment 
Lavender came running up the steps, playfully hurried her into 
the house and up the stairs, and led her into her own drawing- 
room. 

“ Well, my girl, what do you think of your home, now that 
you see it ? " 
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Sheila looked ^ou^d timidly. It was not a big room, but it 
was a palace in height, and grandeur, and colour, compared 
with that little museuiji in Bqrva in which S heila’ s piano stood. 
It was all so strange and beautiful — the spIi|l|Btegranates and 
quaint leaves on the upper part of the waSBRl underneath 
a dull slate colour where the pictures hung-^ne curious paint- 
ing on the frames of the mirrors — the brilliant curtains, with 
their stiff and formal patterns. It was not very much like a 
home as yet — it was more like a picture that had been carefully 
planned and executed ; but she knew how he had thought of 
pleasing her in choosing these things, and, without saying a 
word, she .took his hand and kissed it. And then she went to 
one of the three tall French windows, and looked out on the 
square. There, between the trees, was a space of beautiful 
soft green ; and some children, dressed in bright dresses, and 
attended by a governess in sober black, had just begun to play 
croquet. An elderly lady, with a small white dog, was walking 
along one of the gravelled paths. An old man was pruning 
some bushes. 

“ It is very still and quiet here,” said Sheila. “ I was afraid 
we should have to live in that terrible noise always.” 

“ I hope you won’t find it dull, my darling,” he said. 

“ Dull, when you are here ?” 

“ But I cannot always be here, you know ? ” 

She looked up, 

“ You see, a man is so much in the way if he is dawdling 
about a house all day long. You w'ould begin to regard me 
as a nuisance, Sheila; and would be for sending me out to 
play croquet with those young Broughtons merely that you 
might get the rooms dusted. Besides, you know, I couldn’t 
work here — I must have a studio of some sort in the neigh- 
bourhood, of course. And then you will give me your orders 
in the morning as to when I am to come round for luncheon 
or dinner.” 

“ And you will be alone all day at your work ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ Then I will come and sit with you, nty poor boy,” she 
said. 

“ Much work I should do in that case ! ” he said. “ But 
we’ll see. In the meantime go upstairs and get your things 
off ; that young person below has breakfast ready, I daresay.” 

“ But you have not shown me yet where Mr. Ingram lives,” 
said Sheila, before she went to the door. 
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Oh, that is miles away. You have only seen a little bit of 
London yet. Ingram lives about as far away from here as the 
distance you hue just come, but in another direction.” 

“ It is lik^^ftrld made of houses,” said Sheila, “ and all 
filled with stt^K. But you will take me to see Mr. Ingram ?” 

“ By and by,^s. But he is sure to drop in on you as soon 
as he fancies you are settled in your new home.” 

And here, at last, was Mr. Ingram come; and the mere 
sound of his voice seemed to carry her back to Borva, so that, 
in talking to him and waiting on him as of old, she would 
scarcely have been surprised if her father had walked in to say 
that a coaster was making for the harbour, or that Duncan was 
going over to Stornoway, and Sheila should have to give him 
commissions. Her husband did not take tlie same interest in 
the social and political affairs of Borva that Mr. Ingram did. 
Lavender had made a pretence of assisting Sheila in her work 
among the poor people ; but the effort was a hopeless failure. 
He could not remember the name of the family that wanted a 
new boat, and was visibly impatient when Sheila would sit 
down to write out, for some aged crone, a letter to her grand- 
son in Canada. Now Ingram, for the mere sake of occupation, 
had qualified himself during his various visits to Lewis so 
that he might have become the Home Minister of the King 
of Borva ; and Sheila was glad to have one attentive listener 
as she described all the wonderful things that had happened in 
the island since the previous summer. 

But Ingram had got a full and complete holiday on which 
to come up and see Sheila ; and he had brought with him the 
wild and startling proposal that, in order that she should take 
her first plunge into the pleasures of civilized life, her husband 
and herself should drive down to Richmond and dine at the 
Star and Garter. 

“ What is that ?” said Sheila. 

“ My dear girl,” said her husband, seriously, “ your ignorance 
is something fe^ul to contemplate ; it is quite bewildering. 
How can a person who does not know what the Star and 
Garter is be told what the Star and Garter is ? ” 

“ But I am willing to go and see,” said Sheila. 

Then I must look after getting a brougham,” said Lavender, 
rising. 

“A brougham on ijuch a day as this?" exclaimed Ingi-am. 
“Nonsense! get an open trap of some sort — and Sheila, just 
to please me, will put on that very blue dress she used to w'ear 
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in Borva, and the hat and the white feather, if she has got 
it ” 

“ Perhaps you would like me to put on ^^Iskin cap and 
a red handkerchief instead of a collar,” Lavender 

calmly. 

“ You may do as you please. Sheila and I^e going to dine 
at the Star and Garter.” 

“ May I put on that blue dress ? ” said the girl, going up to 
her husband. 

“ Yes, of course, if you like,” said Lavender, meekly, going 
off to order the carriage, and wondering by what route he 
could drive those two maniacs down to Richmond so that 
none of his friends should see them. 

When he came back again, bringing with him a landau 
which could be shut up for the homeward journey at night, he 
had to c®nfess that no costume seemed to suit Sheila so well 
as the rough sailor-dress ; and he was so pleased with her 
appearance that he consented at once to let Bras go with 
them in the carriage, on condition that Sheila should be re- 
sponsible for him. Indeed, after the first shiver of driving 
away from the Square was over, he forgot that there was much 
unusual about the look of this odd pleasure-party. If you 
had told him, eighteen months before, that on a bright day in 
May, just as people were going home from the Park for 
luncheon, he would go for a drive in a hired trap with one 
horse, his companions being a man mth a brown wide-awake, 
a girl dressed as though she were the owner of a yacht, and an 
immense deerhound, and that in this fashion he would dare 
to drive up to the Star and Garter and order dinner, he would 
have bet five hundred to one that such a thing would never 
occur so long as he preserved his senses. But somehow he 
did not mind much. He was very much at home with those 
two people beside him ] the day was bright and fresh j the 
•lorse went a good pace ; and once they were over Hammer- 
smith Bridge, and out among fields and trees, the country 
looked exceedingly pretty, and all the beauty of it was mirrored 
in Sheila’s eyes. 

“ I can’t quite make you out in that dress, Sheila,” he said. 
“ I am not sure whether it is real and business-like, or a 
theatrical costume. I have seen girls on Ryde Pier with some- 
thing of the same sort on, only a good deal more pronounced, 
you know — and they looked like sham yachtsmen ; and I have 
seen stewardesses wearing that colour and texture of cloth ” 
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“£ut .wjiy not leave jt as it is,” .said Ingraip, “.a solitary 
costume produced by certain conditions of climate and dutips, 
acting in coni^ction with a natural taste for harmonious 
colouring ai|||||||pple form? That dress, I will maintain, 
sprang as nan|H|r from the salt sea as Aphrodite did ; and the 
man w^o siispeck artifiqe in it, or invention, has had his mind 

perverted by the scepticism of modern society ” 

“ Is my dress so very wonderful ? ” said Sheila with a grave 
complaisance. “ I am pleased that the Lewis has produced 
such a fine thing, and perhaps you would like me to tell you 
its history. It was my papa bought a piece of blue serge in 
Stornoway. It cost jj. td. a yard, and a dressmaker in Storno- 
way cut it for me, and I made it myself. That is all the history 
of the wonderful dress.” 

Suddenly Sheila seized her husband’s arm. They had got 
down to the river by Mortlake ; and there, on the broad bosom 
cf the stream, a long and slender boat was shooting by, pulled 
by four oarsmen clad in wliite flannel. 

“ How can they go out in such a boat? ” said Sheila, with a 
great alarm visible in her eyes ; ‘‘ it is scarcely a boat at all ; 

and if they touch a rock, or if the wind catches them ” 

“ Don’t be frightened, Sheila,” said her husband. “ They 
are quite safe. There are no rocks in our rivers ; and the wind 
does not give us squalls here like those on Loch Iloag. You 
will see hundreds of those boats by and by, and perh.aps you 

yourself will go out in one ” 

“ Oh, never, never ! ” she said, almost with a shudder. 

“ Why, if the people here heard you, they would not know 
how brave a sailor you are. You are not afraid to go out at 
night by yourself on the sea ; and you won’t go on a smooth 
inland river ” 

“But those boats — ;if you touch them they must go over.” 
She seemed glad to get away from the river. She could not 
be persuaded of the safety of the slender craft of the Thames ; 
and, indeed, for some time after seemed so strangely depressed 
that Lavender begged and prayed of her to tell him what was 
the matter. It was simple enough. She ha^ heard him speak 
of his boating adventures. Was it in such boats as that she 
had just seen ? and might he not be some day going out in one 
of them, and an accident — the breaking of an oar — a gust of 
wind 

There was nothing for it but to reassure her by a solenm 
promise that in no circumstance whatever would he, Lavender, 
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go into a boat without her express permission ; whereupon 
Shei'a was as grateful to him as though he had dowered her 
with a kingdom. 

This was not the Richmond Hill of her fanMij^this spacious 
height, with its great mansions, its magnific<a|felms, and its 
view of all the westward and wooded countr*with the blue- 
white streak of the river winding through the green foliage. 
Where was the farm ? The famous Lass of Richmond Hill must 
have lived on a farm ; but here, surely, were the houses of great 
lords and nobles, which had apparently been there for y ears and 
years. And was this really an hotel that they stopped at — this 
great building, that she could only compare to Stornoway Castle ? 

“Now, Sheila,” said Lavender, after they had ordered dinner 
and gone out, “ mind you keep a tight hold on that leash, for 
Bras will see strange things m the Park.” 

“ It IS I who will see strange things,” she said ; and the 
prophecy was amply fulfilled. For as they went along the 
broad path, and came better into view of the splendid undu 
lations of woodland, and pasture, and fern ; when, on the one 
hand, they saw the Thames, far below them, flowing through the 
green and spacious valley, and, on the other hand, cauglit some 
dusky glimpse of the far white houses of London — it seemed 
to her that she had got into a new world, and that this world 
was far more beautiful than the great city she had left. She did 
not care so much for the famous view from the Hill. She had 
cast one quick look to the horizon with one throb of expecta- 
tion that the sea might be there. Tliere was no sea there ; 
only the faint blue of long lines of country apparently without 
limit. Moreover, ovci the western landscape a faint haze pre- 
vailed, that increased in the distance and softened down the more 
distant woods into a sober grey. That great extent of wooded 
plain, lying sleepily in its pale mists, was not so cheerful as the 
scene around her, where the sunlight was sharp and clear, the 
air fresh, the trees flooded with a pure and bright colour. Here, 
indeed, was a cheerful and beautiflil world, and she was full 
of curiosity to know all about it and its strange features. What 
was the name of this tree, and how did it differ from that ? 
Were not these rabbits over by the fence ; and did rabbits live 
in the midst of trees and bushes ? What sort of wood was the 
fence made of ; and was it not tembly expensive to have such 
a protection ? Could he not tell the cost of a wooden fence ? 
Why did they not use wire netting? Was not that a loch away 
down there, and what was its name ? A loch without a name ? 

M 
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Did the salmon come up to it ; and did any sea-birds evei 
come inland and build their nests on its margin ? 

“ Oh, Bras, you must come and look at the loch. It is a 
long time sincx you will see a loch.” 

And away Bie went through the thick breckan, holding on 
to the svvaying^eash that held the galloping greyhound, and 
running as swiftly as though she had been making down for 
the shore to get out the Maighdeati-vihara. 

“ Sheila,” called her husband, “ don’t be foolish ! ” 

“ Sheila ! ” called Ingram, “ have pity on an old man ” 

Suddenly she stopped. A brace of partridges had suddenly 
sprung up at some little distance, and, with a wild whirr of 
their wings, were now directing their low and rapid flight 
towards the bottom of the valley. 

“What birds are those?” she said, peremptorily. 

She took no notice of the fact that her companions were pretty 
nearly too blown to speak. There was a brisk life and colour 
in her face ; and all her attention was absorbed in watching the 
flight of the birds. Lavender fancied he saw in the fixed and 
keen look something of old Mackenzie’s grey eye — it was the 
first trace of a likeness to her father he had seen. 

“ You bad girl,” he said, “they are partridges.” 

She paid no lieed to this reproach ; for what were those 
other things over there undeincath the trees? Bras had 
pricked up his ears, and there was a strange excitement in his 
look and in his trembling frame. 

“ Deer ! ” she cried, with her eyes as fixed as were those of 
the dog beside her. 

“Well,” said her husband, calmly, “what although they are 
deer ? ” 

“ But Bras ” she said ; and with that she caught the leash 

with both her hands. 

“ Bras won’t mind them, if you keep him quiet. I suppose you 
can manage him better than I can. Iwishwe had brought a whip.” 

“ I would rather let him kill every deer in the Park than 
touch him with a whip,” said Sheila, proudly. 

“You fearful creature, you don't know what you say. That 
is high treason. If George Ranger heard you, he would have 
you hanged in front of the Star and Garter.” 

“ Who is George Ranger ? ” said Sheila, with an air as if she 
hs.d said, “ Do you know that I am the daughter of the King 
of Eorva, and whoever touches me will have to answer to my 
papa, who is not afraid of any George Ranger.” 
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“ He is a great lord, who hangs all persons who disturb the 
deer in this Park.” 

“But why do they not go away?” said Sheila, impatiently. 
“■ I have never seen any deer so stupid. It is their own fault 
if they are disturbed ; why do they remain so near to people 
and to houses ? ” 

“ My dear child, if Bras wasn’t here, you would probably 
find some of those deer coming up to see if you had any bits 
of sugar or pieces of bread about your pockets.” 

“ Then they are like sheep, they are not like deer,” she said 
with some contempt. “ If I could only tell Bras that it is 
sheep he will be looking at, he would not look any more. And 
so small they are ; they are as small as the roe ; but they have 
horns as big as many of the red deer. Do the people eat 
them ? ” 

“ I suppose so.” 

“ And what will they cost ? ” 

“ 1 am sure I can’t tell you.” 

“Are they as good as the roe or the big deer?” 

“ I don’t know that either. I don’t think I ever ate fallow- 
deer. But, you know, they are not kept here for that purpose. 
A great many gentlemen in this country keep a lot of them in 
their parks, merely to look pretty. They cost a great deal 
more than they produce ” 

“ They must eat up a great deal of fine grass,” said Slieila, 
almost SOI rowfully. “It is a beautiful ground for sheep — no 
rushes, no peat-mo.ss, only fine, good grass, and dry land. I 
should like my papa to see all this beautiful ground.” 

“ I fancy he has seen it.” 

“ Was my papa here ? ” 

“ I think he said so.” 

“ And did he see those deer ? ” 

“ Doubtless.” 

“ He never told me of them,” she said, wondering that tier 
papa had seen all these strange things without speaking of 
them. 

By this time they had pretty nearly got down to the little 
lake ; and Bras had been alternately coaxed and threatened 
into a quiescent mood. Sheila evidently expected to hear a 
flapping of sea-fowls’ wings when tliey got near the margin ; 
and looked all round for the first sudden dart from the banks. 
But a dead silence prevailed ; and as there were neither fish 
nor birds to watch, she went along to a wooden bench, and sat 

M 2 
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down there, one of her companions on each hand. It was a 
pretty scene that lay before her — the small stretch of water 
ruffled with the wind, but showing a dash of blue sky here and 
there — the trees in the inclosure beyond clad in their summer 
foliage, the smooth greensward shining in the afternoon sunlight. 
Here, at least, was absolute quiet after the roar of London ; and 
it was somewhat wistfully that she asked her husband how far 
this place was from her home, and whether, when he was at 
work, she could not come down here by herself. 

“ Certainly,” he said, never dreaming that she would think of 
doing such a thing. 

By and by they returned to the hotel, and while they sat at 
dinner a great fire of sunset spread over the west, and the far 
woods became of a rich purple, streaked here and there with 
lines of pale white mist. The river caught the glow of the 
crimson clouds above, and shone duskily red amid the dark 
green of the trees. Deeper and deeper grew the colour of the 
^un as it sank to the horizon, until it disappeared behind one 
low bar of purple cloud ; and then the wild glow in the west 
slowly faded away, the river became pallid and indistinct, the 
white mists over the distant woods seemed to grow denser, and 
then, as here and there a lamp was lit far down in the valley, 
one or two pale stars appeared in the sky overhead, and tlie 
night came on apace. 

“ It is so strange," Sheila said, “ to find the darkness com- 
ing on, and not to hear the sound of the waves. I wonder 
if it is a fine night at Borva.” 

Her husband went over to her. and led her back to the 
table, where the candles, shining over the white cloth and the 
coloured glasses, offered a more cheerful picture than the 
deepening landscape outside. They were in a private room ; 
so that, when dinner was over, Sheila was allowed to amuse 
herself with the fruit, while her two companions lit their cigars. 
Where was the quaint old piano, now ; and the glass of hot 
whisky and water ; and the “ Lament of Monaltrie,” or “ Love 
in thine eyes for ever plays ” ? It seemed, but for the greatness 
of the room, to be a repetition of one of those evenings at 
Borva that now belonged to a far-off past. Here was Sheila, 
not minding the smoke, listening to Ingram as of old, and 
sometimes saying something in that sweetly-inflected speech 
of hers ; here was Ingram, talking, as it were, out of a brown 
study, and morosely objecting to pretty nearly everything 
Lavender said, bu always ready to prove Sheila right ; and 
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Lavender himself, as unlike a married man as ever, talking 
impatiently, impetuously, and wildly, except at such times as 
he said something to his young wife, and then some brief smile 
and look, or some pat on the hand, said more than words. 
But where, Sheila may have thought, was the one wanting to 
complete the group ? Has he gone down to Borvabost to 
see about the cargoes of fish to be sent off in the morning ? 
Perhaps he is talking to Duncan outside about the cleaning 
of the guns, or making up cartridges in the kitchen. When 
Sheila’s attention wandered away from the talk of her com- 
panions, she could not help listening for the sound of the 
waves ; and as there was no such message coming to her 
from the great and wooded plain without, her fancy took her 
away across that mighty country she had travelled through, 
and carried her up to the island of Loch Roag, until she 
almost fancied she could smell the peat-smoke in the night-air, 
and listen to the sea, and hear her father pacing up and down 
the gravel outside the house, perhaps thinking of her as she 
was thinking of him. 

This little excursion to Richmond was long remembered by 
lljose three. It was the last of their meetings before Sheila 
was ushered into the big world, to busy herself with new occu- 
pations and cares. It was a pleasant little journey throughout, 
for as they got into the landau to drive back to town, the moon 
was shining high up in the southern heavens, and the air was 
mild and fresh, so that they had the carriage opened, and 
Sheila, well wrapped up, lay and looked around her with a 
strange wonder and joy as they drove underneath the shadow 
of the trees and out again into the clear sheen of the night. 
They saw the river, too, flowing smoothly and palely down 
between its dark banks ; and somehow here the silence checked 
them, and they bummed no more those duets tliey used to sing 
up at Borva. Of what were they thinking, then, as they drove 
through the clear night, along the lonely road ? Lavender, at 
least, was rejoicing at his great good fortune that he had se- 
cured for ever to himself the true-hearted girl who now sat 
opposite him, with the moonlight touching her face and hair ; 
and he was laughing to himself at the notion that lie did not 
properly appreciate her, or understand her, or perceive her 
real character. If not he, who then ? Had he not watched 
every turn of her disposition, every expression of her wishes, 
every grace of her manner, and look of her eyes ; and was he 
not overjoyed to find that the more he knew of her the more 
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he loved her ? Marriage had increased, rather than diminished, 
the mystery and wonder he had woven about her. He was 
more her lover now than he had been before his marriage. 
Who could see in her eyes what he saw ? Elderly folks can 
look at a girl’s eyes, and see that they aie brown, or blue, or 
green, as the case may be ; but the lover looks at them and 
sees in them the magic mirror of a hundred possible worlds. 
How can he fathom the sea of dreams that lies there, or tell 
what strange fancies and reminiscences may be involved in an 
absent look? Is she thinking of starlit nights on some distant 
lake, or of the old bygone days on the hills ? All her former 
life is told there, and yet but half-told, and he longs to become 
possessed of all the beautiful past that she has seen. Here is 
a constant mystery to him, and there is a singular and vvistful 
attraction for him in those still deeps wheie the thoughts and 
dreams of an innocent soul lie but half revealed. He does 
not see those things in the eyes of women he is not in love 
with ; but when, in after years, he is carelessly regarding this 
or the other woman, some chance look — some brief and sudden 
turn of expression — will recall to him, as with a stroke of 
lightning, all the old w'onder-time, and his heart will go nigh to 
breaking to think that he has grown old, that he has forgotten 
so much, and that the fair, wild days of romance and longing 
are passed away for ever. 

“ Ingram thinks J don’t understand you yet, Slieila,” he 
said to her, after they had got home, and their friend had 
gone. 

Sheila onlj’ laughed, and said — 

“ I don’t understand myself, sometimes.” 

Eh ? what ? ” he cried. “ Do you mean to say that I have 
married a conundrum ? If 1 have, I don’t mean to give you 
up, any way ; so you may go and get me a biscuit, and a drop 
of the wliisky we bi ought from the North with us. For you 
are a minis’ermg angel, Sheila, and not a conundrum at all.” 
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Frank Lavender \\ as a good deal more concerned than lie 
chose to show about the effect that Sheila was likely to produce 
on his aunt ; and when, at length, the day arrived on which 
the young folks were to go down to Kensington Gore, he had 
inwardly to confess that Sheila seemed a great deal less per- 
turbed than himself. Her perfect c.ilmness and self-possession 
sui prised him. The manner in which she had dressed herself, 
with certain modifications which he could not help ajipioving, 
according to the fashion of the time, seemed to him a miracle 
of dexterity ; and how had she acquired the art of looking at 
ease in this attire, wliich was much more cumbrous than that 
she had usually woin in Borva ? 

If Lavender had but known the truth, he would have begun 
to believe something of what Ingram had vaguely hinted. This 
poor girl was looking towards her visit to Kensington Gore as 
the most painful trial of her life. While she -was outwardly 
calm and firm, and even cheeiful, her heart sank within her as 
she thought of the dreaded interview. Those garments which she 
wore with such an apfiearance of ease and comfort had been 
the result of many an hour of anxiety ; for how was she to tell, 
from her husband’s raillery, what colours the terrible old lady m 
Kensington would probably like? He did not know that every 
word he said in joke about his aunt's temper, her peevish ways, 
the awful consequences of offending her, and so forth, were like 
so many needles stuck into the girl’s heart, until she was ready 
to cry out to be released from this fearful ordeal. Moreover, as 
the day came near, what he could not see in her, she saw in 
him. Was she likely to be reassured when she perceived that 
her husband, in suite of all his fun, was really anxious ; and 
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when she knew that some blunder on her part might ruin him ? 
In fact, if he had suspected for a moment that she was really 
trembling to think of what might happen, he might have made 
some effort to give her courage. But apparently Sheila was as 
cool and collected as if she had been going to see John the 
Piper. He believed she could have gone to be presented to 
the Queen without a single tremor of the heart. 

Still, he was a man, and therefore bound to assume an air of 
patronage. 

“ She won’t eat you, really,” he said to Sheila, as they were 
driving in a hansom down Kensington Palace Gardens. “ All 
you have got to do is to believe in her theories of food. She 
won’t make you a martyr to them. She measures every half- 
ounce of what she eats ; but she won’t starve you ; and I am 
glad to think, Sheila, that you have brought a remarkably good 
and sensible appetite with you from Lewis. Oh, by the way, 
take care you say nothing against Marcus Aurelius.” 

“ I don’t know who he was, dear,” observed Sheila, meekly. 

“ He was a Roman emperor, and a philosopher. I suppose 
it was because he was an emperor that he found it easy to be a 
philosopher. However, my aunt is awful nuts on Marcus 
Aurelius — I beg your pardon, you don’t know the phrase. My 
aunt makes Marcus Aurelius her Bible, and she is sure to read 
you bits from him, which you must believe, you know.” 

“ I will try,” said Sheila, doubtfully ; “ but if ” 

“ Oh, it has nothing to do with religion. I don’t think any- 
body knows what Marcus Aurelius means, so you may as well 
believe it. Ingram swears by him, but he is always full of odd 
crotchets.” 

“ Does Mr. Ingram believe in Marcus Aurelius?” said Sheila, 
with some accession of interest. 

“ Why, he gave my aunt the book years ago — confound 
him ! — and ever since she has been a nuisance to her friends. 
For my own part, you know, I don’t believe that Marcus 
Aurelius was quite such an ass as Plato. He talks the same 
sort of perpetual commonplaces, but it isn’t about the True, 
and the Good, and the Beautiful. Would you like me to repeat 
to you one of the Dialogues of Plato — about the immortality 
of Mr. Cole, and the moral effect of the South Kensington 
Museum ? ” 

“ No, dear, I shouldn’t,” said Sheila, 

“ You deprive yourself of a treat, but never mind. Here we 
are at mv aunt’s house.” 



THE FIRST PLUNGE. 


5CI.J 


169 


Sheila timidly glanced at the place, while her husband naid 
the cabman. It was a tall, narrow, dingy-looking house of a 
dark brick, with some black-green ivy at the foot of the walls, 
and with crimson curtains formally arranged in every one of the 
windows. If Mrs. Lavender was a rich old lady, why did she 
live in such a gloomy building? Sheila had seen beautiful 
white houses in all parts of London — her own house, for ex- 
ample, was ever so much more cheerful tlian this one ; and yet 
she had heard with awe of the value of this depressing little 
mansion in Kensington Gore. 

The door was opened by a man, who showed them up stairs, 
and announced their names. Sheila’s heart beat quickly. She 
entered the drawing-room with a sort of mist before her eyes ; 
and found herself going forward to a lady who sat at the further 
end. She had a strangely vivid impression, amid all her alarm, 
that this old lady looked like the withered kernel of a nut. Or 
was she not like a cockatoo ? It was through no anticipation 
of dislike to Mrs. Lavender that the imagination of the girl got 
hold of that notion. But the little old lady held her head like 
a cockatoo. She had the hard, staring, observant, and unim- 
pressionable eyes of a cockatoo. What was there, moreover, 
about the decorations of her head that reminded one of a 
cockatoo when it puts up its crest and causes its feathers to 
look like sticks of celery? 

“ Aunt Lavender, this is my wife.” 

“ I am glad to see you, dear,” said the old lady, giving her 
hand, but not rising. “Sit down. When you are a little 
nervous, you ought to sit down. Frank, give me that ammonia 
from the mantelpiece.” 

It was in a small glass phial, and labelled “ Poison.” She 
smelt the stopper, and then handed it to Sheila, telling her to 
do the safiie. 

“Why did your maid do your hair in such a way?” jhe 
asked, suddenly. 

“ I haven’t got a maid,” said Sheila, “ and I always do my 
hair so.” 

“ Don’t be offended. I like it. But you must not make a 
fool of yourself. Your hair is too much that of a country 
beauty going to a ball. Paterson will show you how to do youi 
hair.” 

“ Oh, I say, aunt,” cried Lavender, with a fine show of care- 
lessness, “ you mustn’t go and spoil her hair. I think it is very 
pretty as it is ; and that woman of yours would simply go and 
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make a mop of it. You’d think the girls now-a-days dressed 
their hair by shoving their head into a furze-bush and giving it 
a couple of turns.” 

She paid no heed to him, but turned to Sheila, and said- - 
“ You are an only child ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ Why did you leave your father i ” 

The question was rather a ciuel one, and it stung Sheila into 
answering bravely — 

“Because my husband wished me.” 

“ Oh. You think your husband is to be the first law of your 
life ? ” 

“Yes, I do.” 

“ Even when he is only silly Frank Lavender ! ” 

Sheila rose. There was a quivering of her lips, but no weak- 
ness in the proud, indignant look of her eyes. 

“ What you may say of me, that I do not care. But I wil! 
not remain to hear my husband insulted.” 

“ Sheila,” said Lavender, vexed and anxious, and yet pleased 
at the same time by the courage of the gnl. “ Sheila, it is only 

a joke — you must not mind — it is only a bit of fun " 

“ I do not understand such jests,” she said, calmly. 

“ Sit down, like a good girl,” said the old lady, with an air of 
absolute indifference. “ I did not mean to offend you. Sit 
down, and be quiet. You will destroy your nervous system if 
you give way to such impulses. I think you are healthy ; I like 
the look of you ; but you will never reach a good age, as I hope 
to do, except by moderating your passions. That is well; now 
take the ammonia again, and give it to me. You don’t wish to 
die young, I suppose ? ” 

“ I am not afraid of dying,” said Sheila. 

“ Ring the bell, Frank.” 

Fie did so, and a tall, spare, grave faced woman ajjpeared. 

“ Paterson, you must put luncheon on to two ten. I ordered 
it at one fifty, did I not? ” 

“ Ye, m'm.” 

“ See that it is served at two ten ; and take this young lady 
and get her hair properly done — you understand ? My nejrhew 
and I will wait luncheon for her.” 

“ Yes, m’m.” 

Sheila rose, with a great swelling in her throat. All lier 
courage had ebbed away. She had reflected how pained her 
husband would be if she did not please this old lady ; and she 
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was now piepared to do anything she was told, to receive 
meekly any remarks that might be made to her, to be quite 
obedient, and gentle, and submissive. But what was this tall 
and terrible woman going to do to her? Did she really mean 
to cut away those great masses of hair to which Mrs. Lavendev 
had objected ? Sheila would have let her hair be cut willingly, 
for her husband’s sake ; but, as she went to the door, some 
«i)d and depairing notion came into her head of what her 
husband might think of her, when once she was shorn of this 
beautiful personal feature. Would he look at her with surprise 
• — perhaps even with disappointment ? 

“ Mind you don’t keep luncheon late,’' he said to her, as she 
passed him. 

She but indistinctly heard him, so great was the trembling 
within her. Her father would scarcely know his altered Sheila, 
when she went back to Borva ; and what would Mairi say — 
Main who had many a time helped her to arrange those long 
tresses, and who was as proud of them as if they were her own ? 
She followed Mrs. Lavender’s tall maid up stairs. She entered 
a small dressing-room, and glanced nervously around. Then 
slie suddenly turned, looked for a moment at the woman, and 
said, with tears rushing up into her eyes — 

“ Does Mrs. Lavender wish me to cut my hair ? ” 

The woman regarded her with astonishment. 

“ Cut, miss? — ma’am, 1 beg your pardon. No, ma’am, not 
at all. I suppose it is only some difference in the arrangement, 
ma’am Mrs. Lavender is very particular about the hair j and 
she has asked me to show several ladies how to dress their 
hair in the way she likes. But perhaps you would prefer letting 
It remain as it is, ma’am ? ” 

“ Oh no, not at all ! ” said Sheila. “ I should like to have it 
just as Mrs Lavender wishes — in every way just as she wishes. 
Only, It will not be necessary to cut any ?” 

“ Oh no, miss — ma’am ; and it would be a great pity, if I 
may say so, to ZM.tyour hair.” 

Sheila was pleased to hear that. Here was a woman who 
had a large experience in such matters, among those very ladies 
of her husband’s social circle whom she had been a little afraid 
to meet. Mrs. Paterson seemed to admire her hair as much as 
the simple Main had done ; and Sheila soon began to have less 
fear of this terrible tiring-woman, who forthwith proceeded with 
her task. 

The young wife went down stairs with a tower upon her head. 
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She was very uncomfortable. She had seen, it is true, that this 
method of dressing the hair really became her — or, rather, 
would become her in certain circumstances. It was grand, 
imposing, statuesque j but then she did not feel statuesque just 
at this moment. She could have dressed herself to suit this 
style of hair ; she could liave worn it with confidence if she had 
got it up herself ; but here she was the victim of an experiment 
— she felt like a schoolgirl about for the first time to appear in 
public in a long dress — and she was terribly afraid her husband 
would laugh at her. If he had any such inclination, he court- 
eously suppressed it. He said the massive simplicity of this 
dressing of her hair suited her admirably. Mrs. Lavender said 
tliat Paterson was an invaluable woman ; and then they went 
down to the dining-room on the ground-floor, where luncheon 
had been laid. 

The man who had opened the door waited on the two 
strangers ; the invaluable Paterson acted as a sort of hench- 
woman to her mistress, standing by her chair, and supplying 
her wants. She also had the management of a small pair of 
silver scales, in which pretty nearly everything that Mrs. 
Lavender took in the way of solid food was carefully and 
accurately weighed. The conversation was chiefly alimentary ; 
and Sheila listened with a growing wonder to the descrijfiion of 
the devices by which the ladies of Mrs. Lavender’s acquaintance 
were wont to cheat fatigue, or win an appetite, or preserve their 
colour. When, by accident, the girl herself was appealed to, 
she had to confess to an astonishing ignorance of all such re- 
sources. She knew nothing of the relative strengths and 
effects of wine ; though she was frankly ready to make any 
experiment her husband recommended. She knew what cam- 
phor was, but had never heard of bismuth. On cross-exami- 
nation, she had to admit that Eau de Cologne did not seem 
to her likely to be a pleasant liquor before going to a ball. 
Did she not know the effect on brown hair of washing it in soda- 
water every night ? She was equably confessing her ignorance 
on all such points, when she was startled by a sudden question 
from Mrs. Lavender. Did she know what she was doing ? 

She looked at her plate ; there was on it a piece of cheese to 
which she had thoughtlessly helped herself. Somebody had 
called it Roquefort — that was all she knew. 

“You have as much there, child, as would kill a plough- 
man and 1 suppose you would not have had the sense to 
leave it.” 
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“ Is it poison ? ” said Sheila, regarding her plate with horror. 

“ All cheese is. Paterson, my scales.” 

She had Sheila’s plate brought to her, and the proper modi- 
cum of cheese cut, weighed and sent back. 

“ Remember, whatever house you are at, never to have more 
Roquefort than that.” 

“ It would be simpler to do without it,” said Sheila. 

“ It would be simple enough to do without a great many 
things,” said Mrs. Lavender, severely. “But the wisdom of 
living is to enjoy as many different things as possible, so long 
as you do so in moderation, and preserve your health. You 
are young — you don’t think of such things. You think because 
you have good teeth and a clear complexion, you can eat any- 
thing. But that won’t last. A time will come. Do you not 
know what the great emperor, Marcus Antoninus, says ? — ‘ In 
a lUtle ttihilc than wilt he nobody and no7vhcre, like Iladrianus 
and Augustas.’ ” 

“ Yes,” said Sheila. 

She had not enjoyed her luncheon much — she would rather 
have had a ham sandwich and a glass of spring water on the 
side of a Highland hill, than this varied and fastidious repast 
accompanied by a good deal of physiology — but it was too bad 
that, having successfully got through it, she should be threat- 
ened with annihilation immediately afterwards. It was no sort 
of consolation to her to know that she would be in the same 
plight with two emperors.'^ 

“ Frank, you can go and smoke a cigar in the conservatory, 
if you please. Your wife will come up stairs with me and 
have a talk.” 

Sheila would much rather have gone into the conservatory 
also ; but she obediently followed Mrs. Lavender up stairs and 
into the drawing-room. It was rather a melancholy chamber — 
the curtains shutting out most of the daylight, and leaving 
you in a semi-darkness that made the place look big, and 
vague, and spectral. The little, shrivelled woman, with the 
hard and staring e\'cs, and silver-grey hair, bade Sheila sit 
down beside her. She herself sat by a small table, on which 
there was a tiny pair of scales;, a bottle of ammonia, a fan, 
and a book bound in an old-fushionetl binding of scarlet 
morocco and gold. Sheila wished this old woman w'ould not 
look at her so. She wished there was a window open, or a 
glint of sunlight coming in somewhere. Btit she was glad 
that her husband was enjoying himself in the conservatory ; 
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and that for two reasons. One of them was that she did 
not like the tone of his talk while he and his aunt had been 
conversing together about cosmetics and such matters. Not 
only did he betray a marvellous acquaintance with such things, 
but he seemed to take an odd sort of pleasure in exhibiting 
his knowledge. He talked in a mocking way about the tricks 
of fashionable women that Sheila did not quite like ; and o( 
course she naturally threw the blame on Mrs. Lavender. It 
was only when this old woman exerted a godless influence over 
him that her good boy talked in such a fashion. There was 
nothing of that about him up in Lewis, nor yet at home, in u 
certain snug little smoking-room which these two had'ccme to 
consider the most comfortable corner in the house. Sheila began 
to hate women who used lip-salve, and silently recorded a vow that 
never, never, never would she wear anybody’s hair but her own." 

“Do you suffer from headache?’’ s.rid Mrs. Lavender, 
abruptly. 

“ Sometimes,’’ said Sheila. 

“ How often ? What is an average ? Two a week ? ’’ 

“ Oh, sometimes I have not a headache for three or four 
months at a time.” 

“No toothache?” 

“ No.” 

“ What did your mother die of? ” 

“ It was a fever,” said Sheila, in a low voice; “ and she caught 
it while she was helping a family that was very bad with the 
fever.” 

“ Does your father ever suffer from rheumatism ? ” 

“ No,” said Sheila. “ My papa is the strongest man in the 
Lewis, I am sure of that.” 

“ But the strongest of us, you know,” said Mrs. Lavender, 
looking hardly at the girl, “ the strongest of us will die and 
go into the general order of the universe ; and it is a good 
thing for you that, as you say, you are not afraid. Why should 
you be afraid ? Listen to this passage.” 

She opened the red book, and guided herself to a certain 
page by one of a series of coloured ribbons. 

“ ‘ He who fears death either fears the loss of sensation or a 
different kind of sensation. But if thou shalt haz>e no sensation, 
neither wilt thou feel any harm ; and if thoie shall acquire anothn 
kind of sensation, thou wilt be a different kind of living being, and 
thou wilt not cease to live.’ Do you perceive the wisdom of 
that?” 
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“Yes,” said Sheila, and her own voice seemed hollow and 
strange to her in this big and dimly-lit chamber. Mrs. Lavender 
turned over a few more pages, and proceeded to read again ; 
and as she did so, in a low, unsympathetic, monotonous voice, 
a spell came over the giil, the weight at her heart grew more 
and more intolerable, and the room seemed to grow darker. 

“ ‘ Short then is the time which every ftian lives, and small the 
nook of the earth where he lives; and short too the longest post- 
humous fame, and even this only continued by a succession of foot 
human beings, who will very soon die, and who know not even 
themselves, much less him who died long ago.' You cannot do 
better than ask your husband to buy you a copy of this book, 
and give it special study. It will comfort you in affliction, and 
reconcile you to whatever may happen to you. Listen. ‘Soon 
7i)ill the earth cover us all; then the earth, too, will change, and 
the things also which result from change will continue to change 
for ever, and these again for ever. For if a man reflects on the 
changes and transformations svhich follow one another like wave 
after wave and their rapidity, he will despise everything which is 
perishable.' Do you understand that ? ” 

“ Yes,’’ said Sheila ; and it seemed to her that she was being 
suffocated. ^Vould not the grey walls burst asunder, and show 
her one glimpse of the blue sky before she sank into uncon- 
sciousness ? The monotonous tones of this old woman’s voice 
sounded like the repetition of a psalm over a cofSn. It was as 
if she was already shut out from life, and could only hear in a 
vague way the dismal words being chanted over her by the 
people in the other world. She rose, steadied herself for a 
moment by placing her hand on the back of the chair, and 
managed to say — 

“ Mrs. Lavender, forgive me for one moment ; I wish to 
speak to my husband.” 

She went to the door — Mrs. Lavender being too surprised 
to follow her — and made her way down stairs. She had seen 
the conservatory at the end of a certain passage. She reached 
it ; and then she scarcely knew any more, except that her 
husband caught her in his arms as she cried — 

“ Oh, Frank, Frank, take me away from this house — I am 
afraid : it terrifies me ! ” 

“ Sheila, what on earth is the matter ? Here, come out to 
the fresh air. By J ove, how pale you are ! Will you have 
some water ? ” 

He could not get to understand thoroughly what had oc- 
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curred. What he clearly did learn from Sheila’s disjointed and 
timid explanations was that there had been another “ scene,” 
and he knew that of all things in the world his aunt hated 
“ scenes ” the worst. As soon as he saw that there was little 
the matter with Sheila beyond considerable mental pertur- 
bation, he could not help addressing some little remonstrance 
to her, and reminding her how necessary it was that she should 
not offend the old lady up stairs. 

“You should not be so excitable, Sheila,” he said. “You 
take such exaggerated notions about things. I am sure my 
aunt meant nothing unkind. And what did you say when you 
came away ? ” 

“ I said I wanted to see you. Are you angry with me ? ” 

“ No, of course not. But then, you see, it is a little vexing 

— ^just at this moment . Well, let us go up stairs at once, 

and try and make up some excuse, like a good girl — say you 
felt faint — anything ” 

“ And you will come with me ? ” 

“Yes. Now do try, Sheila, to make friends with my aunt. 
She’s not such a bad sort of creature as you seem to think. 
She’s been very kind to me — she’ll be very kind to you when 
she knows you more.” 

Fortunately no excuse was necessary ; for Mrs. Lavender, in 
Sheila’s absence, had arrived at the conclusion that the girl’s 
temporary faintness was due to that piece of Roquefort. 

“ You see you must be careful,” she said, when they entered 
the room. “ You are unaccustomed to a great many things 
you will like afterwards.” 

“ And the room is a little close,” said Lavender. 

“I don’t think so,” said his aunt, sharply; “look at the 
thermometer.” 

“ I didn’t mean for you and me, Aunt Lavender,” he said, 
“ but for her. Sheila has been accustomed to live almost 
wholly in the open air.” 

“ The open air, in moderation, is an excellent thing. I go 
out myself every afternoon, wet or diy. And I was going to pro- 
pose, Frank, that you should leave lier Irere with me for the 
afternoon, and come back and dme with us at seven. I am 
going out at four thirty, and she could go with me.” 

“It’s very kind of you. Aunt Lavender; but we have pro- 
mised to call on some people close by here at four.” 

Sheila looked up frightened. The .statement was an audacious 
perversion of the truth. But then, Frank Lavender knew very 
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well what his aunt meant by going into the open air every after- 
noon, wet or dry. At a certain hour her brougiiain was brought 
round ; she got into it, and had both doors and windows her- 
metically sealed ; and then, in a semi-somnolent state — she 
was driven slowly and monotonously round the Park. How 
would Sheila fare if she were shut up in this box ? He told a 
lie with great equanimity, and saved her. 

Then Sheila was taken away to get on her things ; and her 
husband waited, with some little trepidation, to hear what his 
aunt would say about her. He had not long to wait. 

“ She’s got a bad temper, Frank.” 

“ Oh, I don’t think so, Aunt Lavender,” he said, considerably 
startled. 

“ Mark my words, she’s got a bad temper, and she is not 
nearly so soft as she tries to make out. I'hat girl has a great 
deal of firmness, Frank.” 

“ I find her as gentle and submissive as a girl could be- a 
little loo gentle, perhaps, and anxious to study the wishes of 
other folks.” 

“ That is all very well with you. You are her master. She is 
not likely to quarrel with her bread and butter. But you’ll see if 
she does not hold her own when she gets among your friends.” 

“ I hope she will hold her own," he said, with some unneces- 
sary emphasis. 

The old lady only shook her head. 

“ I am very sorry you should have taken a prejudice against 
her, aunt,” said he, presently. 

“I take a prejudice? Don’t let me hear the word again, 
Frank. You know I have no prejudices. If I cannot give 
you a reason for anything I believe, then I cease to believe it.” 

“ You have not heard her sing,” he said, suddenly remem- 
bering that this means of conquering the old lady had been 
neglected. 

“ I have no doubt she has many accomplishments,” said 
Mis. Lavender, coldly. “ In time, I suppose, she will get over 
that extraordinary accent she has.” 

“ Many people like it.” 

“ 1 dare say you do, at present. But you may tire of it. 
You married her in a hurry ; and you have not got rid of your 
romance yet. At the same time, I dare say she is a very good 
sort of a girl, and will not disgrace you, if you instruct hei 
and manage her properly. But remember my words, she has 
a temper, and you will find it out if you thwart htr.” 


M 
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How sweet and fresh the air was, even in Kensington, when 
Sheila, having dressed and come down stairs, and having duti- 
fully kissed Mrs. Lavender and bade her good-bye, went outside 
with her husband. It was like coming back to the light of day 
from inside the imaginary coffin in which she had fancied 
herself placed. A soft west wind was blowing over the Park, 
and a fairly clear sunlight shining on the May green of the 
trees. And then she hung on her husband’s arm ; and she 
had him to speak to instead of the terrible old woman who 
talked about dying. 

And yet she hoped she had not offended Mrs. Lavender, for 
Frank’s sake. What he thought about the matter he prudently 
resolved to conceal. 

“ Do you know that you have greatly pleased my aunt ? ” he 
said, without the least compunction. He knew if he breathed 
the least hint about what had actually been said, any possible 
amity between the two women would be rendered impossible 
for ever. 

“ Have I really ? ” said Sheila, very much astonished, but 
never thinking for a moment of doubting anything said by 
her husband. 

“ Oh, she likes you awfully ! ” he said, with an infinite 
coolness. 

“ I am so glad ! ” said SheDa, with her face brightening. 
“ I was so afraid, dear, I had offended her. She did -not 
look pleased with me.” 

By this time they had got into a hansom, and were driving 
down to the South Kensington Museum. Lavender would 
have preferred going into the Park ; but what if his aunt, in 
driving by, were to see them? He explained to Sheila the 
absolute necessity of his having to tell that fib about the four 
o’clock engagement ; and when she heard described the drive 
in the closed brougham which she had escaped, perhaps she 
was not so greatly inclined as she ought to have been to pro- 
test against that piece of wickedness. 

“ Oh yes, she likes you awfully,” he repeated, “ and you 
must get to like her. Don’t be frightened by her harsh way 
of saying things ; it is only a mannerism. She is really a kind- 
hearted woman, and would do anything for me. That’s her 
best feature, looking at her character from my point of view.” 

“ How often must we go to see her ? ” asked Sheila. 

“ Oh, not very often. But she will get up dinner-parties, at 
which you will be introduced to batches of her friends And 
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then the best thing you can do is to put yourself under her 
instructions, und take her advice about your drcsa and such 
matters just as you did about your hair. That was veiy good 
uf you." 

“ I am glad you were pleased with me,” said Sheila. “ I will 
do what I can to like her. But she must talk more respectfully 
of you.” 

Lavender laughed that little matter off as a joke : but it 
was far from being a joke to Sheila. She would try to like 
that old woman — yes ; her duty to her liusband ilcmanded that 
slie should. But there are some things wliich a wife — esirecially 
a girl who has been newly made a wife — will never forget ; 
which, on the contrary, she will remember with burning cheeks 
nnd anger, and ind.ignatio''. 



CHAPTER XiJ. 

TRANSFORMATION. 

Had she, then, Lavender could not help asking himself, a bad 
temper, or any other qualities or characteristics which were 
apparent to other people but not to him ? Was it possible 
that, after all, Ingram was right ; and that he had yet to learn 
the nature of the girl he had married ? It would be unfair 
to say that he suspected something wrong about his wife — 
that he fancied she had managed to conceal something — merely 
because Mrs. Lavender had said that Sheila had a bad temper ; 
but here was another person who maintained that, when the 
days of his romance were over, he would see the girl in another 
light. 

Nay, as he continued to ask himself, had not the change 
already begun ? He grew less and less accustomed to see in 
Sheila a beautiful wild sea-bird that had fluttered down, for a 
time, into a strange home in the south. He had not quite 
forgotten or abandoned those imaginative scenes in which 
the wonderful Sea-Princess was to enter crowded drawing- 
rooms and have all the world standing back to regard her and 
admire her, and sing her praises. But now he was not so sure 
that that would be the result of Sheila’s entrance into society. 
As the date of a certain small dinner-party drew near, he began 
to wish she was more like the women he knew. He did not 
object to her strange sweet ways of speech, nor to her odd likes 
and dislikes, nor even to an unhesitating frankness that nearly 
approached rudeness sometimes in its scorn of all compromise 
with the truth ; but how would others regard these things ? 
He did not wish to gain the reputation of having married an 
oddity. 
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‘ Sheila,” he said, on the morning of the day on which they 
were going to this dinner party, “you should not say like-a-ness. 
There are only two syllables in likeness. It really does sound 
absurd to hear you say like-a-ness.'’ 

She looked up to him, with a quick trouble in her eyes. 
When had he objected to her manner of speaking before ? And 
then she cast down her eyes again, and said, submissively — 

“ 1 will try not to speak like that. When you go out, I take 
a book and read aloud, and try to speak like you j but I can- 
not learn all at once.” 

“ I don’t mind,” he said, in an apologetic fashion ; and he 
took her hand as if to show that he meant no unkindness. 
“ But you know other people must think it so odd. I wonder 
why you should always say gyarden for garden now, when it is 
just as easy to S'xy garden." 

Once upon a time he had said that there was no English like 
the English spoken in l.ewis, and had singled out this very word 
as typical of one peculiarity in the pronunciation. But Sheila 
did not remind him of that. She only said, in the same simple 
fashion, — 

“ If you will tell me my faults, I will try to correct them.” 

She turned away from him, to get an envelope for a letter 
she had been writing to her father. He fancied something was 
wrong, and perhaps some touch of compunction smote him, for 
he went after her, and took her hand again, and said, gently, — 

“ Look here, Sheila. When 1 point out any trifles like that, 
you must not call them faults, and fancy I have any serious 
complaint to make. It is for your own good that you should 
meet the people who will be your friends on equal terms, and 
give them as little as possible to talk about.” 

“ I should not mind their talking about me,” said Sheila, with 
her eyes still cast down ; “ but it is your wife they must not 
t.rlk about, and, if you will tell me anything I do wrong, I will 
correct it.” 

“ Oh, you must not think it is anything so serious as that. 
You wdl soon pick up from the ladies you may meet some 
notion of how you differ from them ; and if you should startle 
or puzzle them a little at first by talking about the chances of 
the fishing, or the catching of wild duck, or the way to reclaim 
bog-land, you will soon get over all that.” 

Sheila said nothing ; but she made a mental memorandum 
of three things she was not to talk about. She did not know 
why these subjects should be forbidden ; but she was in a 
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strange land, and going to see strange people, whose habits 
were different from hers. Moreover, wlien her husbind had 
gone, she reflected that these people, having no fishing, and no 
peat-mosses, and no wild duck, could not possibly be interested 
in such affairs ; and thus she fancied she perceived the reason 
why she should avoid all mention of those things. 

When, in the evening, Sheila came down dressed and ready 
to go out, Lavender had to admit to himself that he had married 
an exceedingly beautiful girl, and that there was no country 
awkwardness about her manner, and no placid insipidity about 
her proud and handsome face. For one brief moment he 
triumphed in his heart, and had some wild glimpse of his old 
project of startling his small world with this vision from the 
northern seas. But when he got into the hired brougham, and 
thought of the people he was about to meet, and of the manner 
in which they would carry away such and such impressions of 
the girl, he lost faith in that project. He would much rathei 
have had Sheila unnoticeable and unnoticed — one who would 
quietly take her place at the dinner-table and attract no more 
special attention than the flowers, for example, which every one 
would glance at wdth some satisfaction and then forget in the 
interest of talking and dining. He knew that Ingram would 
have taken Sheila anywhere, in her blue serge dress, and been 
quite content and oblivious of observation. But then, Ingram 
was independent of those social circles in which a married man 
must move, and in which his position is often defined for him by 
the disposition and manners of his wife. Ingram did not know 
how women talked. It was for Sheila’s own sake, he persuaded 
himself, that he was anxious about the impression she should 
make, and that he had drilled her in all that she should do and say. 

“ Above all things,” he said, “ mind you take no notice of 
me. Another man will take you in to dinner, of course ; and 
I shall take in somebody else ; and we shall not be near each 
other. But it’s after dinner, I mean — when the men go into 
the drawing-room, don’t you come and speak to me, or take 
any notice of me whatever.” 

“ Mayn’t I look at you, Frank ? ” 

“ If you do, you’ll have half-a-dozen peojde, all watching you, 
.saying to themselves or to each other, ‘ Boor thing, she hasn’t 
got over her infatuation yet. Isn’t it pretty to see how natui-ally 
her eyes turn towards him ? ’ ” 

“ But I shouldn’t mind them saying that,” said Sheila, with 
a smile. 
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" Oh, you mustn’t be pitied in that fashion. Let them keep 
their compassion to themselves.” 

“ Do you know, dear,” said Sheila, very quietly, “ that I think 
you exaggerate the interest people will take in me. I don’t 
think I can be of such importance to them. I don’t think 
they will be watching me as you fancy.” 

“ Oh, you don’t know,” he said. “ I know they fancy 1 
have done something romantic, heroic, and all that kind ol 
thing, and they are curious to see you.” 

“ They cannot hurt me by looking at me,” said Sheila, simply. 
“And they will soon find out how little there is to discover.” 

The house being in Holland Park, they had not far to go ; 
and just as they were driving up to the door, a young man, 
slight, sandy-haired, and stooping, got out of a hansom and 
crossed the pavement. 

“By Jove,” said Lavender, “there is Redburn. That is 
Lord Arthur Redburn, Sheila : mind, if you sliould talk to him, 
not to call him ‘my lord.’” 

Sheila laughed, and said — 

“ How am I to remember all these things ? ” 

They got into the house, and by and by Lavender found 
himself, with Sheila on his arm, entering a drawing-room to 
present her to certain of his friends. It was a large room, with 
a great deal of gilding and colour about it, and with a conser- 
vatory at the further end ; but the blaze of light had not so 
bewildering an effect on Sheila’s eyes as the ajipearance of two 
ladies to whom she was now introduced. She had heard much 
about them, Slie was curious to see them. Many a time had 
she thought over the strange story Lavender had told her of the 
woman who heard that her husband was dying in hospital 
during the war, and started off, herself and her daughter, to find 
him out — how there was in the same hospital another dying 
man whom they had known some years before, and who had 
gone away because this daughter would not listen to him — how 
this man, being very near to death, begged that the girl would 
do him the last favour he would ask of her, of wearing his 
name and inheriting his property ; and how, some few hours 
after the strange and sad ceremony had been performed, he 
breathed his last, happy in holding her hand. The father died 
next day ; and the two widows were thrown upon the world, 
almost without friends, but not without means. This man 
Lorraine had been possessed of considerable wealth ; and the 
girl who had suddenly become mistress of it found herself able 
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to employ all possible methods of^suaging her mother’s grief. 
They began to travel. The two women went from capital to 
capital, until at last they came to London ; and here, having 
gathered around them a considerable number of friends, they 
proposed to take up their residence permanently. Lavender 
had often talked to Sheila about Mrs. Lorraine — about her 
shrewdness, her sharp sayings, and the odd contrast between 
this clever, keen, frank woman of the world and the woman 
one would have expected to be the heroine of a pathetic tale. 

But were there two Mrs. Lorraines ? That had been Sheila’s 
first question to herself when, after having been introduced to 
one lady under that name, she suddenly saw before her another, 
who was introduced to her as Mrs. Kavanagh. The mother 
and daughter were singularly alike. They had the same slight 
and graceful figure, which made them appear taller than they 
really were ; the same pale, fine, and rather handsome features ; 
the same large, clear, grey eyes ; and apparently the same abun- 
dant mass of soft fair hair, heavily plaited in the latest fashion. 
They were both dressed entirely in black, except that the 
daughter had a band of blue round her slender waist. It was 
soon apparent, too, that the manner of the two women was 
singularly different j Mrs. Kavanagh bearing herself with a cer- 
tain sad reserve that almost approached melancholy at times, 
while her daughter, with more life and spirit in her face, passed 
rapidly through all sorts of varying moods, until one could 
scarcely tell whether the affectation lay in a certain cynical au- 
dacity in her speech, or whether it lay in her assumption of a 
certain coyness and archness, or whether there was no affecta- 
tion at all in the matter. However that might be, there could 
be no doubt about the sincerity of those grey eyes of hers. 
There was something almost cruelly frank in the clear look of 
them ; and when her face was not lit up by some passing smile, 
the pale and fine features seemed to borrow something of 
severity from her unflinching, calm, and dispassionate habit of 
regarding those around her. 

Sheila w'as prepared to like Mrs. Lorraine from the first 
moment she had caught sight of her. The honesty of the grey 
eyes attracted her. And, indeed, the young widow seemed 
very much interested in the young wife, and, so far as she could 
in that awkward period just before dinner, strove to make friends 
with her. Sheila was introduced to a number of people, but 
none of them pleased her as well as Mrs. Lorraine. Then 
dinner was announced, and Sheila found that she was being 
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escorted across the passage to the room on the other side bj 
the young man whom she had seen get out of the hansom) 

This Lord Arthur Red burn was the younger son of a great 
Tory Duke ; he represented in the House a small country 
borough which his father practically owned ; he had a fair 
amount of ability, an uncommonly high opinion of himself, and 
a certain affectation of being bored by the frivolous ways and 
talk of ordinary society. He gave himself credit for being the 
clever member of the family ; and, if there was any cleverness 
going, he had it ; but there were some who said that his 
reputation in the House and elsewhere as a good speaker was 
mainly based on the fact that he had an abundant assurance 
and was not easily put out. Unfortunately the public could 
come to no decision on the point, for the reporters were not 
kind to Lord Arthur ; and the substance of his speeches was 
as unknown to the world as his manner of delivering them. 

Now Mrs. Lorraine had intended to tell this young man 
something about the girl whom he was to take in to dinner ; 
but she herself had been so occupied with Sheila that the 
opportunity escaped her. Lord Arthur accordingly knew only 
that he was beside a very pretty woman, who was a Mrs. 
Somebody — the exact name he had not caught — and that 
the few words she had spoken were pronounced in a curious 
way. Probably, he thought, she was from Dublin. 

He also arrived at the conclusion that she was too pretty to 
know anything about the Deceased Wife’s Sister Bill, in which 
he was, for family reasons, deeply interested ; and considered 
it more likely that she would prefer to talk about theatres and 
such things. 

“ Were you at Covent Garden last night ? ” he said. 

“No,” answered Sheila. “But I was there two da3’'s ago, 
and it is very pretty to see the flowers and the fruit, and they 
smell so sweetly as you walk through.’’ 

“ Oh yes, it is delightful,” said Lord Arthur. “ But I sras 
speaking of the theatre.” 

“ Is there a theatre in there? ” 

He stared at her, and inwardly hoped she was not mad. 

“ Not in among the shops, no. But don’t you know Covent 
Garden Theatre ? ” 

“ I have never been in any theatre, not yet,” said Sheila. 

And then it began to dawn upon him that he must be talking 
to Frank Lavender’s wife. Was there not some rumour about 
the girl having come from a remote part of the H ighlands ? He 
determined on a bold stroke. 
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“ You have not been long enough in London to see the 
theatres, I suppose.” 

And then Sheila, taking it for granted that he knew her 
husband very well, and that he was quite familiar with all the 
circumstances of the case, began to chat to him freely enough. 
He found that this Highland girl of whom he had heard vaguely 
was not at all shy. He began to feel interested. By and by 
he actually made efforts to assist her frankness by becoming 
equally frank, and by telling her all he knew of the things with 
which they were mutually acquainted. Of course, by this time 
they had got up into the Highlands. The young man had 
himself been in the Highlands — frequently, indeed. He had 
never crossed to Lewis, but he had seen the island from the 
Sutherlandshire coast. There were very many deer in Suther- 
landshire, were there not ? Yes, he had been out a great many 
times, and had his share of adventures. Had he not gone out 
before daylight, and waited on the top of a hill, hidden by some 
rocks, to watch the mists clear along the hill-sides and in the 
valley below ? Did not he tremble when he fired his first shot, 
and had not something passed before his eyes so that he could 
not see for a moment whether the stag had fallen or was away 
like lightning down the bed of the stream ? .Somehow or 
other Lord Arthur found himself relating all his experiences as 
if he were a novice begging for the good opinion of a master. 
She knew all about il, obviously; and he would tell her his 
small adventures, if only that she might laugh at him. But 
Sheila did not laugh. She was greatly delighted to have this 
talk about the hilhs, and the deer, and the wet mornings. She 
forgot all about the dinner before her. The servants whipped 
off successive plates without her seeing anything of them ; 
they received random answers about wine, so that she had three 
full glasses standing by her untouched. She was no more in 
Holland Park at that moment than were the wild animals of 
which she spoke so proudly and lovingly. If the great and 
frail masses of flowers on the table brought her any perfume at 
all, it was a scent of peat-smoke. Lord Arthur thought that 
his companion was a little too frank and confiding ; or rather 
that she would have been, had she been talking to any one but 
himself. He rather liked it. He was pleased to have established 
friendly relations with a pretty woman in so short a space ; but 
ought not her husband to give her a hint about not admitting 
all and sundry to the enjoyment of these favours ? Perhaps, 
too, I .ord Arthur felt bound to admit to himself there were some 
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men who more than others inspired confidence in women. 
He laid no claims to being a fascinating person ; but he had 
had his share of success ; and considered that Sheila showed 
discrimination as well as good-nature in talking so to him. 
I'here was, after all, no necessity for her husband to warn her. 
She would know how to guard against admitting all men to a 
like intimacy. In the meantime, he was very well pleased to 
be sitting beside this pretty and agreeable companion, who 
had an abundant fund of good spirits, and who showed no sort 
of conscious embarrassment in thanking you with a bright look 
of her eyes or by a smile when you told her something that 
pleased or amused her. 

But these flattering little speculations were doomed to receive 
a sudden check. 'I’he juvenile M.P. began to remark that a 
shade occasion, illy crossed the face of his fair companion ; and 
that she sometimes looked a little anxiously across the table, 
where Mr. Lavender and Mrs. Lorraine were seated, half-hidden 
from view by a heap of silver and flowers in the middle of the 
hoard. But though they could not easily be seen, except at 
such moments as they turned to address some neighbour, they 
could be distinctly enough heard, when there was any lull in 
the general conversation. And what Sheila heard did not 
please her. She began to like that fair, cleai'-eyed young woman 
less. Perhaps her husband meant nothing by the fashion in 
which he talked of marriage, and the condition of a married 
man ; but she would rather have not heard him talk so. 
Moreover, she was aware that, in the gentlest possible fashion, 
Mrs. Lorraine was making fun of her companion, and exposing 
him to small and graceful shafts of ridicule ; while he seemed, 
on the whole, to enjoy these attacks. 

The ingenious self-love of Lord Arthur Redburn, M.P., was 
severely wounded by the notion that, after all, he had been made 
a cat’s-paw of by a jealous wife. He had been flattered by this 
girl’s exceeding friendliness; he had given her credit for a genuine 
impulsiveness which seemed to him as pleasing as it was un- 
common ; and he had, with the moderation expected of a man 
in politics, who hoped some day to assist in the government of 
the nation by accepting a Junior Lordship, admired her. But 
was it all pretence? Was she paying court to him merely to 
annoy her husband ? Had her enthusiasm about the shooting 
of red deer been prompted by a wish to attract a certain pair of 
eyes at the other side of the table ? Lord Arthur began to sneer 
at himself for having been duped. He ought to have known. 
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Women were as much women in a Hebridean island as in Bays- 
water. He began to treat Sheila with a little more coolness ; 
' while she became more and more pre-occupied with the couple 
across the table, and sometimes was innocently rude in answer 
ing his questions somewhat at random. 

When the ladies were going into the drawing-room, Mrs. 
Lorraine put her hand within Sheila’s arm, and led her to the 
entrance of the conservatory. 

“ I hope we shall be friends,” she said. 

“ I hope so," said Sheila, not very warmly. 

“ Until you get better acquainted with your husband’s friends, 
you will feel rather lonely at being left as at present, I sup- 
pose.” 

“ A little,” said Sheila. 

“ It is a silly thing, altogether. If men smoked after dinner, 
I could understand it. But they merely sit, looking at wine 
they don’t drink, talking a few commonplaces, and yawning.’’ 

“ Why do they do it, then ? ” said Sheila. 

“ They don’t do it everywhere. But here we keep to the 
manners and customs of the ancients." 

“What do you know about the manneis of the ancients?” 
said Mrs. Kavanagh, tapping her daughter’s shoulder, as she 
passed with a sheet of music. 

“ I have studied them frequently, mamma,” said the daughter 
with composure — “ in the monkey-house at the Zoological 
Gardens.” 

The mamma smiled and passed on to place the music on the 
piano. Sheila did not understand what her companion had 
said ; and, indeed, Mrs. Lorraine immediately turned, with the 
same calm, fine face, and careless eyes, to ask Sheila whether 
she would not, by and by, sing one of those northern songs of 
which Mr. Lavender had told her, 

A tall girl, with her back-hair tied in a knot, and her costume 
copied from a well-known pre-Raphaelite drawing, sat down to 
the piano, and sang a mystic song of the present day, in which 
the moon, the stars, and other natural objects behaved strangely, 
and were somehow mixed up with the appeal of a maiden who 
demanded that her dead lover should be reclaimed from the 
sea. 

“ Do you ever go down to your husband’s studio ? ” said 
Mrs. Lorraine. 

Sheila glanced towards the lady at the piano. 

“ Oh, you may talk,” said Mrs. Lorraine, with the least ex- 
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pressioii of contempt in the grey eyes. “ She is singing to 
gratify herself, not us.’' 

“ Yes, I sometimes go down,” said Sheila, in as low a voice 
as she could manage without falling into a whisper ; “ and it is 
such a dismal place. It is very hard on him to have to work 
in a big bare room like that, with the windows half-blinded. But 
sometimes I think Frank would rather have me out of the way.” 

“ And what would he do if both of us were to pay him a 
visit ? ” said Mrs. Lorraine. “ I should like to see the studio. 
Won’t you call for me some day and take me with you ? ” 

Take her with her, indeed ! blieila began to wonder that she 
did not propose to go alone. P'ortunately, there was no need 
to answer the question ; for at this moment the song came to 
an end, and there was a general movement and murmur of 
gratitude. 

“ Thank you,” said Mrs. Lorraine, to the lady who had sung, 
and who was now returning to the photographs she had left. 
“ Thank you very much. I knew some one would instantly 
ask you to sing that song — it is the most charming of all 
your songs, I think, and how well it suits your voice, too!” 

Then she turned to Sheila again. 

“ How did you like Lord Aithur Redburn ? ’ 

“ I think he is a veiy good young man.” 

“ Young men are never good ; but they may be amiable,” 
said Mrs. Lorraine, not peiceiving that Sheila had blundered on 
a wiong adjective, and that she had really meant ihat she thought 
him honest and pleasant. 

“ You did not speak at all, I think, to your neighbour on the 
right ; that was wise of you. He is a most insufferable person, 
but mamma bears wdth him for the sake of his daughter, who 
sang just now. He is too rich. And he smiles blandly, and 
takes a sort of after-dinner view of things, as if he coincided 
with the arrangements of Providence. Don't you take coffee? 
Tea, then. I have met your aunt — I mean Mr. ]..avender’s 
aunt — such a dear old lady she is ! ” 

“ I don’t like her,” said Sheila. 

“Oh, don’t you, really?” 

“ Not at present ; but I shall try to like her.” 

“Well,” said Mrs. Lorraine, calmly, “you know she has 
her peculiarities. I wish she wouldn’t talk so much about 
Marcus Antoninus and doses of medicine. I fancy I smell 
calomel when she comes near. I suppose if she were in a 
pantomime, they’d dress her up as a phial, tie a string round 
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her neck, and label her ‘ Poison.’ Dear me, how languici 
one gets in this climate. Let us sit down. I wish I was as 
strong as mamma.” 

They sat down together, and Mrs. Lorraine evidently ex- 
pected to be petted and made much of by her new com- 
panion. She gave herself pretty little airs and graces, and 
said no more cutting things about anybody. And Sheila some- 
how found herself being drawn to the girl, so that she could 
scarcely help taking her hand, and saying how sorry she was 
to see her so pale, and fine, and delicate. The hand, too, 
was so small that the tiny white fingers seemed scarcely bigger 
than the claws of a bird. Was not that slender waist, to which 
some little attention was called by a belt of bold blue, just a 
little too slender for health, although the bust and shoulders 
were exquisitely and finely proportioned ? 

“ We were at the Academy all the morning, and mamma is 
not a bit tired. Why has not Mr. Lavender anything in the 
Academy ? Oh, I forgot,” she added, with a smile ; “ of 
course he has been very much engaged. Tut now, I suppose, 
he will settle down to work." 

Sheila wished that this fragile-looking girl would not so 
continually refer to her husband ; but how was any one to find 
fault with her, when she put a little air of plaintiveness into the 
ordinarily cold grey eyes, and looked at her small hand, as 
much as to say, “ The fingers there are very small, and even 
whiter than the glove that covers them. They are the fingers 
of a child, who ought to be petted.” 

Then the men came in from the dining-room. I.avender 
looked round to see where Sheila was — perhaps with a trifle of 
disappointment that she was not the most prominent figure 
there. Had he expected to find all the women surrounding 
her, and admiring her, and all the men going up to pay court to 
her ? Sheila was seated near a small table, and Mrs. Lorraine 
was show'ing her something. She was Ju-.t like anybody else. 
If she was a wonderful Sea-Princess who had come into a new 
world, no one seemed to observe her. The only thing that 
distinguished her from the women around her was her fresh 
ness of colour and the unusual combination of black eye- 
lashes and dark-blue eyes. Lavender had arranged that 
Sheila’s first appearance in public should be at a very quiet 
little dinner-party; but even here she failed to create any 
profound impression. She was, as he had to confess to him 
self again, just like anybody else. 
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He went over to where Mrs. Lorraine was, ami sat down 
beside her. Sheila, remembering his injunctions, felt bound 
to leave him there ; and as he rose to speak to Mrs. Kava- 
nagh, who was standing by, that lady came and begged her 
to sing a Highland song. By this time. Lavender had 
succeeded in interesting his companion about something or 
other; and neither of them noticed that Sheila had gone to 
the piano, attended by the young politician who had taken 
her in to dinner. Nor did they interrupt their talk merely 
because some one played a few bars of prelude. But what 
was this that suddenly startled Lavender to the heart, causing 
him to look up with surprise? He had not heard the air 
since he was in Borva, and when Sheila sang 


“ Hark ! hark, the horn 
On mountain breezes borne ! 
Awake, it is mom ; 

Awake, Monaltrie ! ’’ 


all sorts of reminiscences came rushing in upon him. How 
often had he heard that wild story of Monaltrie’s flight sung in 
the small chamber over the sea, with a sound of the waves 
outside, and a scent of sea-weed coming in at the door and 
the windows ! It was from the shores of Borva that young 
Monaltrie must have fled. It must have been in Borva that 
his sweetheart sat in her bower and sang, the burden of all 
her singing being “ Return Monaltrie ! ” And then as Sheila 
sang now, making the monotonous and plaintive air wild and 
strange — 

“ Wluat cries of wild despair 
Awake the sultry air ? 

Frenzied with anxious care, 

She seeks Monaltrie ! ” 

he heard no more of the song. He v/as thinking of bygone 
days in Borva, and of old Mackenzie living in his lonely 
house there. When Sheila had finished singing, he looked at 
her, and it seemed to him that she was still tliat wonderful 
Princess whom he had wooed on the shores of the Atlantic. 
And if those people did not see her as he saw her, ought 
he to be disappointed because of their blindness ? 

But if they saw nothing mystic or wonderful about Sheila, 
they at all events were considerably surprised by the strange 
sort of music she sang. It was not of a sort commonly heard 
in a LondoH drawing-room. The pathos of its minor chords, 
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its abrupt intervals, startling and wild in their elFect, and the 
slowly-subsiding wail in which it closed, did not much resemble 
the ordinary drawing-room “ piece.” Here, at least, Sheila had 
produced an impression ; and presently there was a heap of 
people round the piano, expressing their admiration, asking 
questions, and begging her to continue. But she rose. She 
would rather not sing just then. Whereupon Lavender came 
out to her, and said — 

“ Sheila, won’t you sing that wild one about the farewell 
— that has the sound of the pipes in it, you know ? ” 

“ Oh, yes,” she said, directly. 

Lavender went back to his companion. 

” She is very obedient to you,” said Mrs. Lorraine, with a smile 

“ She is a very good girl,” he said. 

“ Oh I soft be thy slumbers, by Tigh-na-!mne’s waters ; 

Thy late-wake was sung by Macdmimid’s fair daughters ; 

But far in Lochaber the true heart was weeping 

Whose hopes are entombed in the grave where thou’rt sleeping ; ” 

— so Sheila sang ; and it seemed to the people that this ballad 
was even more strange than its predecessor. When the song 
was over, Sheila seemed rather anxious to get out of the 
crowd, and indeed walked away into the conservatory to have 
a look at the flowers. 

Yes, Lavender had to confess to himself, Sheila was just 
like anybody else in thia drawing-room. His Sea-Princess had 
produced no startling impression. He forgot that he had just 
been teaching her the necessity of observing the ways ana 
customs of the people around her, so that she might avoid 
singularity. 

On one point, at least, she was resolved she would attend 
to his counsels — she would not make him ridiculous by any 
show of affection before the eyes of strangeis. She did not 
go near him the whole evening. She remained for the most 
part in that half-conservatory, half ante-room at the end of the 
drawing-room ; and when any one talked to her she answered, 
and when she was left alone she turned to the flowers. All 
this time, however, she could observe that Lavender and Mrs. 
Lorraine were very much engrossed in their conversation ; 
that she seemed very much amused, and he at times a trifle 
embarrassed ; and that both of them had apparently forgotten 
her existence. Mrs. Kavanagh was continually coming to 
Sheila, and trying to coax her back into tlie larger room ; but 
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in vain. She would rather not sing any more that night. She 
liked to look at flowers. She was not tired at all ; and she 
had already seen those wonderful photographs about which 
everybody was talking. 

“ Well, Sheila, how did you enjoy yourself?" said her hus- 
band, as they were driving home. 

“ I wish Mr. Ingram had been there,” said Sheila. 

“ Ingram ! he would not have stopped in the place five 
minutes, unless he could play the part of Diogenes, and say 
rude things to everybody all round. Were you at all dull?” 

“ A little.” 

“ Didn’t somebody look after you ? ” 

“ Oh yes, many persons were very kind. But — but ” 

“Well?" 

“ hJobody seemed to be better off than myself. They all 
seemed to be wanting something to do ; and I am sure tlrey 
were all very glad to come away.” 

“ No, no, no, Sheila. That is only your fancy. You were not 
much interested, that is evident ; but you will get on better 
when you know more of the people. You were a stranger — 
that is what disappointed you ; but you will not always be a 
stranger.” 

Sheila did not answer. Perhaps she contemplated with no 
great hope or longing the possibility of her coming to like such 
a method of getting through an evening. At all events, she 
looked forward with no great pleasure to the chance of her 
having to become friends with Mrs. Lorraine. All the way 
home, Sheila was examining her own heart to try to discover 
why such bitter feelings should be there. Surely that American 
girl was honest ; there was honesty in her grey eyes. She had 
been most kind to Sheila herself. And was there not at 
times — when she abandoned the ways and speech of a woman 
of the world — a singular coy fascination about her, that any 
man might be excused for yielding to, even as any woman 
might yield to it ? Sheila fought with herself ; and resolved 
that she would cast forth from her heart those harsh fancies 
and indignant feelings that seemed to have established them- 
selves there. She would not hate Mrs. Lorraine. 

As for Lavender, what was he thinking of, now that he and 
his young wife were driving home from their first experiment 
in society ? He had to confess to a certain sense of failure. 
His dreams had irot been realized. Everyone who had spoken 
to him had conveyed to him, as freely as good manners would 
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admit, their congratulations, and their praises of his wife. 
But the impressive scenes he had been forecasting were out of 
the question. There was a little curiosity about her, on the 
part of those who knew her story; and that was all. Sheila 
bore herself very well. She made no blunders. She had a 
good presence; she sang well; and everyone could see that 
she was handsome, gentle, and honest. Surely, he argued 
with himself, that ought to content the most exacting. But, in 
spite of all argument, he was not quite satisfied. He did not 
regret that he had sacrificed his liberty in a freak of romance ; 
he did not even regard tlie fact of a man in his position having 
dared to marry a jDenniless girl as anything very meritorious or 
heroic ; but he had hoped that the dramatic circumstances of 
the case would be duly recognized by his friends, and that 
Sheila would be an object of interest, and wonder, and talk in 
an whole series of social circles. The result of his adventure, 
he now saw, was difi'erent. There was only one married man 
the more in London ; and London was not disposed to pay 
any particular heed to the circumstance. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

RY THE WATERS OF BABYLON. 

If Frank Lavender had been told that his love for his wife 
was in danger of waning, he would have laughed the suggestion 
to scorn. He was as fond of her and as proud of her as ever. 
Who knew as well as himself the tenderness of her heart, the 
proud sensitiveness of her conscience, the generosity of self- 
sacrifice she was always ready to bestow ; and was he likely to 
become blind, so that he should fail to see how fair, and 
fearless, and handsome she was ? Nothing was too good for 
her. He was recklessly extravagant in buying her jewellery, 
dresses, and what not; and she was abundantly grateful. 
Nor had he relinquished those wild dreams of future renown 
which was to be consecrated all to her. He would make the 
name and the fame of Sheila known to all the world, not for 
his own sake, but that she might be pleased. He had been 
disappointed, it is true, in his fancies about the impression she 
would produce on his Aiends ; but what a trifle was that ! The 
folly of those fancies was his own. For the rest, he was glad 
that Sheila was not so different from the other women whom he 
knew. He hit upon the profound reflection, as he sat alone in 
his studio, that a man’s wife, like his costume, should not be so 
remarkable as to attract attention. The perfection of dress 
was that you should be unconscious of its presence : might that 
not be so with marriage ? After all, it was better that he had 
not bound himself to lug about a lion whenever he visited 
people’s houses. 

Still there was something. He found himself a good deal 
alone. Sheila did not seem to care much for going into society ; 
and although he did not greatly like the notion of going by 
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himself, nevertheless one had certain duties towards one’s friends 
to perform. She did not even care to go down to the Park of 
a forenoon. She always professed her readiness to go ; but he 
fancied it was a trifle tiresome for her ; and so, when there was 
nothing particular going on in the studio, he would walk down 
through Kensington Gardens himself, and have a chat with some 
friends, followed generally by luncheon with this or the other 
party of them. Sheila had been taught that she ought not to 
come so frequently to that studio. Bras would not lie quiet. 
Moreover, if dealers or other strangers should come in, would 
they not take her for a model ? So Sheila stayed at home ; and 
Mr. I.avender, after having dressed with care in the morning 
— with very singular care, indeed, considering that he was 
going to liis work — used to go down to his studio to smoke a 
cigarette. The chances were that he was not in a humour for 
working. Those dreams of a great renown which he was to win 
for Sheila’s sake were too vast, remote, and impalpable to be 
fastened down to any square bit of canvas. He would sit 
down in an easy-chair, and kick his heels on the floor for a time, 
watching perhaps the sunlight come in through the upper part 
of the windows and paint yellow squares on the opposite wall. 
Then he would go out and lock the door behind him ; leaving 
no mes.sage whatever for those crowds of importunate dealers 
who, as Sheila fancied, were besieging him with offers in one 
hand and purses of gold in the other. 

One morning, after she had been indoors for two or three 
days, and had grown hopelessly tired of the monotony of 
watching that sunlit s(iuare, she was filled with an unconquerable 
longing to go away, for however brief a space, from the sight of 
houses. The morning was sweet, and clear, and bright ; white 
clouds were slowly crossing a fair blue sky ; and a fresh and 
cool breeze was blowing in at the open French windows. 

“Bras,” she said, going downstairs, and out into the small 
garden, “ we are going into the country.” 

The great deerhound seemed to know ; and rose and came 
to her with great gravity, while she clasped on the leash. He 
was no frisky animal to show his delight by yelping and gam- 
bolling ; but he laid his long nose in her hand, and slowly 
wagged the down-drooping curve of his shaggy tail ; and then 
he placidly walked by her side up into the hall, where he stood 
awaiting her. 

She would go along and beg of her husband to leave his 
w'ork for a day, and go with her for a walk down to Richmond 
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Park. She had often heard Mr. Ingram speak of walking down ; 
and she remembered that much of the road was pretty. Why 
should not her husband have one holiday ? 

" It is such a shame,” she had said to him tliat morning, as 
he left, “ that you will be going into that gloomy place, with its 
bare walls and chairs, and the windows so that you cannot see 
out of them.” 

“ I must get some work done somehow, Sheila,” he said ; 
although he did not tell her that he had not finished a picture 
since his marriage. 

“ I wish I could do some of it for you,” she said. 

“ You ! All the work you’re good for is catching fish, and 
feeding ducks, and hauling up sails. Why don’t you come 
down and feed the ducks in the Serpentine ? ” 

“ I should like to do that,” she answered. “ I will go any 
day with you.” 

“ Well,” he said, “ you see, I don’t know until I get along 
to the studio whether I can get away for the forenoon ; and 
then, if I were to come back here, you would have little or no 
time to dress. Good-bye, Sheila.” 

“ Good-bye,” she had said to him, giving up the Serpentine 
without much regret. 

But the forenoon liad turned out so deliglitful that she thought 
she would go along to the studio, and hale him out of that 
gaunt and dingy apartment She should take him away from 
town ; therefore she might put on that rough blue dress in 
which she used to go boating in Loch Roag. She had lately 
smartened it up a bit with some white biaid ; and she hoped he 
would approve. 

Did the big hound know the dress? He rubbed his head 
against her arm and hand when she came down ; and looked 
up, and whined almost inaudibly. 

*' You are going out. Bras ; and you must be a good dog, 
and not try to go after the deer. Then I will send a very good 
story of you to Mairi ; and when she comes to London, after 
the harvest is over, she will bring you a present from the Lewis, 
and you will be very proud.” 

She v/ent out into the square, and was perhaps a little glad to 
get away from it, as she was not sure of the blue dress and the 
small hat with its sea-gull’s feather being precisely the costume 
she ought to wear. When she got into the Uxbridge Road 
she breathed more freely ; and in the lightness of her heart she 
continued her conversation with Bras, giving that attentive 
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animal a vast amount of infonnation, partly in English, partly 
in Gaelic, which he only answered by a low whine or a Shake 
of his shaggy head. 

But these confidences were suddenly interrupted. She had 
got down to Addison Terrace, and was contentedly looking at 
the trees and chatting to the dog, when by accident her eye 
happened to light on a brougham that was driving past. In it 
— she beheld them both clearly for a brief second — were her 
husband and Mrs. Lorraine, engaged in conversation, so that 
neither of them saw her. Sheila stood on the pavement for a 
couple of minutes, absolutely bewildered. All sorts of wild 
fancies and recollections came crowding in upon her — reasons 
why her husband was unwilling that she should visit his studio 
— why Mrs. Lorraine never called on her — and so forth, and 
so forth. She did not know what to think for a time ; but 
presently all this tumult was stilled, and she had bravely 
resolved her doubts and made up her mind as to what she 
should do. She could not susjrect her husband — that was the 
one sweet security to which she clung. He had made use of 
no duplicity ; if there was anything wrong — and perhaps she 
committed a great injustice in even imagining such a pos- 
sibility — he, at least, was certainly not in fault. And if this 
Mrs. Lorraine should amuse him and interest him, who could 
grudge him this break in the monotony of his work ? Sheila 
knew that she herself disliked going to those fashionable 
gatherings to which Mrs. Lorraine went, and to which Lavender 
had been accustomed to go before he was married. How 
could she expect him to give up all his old habits and pleasures 
for her sake? She would be more reasonable and more 
generous. It was her own fault that she was not a better 
companion for him ; and was it for her, then, to think hardly 
of him because he went to the Park with a friend instead of 
going alone? 

Yet there was a great bitterness and grief in her heart as she 
turned and walked on. She spoke no morrfT;o the deerhound 
by her side. There seemed to be less sunlight in the air ; and 
the people and carriages passing were hardly so busy and 
cheerful and interesting as they had been. But all the same, 
she would go to Richmond Park, and by herself ; for what was 
the use of calling in at the studio ; and how could she go back 
home and sit in the house, knowing that her husband was 
away at some flower-show, or morning concert, or some such 
thing, with that young American lady ? 
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She knew no other road to Richmond than that by which 
theylhad driven shortly after her arrival in London ; and so it 
was that she went down and over Hammersmith Bridge, and 
round by Mortlake, and so on by East Sheen. The road 
seemed terribly long. She was an excellent walker, and in 
ordinary circumstances would have done the distance without 
fatigue ; but when at length she saw the gates of the Park 
before her, she was at once exceedingly tired, and almost faint 
from hunger. Here was the hotel in which they had dined ; 
should she enter? The place seemed very grand and for- 
bidding : she had scarcely even looked at it as she went up the 
steps with her husband by her side. However, she would 
venture j and accordingly she went up and into the vestibule, 
looking rather timidly about. A young gentleman, apparently 
not a waiter, approached her, and seemed to wait for her to 
speaL It was a terrible moment. What was she to ask for, 
and could she ask it of this young man ? Fortunately he spoke 
first, and asked her if she wished to go into the coffee-room, 
and if she expected anyone. 

“No, I do not expect any one,” she said, and she knew that 
he would perceive the peculiarity of her accent ; “ but if you 
will be kind enough to tell me where I may have a biscuit ” 

It occurred to her that to go into the Star and Garter for a 
biscuit was absurd ; and she added, wildly — 

“ or anything to eat.” 

The young man obviously regarded her with some surprise : 
but he was very courteous, and showed her into the coffee-room, 
and called a waiter to her. Moreover, he gave permission for 
Bras to be admitted into the room, Sheila promising that he 
would lie under the table and not budge an inch. Then she 
looked round. There were only three persons in the room ; 
one an old lady seated by herself in a far corner, the other two 
being a couple of young folks too much engrossed with each 
other to mind any one else. She began to feel more at home. 
The waiter suggested various things for lunch ; and she made 
her choice of something cold. Then she mustered up courage 
to ask for a glass of sherry. How she would have enjoyed all 
this as a story to tell to her husband but for that incident of 
the morning ! She would have gloried in her outward bravery 
and made him smile with a description of her inward terror. 
She would have written about it to the old King of Boiwa, and 
bid him consider how she had been transformed, and what 
strange scenes Bras was now witnessing. But all that was over. 
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She felt as if she could no longer ask her husband to be amused 
by her childish experiences ; and as for writing to her father, 
she dared not write to him in her present mood. Perhaps 
some happier time would come. Sheila paid her bill. She 
had heard her husband and Mr. Ingram talk about tipping 
waiters, and knew that she ought to give something to the man 
who had attended on her. But how much ? He was a very 
august- looking person, with formally-cut whiskers, and a severe 
expression of face. When he had brought the change to her 
she timidly selected a half-crown, and offered it to him. There 
was a little glance of surprise ; she feared she had not given 
him enough. Then he said, “ Thank you ! ” in a vague and 
distant fashion, and she was sure she had not given him 
enough. But it was too late. Bras was summoned from 
beneath the table ; and again she went out into the fresh air. 

“ Oh, my good dog ! ” she said to him, as they together 
walked up to the gates and into the Park, “ this is a very 
extravagant country. You have to pay halfa-crown to a ser- 
vant for bringing you a piece of cold pie, and then he looks 
as if he was not paid enough. And Duncan, who will do 
everything about the house, and will give us all our dinners, 
it is only a pound a week he will get, and Scarlett has to be 
kept out of that. And wouldn’t you like to see poor old 
Scarlett again ? ” 

Bras whined as if he understood every word. 

“ I suppose now she is hanging out the washing on the 
gooseberry bushes, and you know the song she always used to 
sing then ? Don’t you know that Scarlett carried me about 
long before you were bom, for you are a mere infant compared 
to me, and she used to sing to me — 


‘ Ged’ liheiite mi’ bho’n bhas so 
Mho Sheila bheag 6g’ I ' 


And that is what she is singing just now ; and Mairi she is 
bringing the things out of the washing-house. Papa he is over 
in Stornoway this morning, arranging his accounts with the 
people there, and perhaps he is down at the quay, looking at 
the Clansman, and wondering when she is to bring me into the 
harbour. Ah — h ! You bad dog.” 

Bras had forgotten to listen to his mistress in the excitement 
of seeing in the distance a large herd of deer under certain 
trees. She felt by the leash that he was trembling in every 
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limb with expectation, and straining hard on the collar. Again 
and again she admonished him — in vain ; until she had at last 
to drag him away down the hill, putting a small plantation be- 
tween him and the herd. Here she found a large, umbrageous 
chestnut tree, with a wooden seat round its trunk, and so she sat 
down in the green twilight of the leaves, while Bras came and 
put his head in her lap. Out beyond the shadow of the tree all 
the world lay bathed in sunlight ; and a great silence brooded 
over the long undulations of the Park, where not a human being 
was in sight. How strange it was, she fell to thinking, that 
within a short distance there were millions of men and women, 
while here she was absolutely alone. Did they not care, then, 
for the sunlight, and the trees, and the sweet air ? Were they 
so wrapped up in those social observances that seemed to her so 
barren of interest ? 

“ They have a beautiful country here,” she said, talking in a 
rambling and wistful way to Bras, and scarcely noticing the eager 
light in his eyes, as if he were trying to understand. “ They 
have no rain, and no fog ; almost always blue skies, and the 
clouds high up and far away. And the beautiful trees they have 
too — you never saw anything like that in the Lewis — not even 
at Stornoway. And the people are so rich, and beautiful in 
their dress, and all the day they have only to think how to enjoy 
themselves, and what new amusement is for the morrow. But 
I think they are tired of having nothing to do — or perhaps, you 
know, they are tired because they have nothing to fight against 
— no hard weather, and hunger, and poverty. They do not care 
for each other as they would if they were working on the same 
farm, and trying to save up for the winter ; or if they were going 
out to the fishing, and very glad to come home again from 
Caithness to find all the old people very well, and the young 
ones ready for a dance, and a dram, and much joking and 
laughing and telling of stories. It is a very great difference 
there will be in the people — very great.” 

She rose, and looked wistfully around her, and then turned 
with a sigh to make her way to the gates. It was with no 
especial sort of gladness that she thought of returning home. 
Here, in the great stillness, she had been able to dream of tire 
far island which she knew, and to fancy herself for a few minutes 
there ; now she was going back to the dreary monotony of her 
life in that square, and to the doubts and anxieties which had 
been suggested to her in the morning. The world she was about 
to enter once more seemed so much less homely, so much less 
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full.of interest and purpose, than that other and distant world 
she had been wistfully regarding for a time. The people around 
her had neither the joys nor the sorrows with which she had 
been taught to sympathise. Their cares seemed to her to be 
exaggerations of trifles ; she could feel no pity for them, their 
satisfaction was derived from sources unintelligible to her. And 
the social atmosphere around her seemed still, and close, and 
suffocating ; so that she was like to cry out at times for pne 
breath of God’s clear wind — for a shaft of lightning even — 
to cut through the sultry and drowsy sameness of her life. 

She had almost forgotten the dog by her side. While sitting 
under the chestnut she had carelessly and loosely wound the 
leash round his neck, in the semblance of a collar ; and when 
she rose and came away, she let the dog walk by her side 
without undoing the leash and taking proper charge of him. 
She was thinking of far other things, when she was startled 
by some one calling her — 

“ Look out. Miss, or you’ll have your dog shot ! ” 

She turned, and caught a glimpse of that which sent a thrill 
of terror to her heart. Bras had sneaked off from her side — had 
trotted lightly over the breckans, and was now in full chase of 
a herd of deer which were flying down the slope on the other 
side of the plantation. He rushed now at one, now at another ; 
the very number of chances presented to him proving the safety 
of the whole herd. But as Sheila, with a swift flight that would 
have astonished most townbred girls, followed the wild chase 
and came to the crest of the slope, she could see that the hound 
had at length singled out a particular deer — a fine buck with 
handsome horns, that was making straight for the foot of the 
valley. The herd, that had been much scattered, were now 
drawing together again, though checking nothing of their speed ; 
but this single buck had been driven from his companions, and 
was doing his utmost to escape from the fangs of the power- 
ful animal behind him. 

What could she do but run wildly and breathlessly on ? 
The dog was now far beyond the reach of her voice. She had 
no whistle. All sorts of fearful anticipations rushed in on her 
mind— the most prominent of all being the anger of her father 
if Eras were shot. How could she go back to Borva with such 
a tale; and how could she live in London without this com- 
panion who had come with her from the far north? Then 
wlrat terrible things were connected with the killing of a deer 
in a Royal Park ? She remembered vaguely what Mr. Ingram 
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and her husband had been saying; and while these things 
were crowding in upon her, she felt her strength beginning to 
fail, while both the dog and the deer had disappeared alto- 
gether from sight. 

Strange, too, that in the midst of her fatigue and fright, 
while she still managed to struggle on, with a sharp pain at her 
heart and a sort of mist before her eyes, she had a vague 
consciousness that her husband would be vexed, not by the 
conduct or the fate of Bras, but by her being the heroine of so 
mad an adventure. She knew that he wished her to be serious, 
and subdued, and proper, like the ladies whom she met ; while 
an evil destiny seemed to dog her footsteps and precipitate her 
into all sorts of erratic mishaps and “scenes.” However, this 
adventure was likely soon to have an end. 

She could go no further. Whatever had become of Bras, it 
was in vain for her to think of pursuing him. When she at 
length reached a broad and smooth road leading through the 
pasture, she could only stand still and press her two hands 
(,ver her heart, while her head seemed giddy, and she did not 
see two men who had been standing on the road close by 
until they came up and addressed her. 

Then she started, and looked round ; finding before her two 
men who were apparently labourers of some sort, one of them 
having a shovel over his shoulder, 

“ Beg your pardon. Miss, but wur that your dawg ? ” 

“ Yes,” she said, eagerly. “ Could you get it? Did you see 
him go by ? Do you know where he is ? ” 

“ Me and my mate saw him go by, sure enough ; but as for 
getting him — why, the keepers ’ll have shot him by this time.” 

“ Oh no !” cried Sheila, almost in tears, “ they must not 
shoot him. It was my fault. I will pay them for all the harm 
he has done. Can’t you tell me w'hich way he wall go past?” 

“ I don’t think. Miss,” said the spokesman, quite respectfully, 
“ as you can go much furder. If you would sit down, and 
rest yourself, and keep an eye on this ’ere shovel, me and my 
mate will have a hunt arter the dawg.” 

Sheila not only accepted the offer gratefully, but promised 
to give, them all the money she had if only they would bring 
back the dog unharmed. Then the men went their way. 

It was a hard thing to wait here, in the greatest doubt and 
uncertainty, while the afternoon was visibly waning. She began 
to grow afraid. Perhaps the men had stolen the dog, and left 
her with this shovel as a blind. Her husband must have come 
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home ; and would be astonished and perplexed by her absence. 
Surely he would have the sense to dine by himself, instead of 
waiting for her ; and she reflected with some glimpse of satis- 
faction, that she had left everything connected with dinner 
properly arranged, so that he should have nothing to grumble 
at. 

Her reverie was interrupted by the sound of footsteps on 
the grass behind : and she turned quickly, to find the two men 
approaching her, one of them leading the captive Bras by the 
leash. Sheila sprang to her feet with a great gladness. She 
did not care even to accuse the culprit, whose consciousness 
of guilt was evident in his look and in the droop of his tail. 
Bras did not once turn his eyes to his mistress. He hung 
down his head, while he panted rapidly, and she fancied she 
saw some smearing of blood on his tongue and on the side of 
his jaw. Her fears on this head were speedily confirmed. 

“ I think. Miss, as you’d better take him out o’ the Park as 
soon as maybee ; for he’s got a deer killed close by the Robin 
Hood Gate, in the trees there, and if the keepers happen on 
it afore you leave the Park, you’ll get into trouble.” 

“Oh, thank you,” said Sheila, retaining her composure 
bravely, but with a terrible sinking of the heart ; “ and how 
can I get to the nearest railway station ? ” 

“ You’re going to London, Miss ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“Well, I suppose the nearest is Richmond ; but it would be 
quieter for you, don’t you see. Miss, if you was to go along to 
the Roehampton Gate and go to Barnes.” 

“ Will you show me the gate ? ” said Sheila, choosing the 
quieter route at once. 

But the men themselves did not at all like the look of 
accompanying her and this dog through the Park. Had they 
not already condoned a felony, or done something equally 
dreadful, in handing to her a dog that had been found keeping 
watch and ward over a slain buck ? They showed her the road 
to the Roehampton Gate ; and then they paused before con- 
tinuing on their journey. 

The pause meant money. Sheila took out her purse. There 
were three sovereigns and some silver in it ; and the entire sum, 
in fulfilment of her promise, she held out to him who had so far 
conducted the negotiations. 

Both men looked frightened. It was quite clear that either 
good feeling or some indefinite fear of being implicated in the 



XIII.] BY THE WATERS OF BABYLON. joj 

killing of the deer caused them to regard this big bribe as 
something they could not meddle with ; and at length, after a 
pause of a second or two, the spokesman said, with great 
hesitation — 

“ Well, Miss, you’ve kep’ your word ; but me and my mate — 
well, if so be as it’s the same to you, ’d rather have summut to 
drink your health ” 

“ Do you think it is too much ? ” 

The man looked at his neighbour, who nodded. 

“ It was only for ketchin’ of a dawg, Miss, don’t you see?” 
he remarked, slowly, as if to impress upon her that tlrey had 
nothing whatever to do with the deer. 

“ Will you take this then ? ” and she offered them half-a-crown 
each. 

Their faces liglitcncd considerably; they took the money; 
and, with a formal expression of thanks, movea off — but not 
before tliey had taken a glance round to sec that no one had 
been a witness of this interview. 

And so Sheila had to walk away by herself, knowing that she 
had been guilty of a dreadful offence, and tliat at any mo- 
ment she might be arrested by the officers of the law. What 
would the old King of Borva say if he saw his only daughter in 
the hands of two policemen ; and would not all Mr. Lavender’s 
fastidious and talkative and wondering friends pass about the 
newspaper report of her trial and conviction ! A man was 
approaching her. As he drew near her heart failed her; for 
might not this be the mysterious George Ranger himself, about 
whom her husband and Mr. Ingram had been talking ? Should 
she drop on her knees at once, and confess her sins, and beg 
him to let her off? If Duncan were with her, or Mairi, or even 
old Scarlett Macdonald, she would not have cared so much : 
but it seemed so terrible to meet this man alone. 

However, as he drew near he did not seem a fierce person 
He was an old gentleman, with voluminous white hair, who 
was dressed all in black, and carried an umbrella on this warm 
and bright afternoon. He regarded her and the dog in a distant 
and contemplative fashion, as though he would probably try to 
remember them some time after he had really seen them ; and 
then he passed on. Sheila began to breath more freely. More- 
over, here was the gate ; and once she was in the high road, 
who could say anything to her ? Tired as she was, she still 
walked rapidly on ; and in due time, having had to ask the way 
once or twice, she found herself at Barnes station. 
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By and by the train came in j Bras was committed to the 
care of the guard ; and she found herself alone in a railway 
carriage, for the first time in her life. Her husband had told 
•her that whenever she felt uncertain of her whereabouts, if in 
the country, she was to ask for the nearest station and get a 
train to London ; if in town, she was to get into a cab and give 
the driver her address. And, indeed, Sheila had be ;n so much 
agitated and perplexed during this afternoon, that she acted in 
a sort of mechanical fashion, and really escaped the nervousness 
which otherwise would have attended the novel experience of 
purchasing a ticket and of arranging about the carriage of a 
dog in the break-van. Even now, when she found herself 
travelling alone, and shortly to arrive at a part of London she 
had never seen, her crowding thoughts and fancies were not 
about her own situation, but about the reception she should 
receive from her husband. Would he be vexed with her ? Or 
pity her ? Had he called, with Mrs. Lorraine, to take her some- 
where, and found her gone ? Had he brought home some 
bachelor friends to dinner, and been chagrined to find her not 
in the house ? 

It was getting dusk when the slow four-wheeler approached 
Sheila’s home. The hour for dinner had long gone by. Per- 
haps her husband had gone away somewhere looking for her, 
and she would find the house empty. 

But Frank Lavender came to meet his wife in the hall, and 
said — 

“ Where have you been ? " 

She could not tell whether there was anger or kindness in 
his voice ; and she could not well see his face. She took his 
hand, and went into the dining-room, which was also in dusk, 
and, standing there, told him all her story. 

“ By Jove ! ” he said, impatiently. “ I’ll go and thrash that 
dog within an inch of its life.” 

“ No,” she said, drawing herself up ; and for one brief second 
— could he but have seen her face— there was a touch of old 
Mackenzie’s pride and firmness about the ordinarily gentle lips. 
It was but for a second. She cast down her eyes, and said, 
meekly, " I hope you won’t do that, Frank. The dog is not to 
blame. It was my fault.” 

“ Well, really, Sheila,” he said, “ don’t you think you are a 
little thoughtless ? I wish you would try to act as other women 
act, instead of constantly putting yourself and me into the most 
awkward positions. Suppose I had brought any one home to 
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dinner, now? And what am I to say to In^am? — for of 
course I went direct to his lodgings when I discovered you 
were nowhere to be found. I fancied some mad freak had 
taken you there j and I should not have been surprised. Do 
you know who was in the hall when I came in this after- 
noon ? ” 

“ No,” said Sheila. 

“ Why, that wretched old hag who keeps the fruit- stall. And 
it seems' you gave her and all her family tea and cake in the 
kitchen last night.” 

It was certainly not the expense of these charities that he 
objected to. He was himself recklessly generous in such 
things. He would have given a sovereign where Sheila gave 
a shilling j but that was a different matter from having his 
wife almost associate with such people. 

“She is a poor old woman,” said Sheila, humbly. 

“ A poor old woman ! ” he said. “ I have no doubt she is 
a lying old thief, who would take an umbrella or a coat if only 
she could get the chance. It is really too bad, Sheila, your 
having all those persons about me, and demeaning yourself by 
attending on them. What must the servants think of you ! ” 

“ I do not heed what any servants think of me,” she said. 

She was now standing erect, wnth her face quite calm. 

“ Apparently not ! ” he said, “ or you would not go and 
make yourself ridiculous before them.” 

“Sheila hesitated for a moment, as if she did not under- 
stand ; and then she said, as calmly as before, but with a touch 
of indignation about the proud and beautiful lips — 

“And if I make myself ridiculous by attending to poor 
people, it is not my husband who should tell me so." 

She turned and walked out, and he w^as too surprised to 
follow her. She went upstairs to her own room, locked herself 
in, and threw herself on the bed. And then all the bitterness 
of her heart rose up as if in a flood — not against him, but 
against the country in which he lived, and the society which 
had contaminated him, and the ways and habits that seemed 
to create a barrier between herself and him, so that she was 
almost a stranger to him, and incapable of becoming anything 
else. It was a fault that she should interest herself in the un- 
fortunate creatures round about her j that she should talk to 
them as if they were human beings like herself, and have a 
great sympathy with their small hopes and aims : but she 
would not have been led into such a fault if she had culti- 
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vated from her infancy upwards a consistent self-indulgence, 
making herself the centre of a world of mean desires and petty 
gratifications. And then she thought of the old and beautiful 
days up in the Lewis, where the young English stranger seemed 
to approve of her simple ways and her charitable work, and 
where she was taught to believe that, in order to please him, 
she had only to continue to be what she was then. There was 
no great gulf of time between that period and this ; but what 
had not happened in the interval ! She had not changed — at 
least she hoped she had not changed. She loved her husband 
with her whole heart and soul ; her devotion was as true and 
constant as she herself could have wished it to be when she 
dreamed of the duties of a wife in the days of her maidenhood. 
But all around her was changed. She had no longer the old 
freedom — the old delight in living from day to d.ay — the active 
work, and the enjoyment of seeing where she could help, and 
how she could help, the people around her. ^Vhen, as if by 
the same sort of instinct that makes a wild animal retain in 
captivity the habits which were necessary to its existence when 
it lived in freedom, she began to find out the circumstances of 
such unfortunate people as were in her neighbourhood, some 
little solace was given to her ; but these people were not 
friends to her, as the poor folk of Borvabost had been. She 
knew, too, that her husband would be displeased if he found 
her talking with a washerwoman over the poor creature’s 
family matters, or even advising one of her own servants about 
the disposal of her wages ; so that while she concealed nothing 
from him, these things nevertheless had to be done exclusively 
in his absence. And was she, in so doing, really making her- 
self ridiculous ? Did he consider her ridiculous ? Or was it 
not merely the fatal influences of the indolent society in which 
he lived that had poisoned his mind, and drawn him away 
from her as though into another world ? 

Alas ! if he were in that other world, was not she quite 
alone? What companionship was there possible between her 
and the people in this new and strange land into which she had 
ventured ? As she lay on the bed, with her head hidden down 
in the darkness, the pathetic wail of the captive Jews seemed 
to come and go through the bittcrnesss of her thoughts, like 
some mournful refrain : “ Hy the rivers of Babylon, thei-e we 

sat down, yea, we wept, when we remembered Zion." She almost 
heard the words ; and the reply that rose up to her heart was 
a great yearning to go back to her own land, so that her eyes 
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were filled with tears, in thinking of it, and she lay and sobbed 
there, in the dusk. Would not the old man, living all by him- 
self in that lonely island, be glad to see his little girl back 
again in the old house? and she would sing to him as she used 
to sing, not as she had been singing to those people whom her 
husband knew. “ For there they that carried us away captive 
required of us a song ; and they that wasted us required of us 
mirth, saythg, Si'ng us one of the songs of Zioii." And she had 
sung in the strange land, among the strange people, with her 
heart breaking with thoughts of the sea, and the hills, and the 
rude and sweet and simple ways of the old bygone life she had 
left behind her. 

“ Sheila 1 ” 

She thought it was her father calling to her, and she rose 
with a cry of joy. For one wild moment she fancied that out- 
side were all the people she knew — Duncan, and Scarlett, and 
Mairi — and that she was once more at home, with the sea all 
around her, and the rait, cold air. 

“ Sheila, I want to speak to you.” 

It was her husband. She went to the door, opened it, and 
stood there, penitent and with downcast face. 

“ Come, you must not be silly,” he said, with some kindness in 
his voice. “ You have had no dinner. You must be hungry.” 

“ I do not care for any — there is no use troubling the ser- 
vants when I would rather lie down,” she said. 

“The servants ! You surely don’t take so seriously what I 
said about them, Sheila ? Of course, you don't need to care 
what the servants think. And in any case they have to bring 
up dinner for me, so you may as well come and try.” 

“ Have you not had dinner?” she said, timidly. 

“ Do you think I could sit down and eat with a notion that 
you might have tumbled into the Thames, or been kidnapped, 
or something ? ” 

“ I am very sorry,” she said, in a low voice ; and in the gloom 
he felt his hand taken and carried to her lips. Then they went 
down stairs into the dining-room, which was now lit up by a 
blaze of gas and candles. 

During dinner, of course, no very confidential talking was 
possible ; and, indeed, Sheila had plenty to tell of her adven- 
tures at Richmond. Lavender was now in a more amiable 
mood ; and was disposed to look upon the killing of the 
roebuck as rather a good joke. He complimented Sheila on 
her good sense in having gone in to the Star and Garter for 
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lunch j and altogether something like better relations was 
established between them. 

But when dinner was finally over, and the servants dismissed, 
Lavender placed Sheila’s easy chair for her as usual, drew his 
own near hers, and lit a cigarette. 

“ Now, tell me, Sheila," he said, " were you really vexed with 
me when you went up stairs and locked yourself in your room ? 
Did you think I meant to displease you, or say anything harsh 
to you ? ” 

“ No, not any of those things,” she said, calmly ; “ I wished 
to be alone — to think over what had happened. And I was 
grieved by what you said ; for I think you cannot help looking 
at many things not as I will look at them — that is all. It is my 
bringing up in the Highlands, perhaps." 

“ Do you know, Sheila, it sometimes occurs to me that you 
are not quite comfortable here ; and I can't make out what is the 
matter ! I think you have a perverse fancy that you are differ- 
ent from the people you meet, and that you cannot be like them, 
and all that sort of thing. Now, dear, that is only a fancy. There 
need be no difference, if only you will take a little trouble." 

“ Oh, Frank !” she said, going over and putting her hand on 
his shoulder, “ I cannot take that trouble ! I cannot try to be 
like those people. And I see a great difference in you since 
you have come back to London, and you are getting to be 
like them, and say the things they say. If I could only see you, 
my own darling, up in the Lewis again, with rough clothes on, 
and a gun in your hand, I should be happy. You were your- 
self up there, when you were helping us in the boat, or when 
you were bringing home the salmon, or when we were all 
together at night in the little parlour, you know " 

“ My dear, don’t get so excited. Now sit down, and I will 
tell you all about it. YOu seem to have the notion that people 
lose all their finer sentiments simply because they don’t, in 
society, burst into raptures over them. You mustn’t imagine 
all those people are selfish and callous merely because they 
preserve a decent reticence. To tell you the truth, that constant 
profession of noble feelings you would like to see would have 
something of ostentation about it.’’ 

Sheila only sighed. 

“ I do not wish them to be altered,” she said, by and by, with 
her eyes grown pensive ; “ all I know is that I could not live 
the same life. And you — you seemed to be happier up in the 
Highlands than you have ever been since.” 
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“Well, you see, a man ought to be happy when he is 
enjoying a holiday in the country along with the girl he is 
engaged to. But if I had lived all my life killing salmon and 
shooting wild duck, I should have grown up an ignorant boor, 
with no more sense of ” 

He stopped, for he saw that tire girl was thinking of her 
father. 

“ Well, look here, Sheila. You see how you are placed — how 
we are placed, rather. Wouldn’t it be more sensible to get to 
understand those people you look askance at, and establish 
better relations with them, since you have got to live among 
them ? I can’t help thinking you are too much alone, and you 
can’t expect me to stay in the house always with you. A hus- 
band and wife cannot be continually in each other’s company, 
unless they want to grow heartily tired of each other. Now if 
you would only lay aside those suspicions of yours, you would 
find the people just as honest, and generous, and friendly as 
any other sort of people you ever met, although they don’t 
happen to be fond of expressing their goodness in their talk.” 

“ I have tried, dear — I will try again,” said Sheila, 

She was resolved that she would go down and visit Mrs. 
Kavanagh next day, and try to be interested in the talk of such 
people as might be there. She would bring away some story 
about this or the other fashionable woman or noble lord, just to 
show her husband that she was doing her best to learn. She 
would drive patiently round the park in that close little 
brougham, and listen attentively to the moralities of Marcus 
Aurelius. She would make an appointment to go with Mrs. 
Lorraine to a morning concert. All tlicse things, and many 
more, Sheila silently vowed to herself she would do, while her 
husband sat and expounded to her his theories of the 
obligations which society demanded of its members, 

But her plans were suddenly broken asunder. 

“ I met Mrs. Lorraine accidentally to-day,” he said. 

It was his first mention of the young American lady. Sheila 
sat in mute expectation. 

“ She always asks very kindly after you.” 

“She is very good.” 

He did not say, however, that Mrs. Lorraine had more than 
once made distinct propositions, when in his company, that they 
should call in for Sheila, and take her out for a drive, or to 
a flower-show, or some such place, while Lavender had always 
some excuse ready. 
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“ She is going to Brighton to-morrow, and she was wondering 
whether you would care to run down for a day or two.” 

“With her?” said Sheila, recoiling from such a proposal 
instinctively. 

“ Of course not. I should go. And then at last, you know, 
you would see the sea, about which you have been dreaming for 
ever so long.” 

The sea ! There was a magic in the very word that could 
almost at any moment summon tears into her eyes. Of course, 
she accepted right gladly. If her husband’s duties were so 
pressing that the long-talked of journey to Lewis and Borva 
had to be repeatedly and indefinitely postponed, here at least 
would be a chance of looking again at the sea — of drinking in 
the freshness and light and colour of it — of renewing her old 
and intimate friendship with it, that had been broken off for 
so long by her stay in this city of perpetual houses and still 
sunshine. 

“ You can tell her you will go when you see her to-night at 
Lady Mary’s. By the waj'-, isn’t it time for you to begin to 
dress? " 

“ Oh, Lady Mary’s,” repeated Sheila, mechanically, who had 
forgotten all about her engagements for that evening. 

“ Perhaps you are too tired to go,” said her husband. 

She was a little tired, in truth. But surely, just (after her 
promises, spoken and unspoken, some little effort was demanded 
of her; so she bravely went to dress, and in about three- 
quarters of an hour was ready to drive down to Curzon Street. 
Her husband had never seen her look so pleased before in 
going out to any party. He flattered himself that his lecture 
had done her good. There was fair common-sense in what he 
had said ; and although, doubtless, a girl’s romanticism was a 
pretty thing, it would have to yield to the actual requirements 
of life. In time he should educate Sheila. 

But he did not know what brightened the girl’s face all that 
night, and put a new life into the beautiful eyes, so that even 
those who knew her best were struck by her singular beauty. 
It was the sea that was colouring Sheila’s eyes. The people 
around her, the glare of the candles, the hum of talking, and 
the motion of certain groups dancing over there in the middle 
of the throng — all were faint and visionary ; for she was busily 
wondering what the sea would be like the next morning, and 
what strange fancies would strike her when once more she 
wallced on sand, and heard the roar of waves. That, indeed. 
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was the sound that was present in her ears, while the music 
played, and the people murmured around her. Mrs. I.orraine 
talked to her, and was surprised and amused to notice the 
eager fashion in which the girl spoke of their journey of the 
next day. The gentleman who took her in to supper found 
himself catechised about Brighton in a manner which afforded 
him more occupation than enjoyment. And when Sheila drove 
away from the house, at two in the morning, she declared to 
her husband that she had enjoyed herself extremely, and he 
was glad to hear it ; and she was particularly kind to himself in 
getting him his slippers, and fetching him that final cigarette 
which he always had on reaching home ; and then she went off to 
bed to dream of ships, and flying clouds, and cold winds, and 
a great and beautiful blue plain of waves. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

nEEPTR AND DEEPER. 

Next morning Sheila was busy with her preparations for de- 
parture when she heard a hansom drive up. She looked from 
the window, and saw Mr. Ingram step out; and, before he 
had time to cross the pavement, she had run round and opened 
the door, and stood at the top of the steps to receive him. 
How often had her husband cautioned her not to forget herself 
in this monstrous fashion ! 

“ Did you think I had run away ? Have you come to see 
me ? ’’ she said, with a bright, roseate gladness on her face 
which reminded him of many a pleasant morning in Borva. 

“ I did not think you had run away, for you see I have 
brought you some flowers," he said ; but there was a sort of 
blush in the sallow face, and perhaps the gir] had some quick 
fancy or suspicion that he had brought this bouquet to prove 
that he knew everything was right, and that he expected to see 
her. It was only a part of his universal kindness and thought 
fulness, she considered. 

“ Frank is up stairs,” she said, “ getting ready some things to 
go to Brighton. Will you come into the breakfast-room ? Have 
you had breakfast ? ” 

“ Oh, you were going to Brighton ?” 

“ Yes,” she said ; and somehow something moved her to 
add, quickly, “ but not for long, you know. Only a few days. 
It is many a time you will have told me of Brighton, long ago, 
in the Lewis, but I cannot understand a large town being 
beside the sea, and it will be a great surprise to me, I am sure 
of that” 
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“ Ay, Sheila,” he said, falling into the old habit quite 
naturally, “ you will find it different from Borvabost. You will 
have no scampering about the rocks, with your head bare and 
your hair flying about. You will have to dress more con ectly 
there than here even ; and, by the way, you must be busy 
getting ready, so I will go.” 

. “Oh no,” she said, with a quick look of disappointment, 
“ you will not go yet. If I had known you were coming — but 
it was very late when we will get home this morning — two 
o’clock it was.” 

“ Another ball ? ” 

“ Yes,” said the girl, but not very joyfully, 

“ Why, Sheila,” he said, with a grave smile on his face, “ you 
are becoming quite a woman of fashion now. And you know 
I can’t keep up an acquaintance with a fine lady who goes to 
all these grand places, and knows all sorts of swell people ; so 
you’ll have to cut me, Sheila ” 

“ I hope I shall be dead before that time ever comes,” said 
the girl, with a sudden flash of indignation in her eyes. Then 
she softened. “ But it is not kind of you to laugh at me.” 

“ Of course, I did not laugh at you,” he said, taking both her 
hands in his, “ although I used to sometimes when you were a 
little girl, and talked very wild English. Don’t you remember 
how vexed you used to be ; and how pleased you were when 
your papa turned the laugh against me by getting me to say 
that awful Gaelic sentence about ‘A yoimg calf ate a raw 
egg’'i” 

“ Can you say it now ? ” said Sheila, with her face getting 
bright and pleased again. “ Try it after me. Now listen.” 

She uttered some half-dozen of the most extraordinary sounds 
that any language ever contained ; but Ingram would not 
attempt to follow her. She reproached him with having for- 
gotten all that he had learnt in Lewis ; and said she should no 
longer look on him as a possible Highlander. 

“ But what axQ you now ?” he asked. “You are no longer 
that wild gill who used to run out to sea in the Maighdean- 
tnhara, whenever there was the excitement of a storm coming 
on.” 

“ Many times,” she said, slowly and wistfully, “ I will wish 
that I could be that again, for a little while.” 

“ Don’t you enjoy, then, all those fine gatherings you go 
to ?” 

“ I tiy to like them.” 
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“ And you don’t succeed.” 

He was looking at her gravely and earnestly ; and she turned 
away her head, and did not answer. At this moment Lavender 
came down stairs, and entered the room. 

“ Hillo, Ingram, my boy ; glad to see you ! What pretty 
flowers — it’s a pity we can’t take them to Brighton with us.” 

“But I intend to take them,” said Sheila, firmly. 

“Oh, very well, if you don’t mind the bother,” said her 
husband ; “ I should have thought your hands would have been 
full-ryou know, you’ll have to take everything with you you 
would want in London. You will find that Brighton isn’t a 
dirty little fishing-village in which you’ve only to tuck up your 
dress and run about anyhow.” 

“ I never saw a dirty little fishing-village,” said Sheila, quietly. 

Her husband laughed. 

“ I meant no offence. I was mot thinking of Borvabost at 
all. Well, Ingram, can’t you run down and see us while we 
are at Brighton ? ” 

“ Oh do, Mr. Ingram !” said Sheila, with quite a new interest 
in her face, and she came forward as though she would have 
gone down on her knees, and begged this great favour of him. 
“ Do, Mr. Ingram ! We should try to amuse you some way, 
and the weather is sure to be fine. Shall we keep a room for 
you ? Can you come on Friday and stay till the Monday ? 
It is a great difference there will be in the place if you come 
down.” 

Ingram looked at Sheila, and was on the point of promising, 
when Da-vender added — 

“ And we shall introduce you to that young American lady 
whom you are so anxious to meet.” 

“ Oh, is she to be there ?” he said, looking rather curiously 
at Lavender. 

“ Tes, she and her mother. We are going down together.” 

“ Then I’ll see whether I can, in a day or two,” he said, but 
in a tone which pretty nearly convinced Sheila that she should 
not have her stay at Brighton made pleasant by the company 
of her old friend and associate. 

However, the mere anticipation of seeing the sea was much ; 
and when they had got into a cab and were going down to 
Victoria Station, Sheila’s eyes were filled with a joyful anticipa- 
tion. She had discarded altogether the descriptions of Brighton 
that had been given her. It is one thing to receive information, 
and another to reproduce it in an imaginative picture ; and, in 
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fact, her imagination was busy with its own work while she sat 
and listened to this person or the other speaking of the sea-side 
town she was going to. When they spoke of promenades, and 
drives, and miles of hotels and lodging-houses, she was thinking 
of the sea-beach, and of the boats, and of the sky-line with its 
distant ships. When they told her of private theatricals, and 
concerts, and fancy-dress balls, she was thinking of being out on 
the open sea, with a light breeze filling the sails, and a curl of 
white foam rising at the bow and sweeping and hissing down the 
sides of the boat. She would go down among the fishermen, 
when her husband and his friends were not by, and talk to them, 
and get to know what they sold their fish for down here in the 
south. She would find out what their nets cost ; and if there 
was anybody in authority to whom they could apply for an 
advance of a few pounds in case of hard times. Had they 
their cuttings of peat free from the nearest moss-land ; and did 
they dress their fields with the thatch that had got saturated 
with the smoke ? Perhaps some of them could tell her where 
the crews hailed from that had repeatedly shot the sheep of 
the Flanncn isles. All these, and a hundred other things, she 
would get to know ; and she might procure and send to her 
father some rare bird, or curiosity of the sea, that might be 
added to the little museum in which she used to sing, in days 
gone by, when he was busy with his pipe and his whisky. 

“ You are not much tired, then, by your dissipation of last 
night,” said Mrs. Kavanagh to her, at the station, as the slender, 
fair-haired, grave lady looked admiringly at the girl’s fresh 
colour and bright grey-blue eyes. “ It makes one envy you to 
see you looking so strong and in such good spirits.” 

“ How happy you must be always,” said Mrs. Lorraine, and 
the younger lady had the same sweet, low, and kindly voice as 
her mother. 

“ I am very well, thank you,” said Sheila, blushing somewhat, 
and not lifting her eyes, while Lavender was impatient that she 
had not answered with a laugh and some light retort, such as 
would have occurred to almost any woman in the circumstances. 

On the journey down, Lavender and Mrs. Lorraine, seated 
opposite each other in two comer-seats, kept up a continual 
cross-fire of small pleasantries, in which the young American 
lady had distinctly the best of it, chiefly by reason of her perfect 
manner. The keenest thing she said was said with a look of 
great innocence and candour in the large grey eyes j and then 
directly afterwards she would say something very nice and 
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pleasant, in precisely the same voice, as if she could not under- 
stand that there was any effort on the part of either to assume 
an advantage. The mother sometimes turned and listened to 
this aimless talk with an amused gravity, as of a cat watching 
the gambols of a kitten ; but generally she devoted herself to 
Sheila, who sat opposite her. She did not talk much, and Sheila 
was glad of that ■, but the girl felt she was being observed with 
some little curiosity. She wished that Mrs. Kavanagh would 
turn those observant grey eyes of hers away in some other 
direction. Now and again, Sheila would point out what she 
considered strange or striking in the country outside ; and for 
a moment the elderly lady would look out. But directly after- 
wards, the grey eyes would come back to Sheila j and the girl 
knew they were upon her. At last, she so persistently stared 
out of the window, that she fell to dreaming ; and all the trees, 
and the meadows, and the farmhouses, and the distant heights 
and hollows, went past her as though they were in a sort of mist ; 
while she replied to Mrs. Kavanagh’s chance remarks in a 
mechanical fashion, and could only hear as a monotonous 
murmur the talk of the two people at the other side of the 
carriage. How much of the journey did the girl remember? 
She was greatly struck by the amount of open land in the 
neighbourhood of London — the commons between Wandsworth 
and .Streatham, and so forth — ^and she was pleased with the 
appearance of the country about Redhill. For the rest, a suc- 
cession of fair green pictures passed by her, all bathed in a 
calm, half-misty, summer sunlight ; then they pierced the chalk 
hills (which Sheila at first sight fancied were of granite) and 
rumbled through the tunnels. Finally, with just a glimpse of a 
great mass of great houses filling a vast hollow and stretching 
up the bare green downs beyond — they found themselves in 
Brighton. 

" Well, Sheila, what do you think of the place ? ” her husband 
said to her, in a kindly way, as they were driving down the 
Queen’s Road. 

She did not answer, 

“ It is not like Borvabost, is it ? ” 

She was too bewildered to speak. She could only look 
about her with a vague wonder and disappointment. But 
surely this great city was not the place they had come to live 
in ? Would it not disappear somehow, and they would get 
away to the sea, and the rocks, and the boats ? 

They passed into the upper part of the West Street, and 
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here was another thoroughfare, down which Sheila glanced 
with no great interest. But the next moment, there was a 
quick catching of her breath, which almost resembled a sob ; 
and a strange, glad light sprang into her eyes. Here, at last, 
was the sea ! Away beyond the narrow thoroughfare she could 
catch a glimpse of a great green plain — yellow-green it was 
in the sunlight — that the wind was whitening here and there 
with tumbling waves. She had not noticed that there was any 
wind inland ; there everything seemed asleep ; but here there 
was a fresh breeze from the south, and the sea had been rough 
the day before, and now it was of this strange olive colour, 
streaked with the white curls of foam that shone in the sun- 
light. Was there not a cold scent of seaweed, too, blown up 
this narrow passage between tlie houses ? And now the car- 
riage cut round the corner, and whirled out into the glare of 
the Parade ; and before her the great sea stretched out its 
leagues of tumbling and shining waves, and she heard the 
wa*^er roaring along the beach, and far away at the horizon she 
saw a phantom ship. She did not even look at the row of 
splendid hotels and houses, at the gaily-dressed folks on the 
pavement, at the brilliant flags that were flapping and fluttering 
on the New Pier, and about the beach. It was the great world 
of shining water beyond that fascinated her, and awoke in her 
a strange yearning and loaging, so that she did not know 
whether it was grief or joy that burned in her heart, and 
blinded her eyes with tears. Mrs. Kavanagh took her arm 
as they were going up the steps of the hotel, and said, in a 
friendly way, “ I suppose you have some sad memories 
of the sea?” 

“No,” said Sheila, bravely, “it is always pleasant to me to 
think of the sea : but it is a long time since — since ” 

“ Sheila,” said her husband, abruptly, “ do tell me if all your 
things are here ; ” and then the girl turned, calm and self-col- 
lected, to look after rugs and boxes. 

When they were finally established in the hotel. Lavender 
went off to negotiate for the hire of a carriage for Mrs. 
Kavanagh during her stay; and Sheila was left with the two 
ladies. They had tea in their sitting-room ; and they had it 
at one of the windows, so that they could look out on the 
stream of people and carriages now beginning to flow by in 
the clear yellow light of the afternoon. But neither the people 
nor the carriages had much interest for Sheila, who, indeed, 
sat for the most part silent, intently watching the various boats 
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that were putting out or coming in, and busy with conjectures 
which she knew there was no use placing before her two com- 
panions. 

“ Brighton seems to surprise you very much,” said Mrs. 
Lorraine. 

“ Yes,” said Sheila, “ I have been told all about it ; but you 
will forget all that — and this is very different from the sea at 
home — at my home.” 

“ Your home is in London now,” said the elder lady, with a 
smile. 

“ Oh no ! ” said Sheila, most anxiously and earnestly. 
“London, that is not our home at all. We live there for a 
time j that will be quite necessary ; but we shall go back to the 
Lewis some day soon — not to stay altogether, but enough to 
make it as much our home as London.” 

“ How do you think Mr. Lavender will enjoy living in the 
Hebrides ? ” said Mrs. Lorraine, with a look of innocent and 
friendly inquiry in hen eyes. 

“ It was many a time that he has said he never liked any 
place so much,” said Sheila, with something of a blush ; and 
then she added, with growing courage, “for you must not 
think he is always like what he is here. Oh no ; when he is 
in the Highlands, there is no day that is nearly long enough 
for what has to be done in it ; and he is up very early ; and 
away to the loch or the hills with a gun or a salmon rod. He 
can catch the salmon very well — oh, very well for one that is 
not accustomed ; and he will shoot as well as any one that is 
in the island, except my papa. It is a great deal to do there 
will be in the island, and plenty of amusement ; and there is 
not much chance — not any whatever — of his being lonely or 
tired when we go to live in the Lewis.” 

Mrs. Kavanagh and her daughter were both amused and 
pleased by the earnest and rapid fashion in which Sheila talked. 
They had generally considered her to be a trifle shy and 
silent — not knowing how afraid she was of using wrong idioms 
or pronunciations ; but here was one subject on which her 
heart was set, and she had no more thought as to whether she 
said “ like-ah-ness ” or likeness, or whether she said “ gyarden ” 
or garden. Indeed, she forgot more than that. She was some- 
what excited by the presence of the sea, and the well-remem- 
bered sound of the waves ; and she was pleased to talk about 
her life in the north, and about her husband’s stay there, and 
how they should pass the time when she returned to Borva. 
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She neglected altogether Lavender’s injunctions that she should 
not talk about fishing, or cooking, or farming to his friends. 
She incidentally revealed to Mrs. Kavanagh and her daughter a 
great deal more about the household at llorva than he would 
have wished to be known. For how could they understand 
about his wife having her own cousin to serve at table; and 
what would they think of a young lady who was proud of 
making her father’s shirts? Whatever these two ladies may 
have thought, they were very obviously interested ; and if they 
were amused, it was in a far from unfriendly fashion. Mrs. Lor- 
raine professed herself quite charmed with Sheila’s descriptions of 
her island life ; and wished she could go up to Lewis to see 
all these strange things. But when she spoke of visiting the 
island when Sheila and her husband were staying there, Sheila 
was not nearly so ready to offer her a welcome as the daughter 
of a hospitable old Highlandman ought to have been. 

“And will you go out in a boat now?” said Sheila, looking 
down to the beach. 

“ In a boat ? What sort of a boat ? ” said Mrs. Kavanagh. 

“Any one of those little sailing boats — it is very good boats 
they are, as far as I can see.” 

“ No, thank you,” said the elderly lady, with a smile. “ I am 
not fond of small boats ; and the company of the men who go 
with you might be a little objectionable, I should fancy.” 

“ But you need not take any men,” said Sheila ; “ the sailing 
of one of those little boats, it is very simple.” 

“ Do you mean to say you could manage the boat by 
yourself? ” 

“ Oh yes. It is very simple. And my husband, he will 
help me.” 

“ And what would you do, if you went out ? ” 

“ We might try the fishing. I do not see where the rocks 
are ; but we would go off the rocks, and put down the anchor, 
and try the Jines. You would have some ferry good fish for 
breakfast, in the morning.” 

“ My dear child,” said Mrs. Kavanagh, “ you don’t know 
what you propose to us. To go and roll about in an open 
boat, in these waves — we should be ill in five minutes. But 
I suppose you don’t know what sea-sickness is ? ” 

“ No,” said Sheila, “ but I will hear my husband speak of it 
often. And it is only in crossing the Channel that people will 
get sick.” 

“ Why, this is the Channel ! ” 
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Sheila stared. Then she endeavoured to recall her geography. 
Of course, this must be a part of the Channel j but if the 
people in the south became ill in this weather, they must bs 
rather feeble creatures. Her speculations on this point were 
cut short by the entrance of her husband, who came to an- 
nounce that he had not only secured a carriage for a month, 
but that it would be round at the hotel-door in half-an-hour ; 
whereupon the two American ladies said they would be ready, 
and left the room. 

“Now go off and get dressed, Sheila," said Lavender. 

She stood for a moment irresolute. 

“ If you wouldn’t mind,” she said, after a moment’s hesita- 
tion, “ if you would allow me to go by myself — if you would go 
to the driving — and let me go down to the sliore ’’ 

“ Oh, nonsense ! ’’ he said. “ You will have people fancying 
you are only a schoolgirl. How can you go down to the beacli 
by yourself among all those loafing vagabonds, who w'ould pick 
your pocket or throw stones at you ? You must behave like an 
ordinary Christian : now do, like a good girl, get dressed, and sub- 
mit to the restraints of civilized life. It won’t hurt you much." 

So she left, to lay aside with some regret her rough blue 
dress : and he went down stairs to see about ordering dinner. 

Had she come down to the sea, then, only to live the life 
that had nearly broken her heart in London ? It seemed so. 
They drove up and down the Parade for about an hour and 
a halfj and the roar of carriages drowned the rush of the 
waves. Then they dined in the quiet of this still summer even- 
ing j and she could only see the sea as a distant and silent picture 
through the windows, while the talk of her companions was 
either about tlie peo])le rvhom they had seen while driving, or 
about matters of which she knew nothing. Then the blinds 
were drarvn, and candles lit ; and still their conversation 
murmured around her unheeding ears. After dinner, her hus- 
band went down to the smoking-room of the hotel to h.ave a 
cigar ; and she was left with Mrs. Kavanagh and her daughter. 
She went to the window, and looked through a chink in the 
Venetian blinds. There was a beautiful clear twilight abroad, 
the dar-kness was still of a soft grey, and up in the pale 
yellow-green of the sky a large planet burned and throbbed. 
Soon the sea and the sky would darken ; the stars would 
come forth in thousands and tens of thousands ; and the 
moving water would be struck with a million trembling spots 
of silver, as the waves came onward to the beach. 
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“ Mayn't we go out for a walk till Frank has finished his 
cigar ? ” said Sheila. 

‘‘ You couldn’t go out walking at this time of night,” said Mrs. 
Kavanagh, in a londly way ; “ you would meet the most un- 
pleasant persons. Besides, going out into the night air would 
be most dangerous.” 

“ It is a beautiful night,” said Sheila, with a sigh. She was 
still standing at the window. 

" Come,” said Mrs. Kavanagh, going over to her and putting 
her hand in her arm, “ we cannot have any moping, you 
know. You must be content to be dull with us for one night ; 
and after to-night, we shall see what we can do to amuse you.” 

“ Oh, but I don’t want to be amused ! ” cried Sheila, almost 
in terror, for some vision flashed on her mind of a series of 
parties. “ I would much rather be left alone, and allowed to 
go about by myself. But it is very kind of you,” she hastily 
added, fancying that her speech had been somewhat un- 
gracious ;• “ it is very kind of you indeed.” 

“ Come, I promised to teach you cribbage, didn’t I ? ” 

“Yes,” said Sheila, with much resignation ; and she walked 
to the table, and sat down. 

Pet haps, after all, she could have spent the rest of the even- 
ing with some little equanimity, in patiently trying to learn this 
game, in which she had no interest whatever ; but her thoughts 
and fancies were soon drawn away from cribbage. Her hus- 
band returned. Mrs. Lorraine had been for some little time at 
the big piano at the other side of the room, amusing herself by 
playing snatches of anything she happened to remember ; but 
when Mr. Lavender returned, she seemed to wake up. He 
went over to her and sat down by the piano. 

“ Here,” she said, “ I have all the duets and songs you 
spoke of ; and I am quite delighted with those I have tried. 
I wish mamma would sing a second to me — how can one 
learn without practising? And there are some of those duets 
I really should like to learn, after what you said of them.” 

“ Shall I become a substitute for your mamma ? ” he said. 

“And sing the second, so that I may practise ? Your cigar 
must have left you in a very amiable mood.” 

“ Well, suppose we try,” he said, and he proceeded to open 
out the roll of music which she had brought down. 

“ Which shall we take first ? ” he asked. 

“ It does not much matter,” she answered indifferently, and, 
indeed, she took up one of the duets by haphazard. What was 



224 PRINCESS OF THULE, [CHAP. 

it made Mrs. Kavanagh’s companion suddenly lift her eyes 
from the cribbage-board, and look with surprise to the other 
end of the room? She had recognized the little prelude to 
one of her own duets, and it was being played by Mrs. Lor- 
raine. And it was Mrs. Lorraine who began to sing — in a 
sweet, expressive, and well-trained voice of no great power — 

“ Love in thine eyes for ever plays ; ” 
and it was slie to whom the answer was given — 

“ He in thy snowy bosom stiays ; ” 

and then, Sheila, sitting stupefied, and pained and confused, 
heard them sing together — 

“ He makes thy rosy lips his care, 

And walks the mazes of thy hair.” 

She had not heard the short conversation which had introduced 
this music ; and she could not tell but that her husband had 
been practising these duets — her duets — with some one else. 
For presently they sang, “When the rosy morn appearing,” 
and “ I would that my love could silently,” and others, all of 
them, in Sheila's eyes, sacred to the time when she and Frank 
Lavender used to sit in the little room at Borva. It was no 
consolation to her that Mrs. Lorraine had but an imperfect 
acquaintance with them ; that oftentimes she stumbled and 
went back over a bit of the accompaniment ; that her voice 
was far from being striking. Lavender, at all events, seemed 
to heed none of these things. It was not as a music-master 
that he sang with her. He put as much expression of love into 
his voice as ever he had done in the old days when he sang 
wdth his future bride. And it seemed so cruel that this woman 
should have taken Sheila’s own duets from her, to sing before 
her, with her own husband. Sheila learnt little more cnbbage 
that evening. Mrs. Kavan.agh could not understand how her 
pupil had become embarrassed, inattentive, and even sad ; and 
asked her if she was tired. Sheila said she was very tired, and 
would go. And, when she got her candle, Mrs. Lorraine and 
Lavender had just discovered another duet which they felt 
bound to try together, as the last. 

This was not the first time she had been more or less vaguely 
pained by her husband’s attentions to this young American 
lady ; and yet she would not admit to herself that he was any 
way in the wrong. She would entertain no suspicion of him. 
She would have no jealousy in her heart ; for how could jealousy 
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exist with a perfect faith ? And so she had repeatedly reasoned 
herself out of these tentative feelings, and resoled that she 
would do neither her husband nor Mrs. Lorraine the injustice of 
being vexed with them. So it was now. What more natural 
than that Frank should recommend to any friend the duets of 
which he was particularly fond ? What more natural than that 
this young lady should wish to show her appreciation of those 
songs by singing them j and who was to sing them with her 
but he ? Sheila would have no suspicion of either ; and so she 
came down next morning determined to be very friendly with 
Mrs. Lorraine. 

But that forenoon another thing occurred which nearly broke 
down all her resolves. 

“ Sheila,” said her husband, “ I don't think I ever asked you 
whether you rode.” 

“ I used to ride many times at home,” she said. 

“ But I suppose you’d rather not ride here,” he said. “ Mrs. 
Lorraine and I propose to go out presently : you’ll be able to 
an use yourself somehow till we come bacL” 

Mrs. Lorraine had, indeed, gone to put on her habit ; and 
her mother was with her. 

“ I suppose I may go out,” said Sheila. “ It is so very dull 
indoois, and Mrs. Kavanagh is afraid of the east wind, and she 
is not going out.” 

“ Well, there’s no harm in your going out ; but I should have 
thought you’d have liked the comfort of watching the people 
pass from the window.” 

Sheila said nothing j but went off to her own room, and 
dressed to go out. Why, she knew not, but she felt she would 
rather not see her .husband and Mrs. Lorraine start from the 
hotel-door. She stole down stairs, without going into the 
sitting-room ; and then, going through the great hall and down 
the ste^s, found herself free and alone in Brighton. 

It was a beautiful, bright, clear day, though the wind was a 
trifle chilly ; and all around her there was a sense of space, and 
light, and motion in the shining skies, the far clouds, and the 
heaving and noisy sea. Yet she had none of the gladness of 
heart with which she used to rush out of the house at Borva, to 
drink in the fresh salt air, and feel the sunlight on her cheeks. 
She walked away, with her face wistful and pensive, along 
the King’s Road, scarcely seeing any of the people who passed 
her ; and the noise of the crowd and of the waves hummed in 
her ears in a distant fashion, even as she walked along the 

Q 
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wooden railing over the beach. She stopped and watched some 
men putting off a heavy fishing-boat ; and she still stood and 
looked long after the boat was launched. She would not con- 
fess to herself that she felt lonely and miserable : it was the sight 
of the sea that was melancholy. It seemed so different from the 
sea off Borva, that had always to her a familiar and friendly 
look, even when it was raging and rushing before a south-west 
wind. Here this sea looked vast, and calm, and sad ; and the 
sound of it was not pleasant to her ears as was the sound of the 
waves on the rocks at Borva. She walked on, in a blind and 
unthinking fashion, until she had got far up the Parade, and 
could see the long line of monotonous white cliff meeting the 
dull blue plain of the waves until both disappeared in the 
horizon. 

She returned to the King’s Road, a trifle tired, and sat down 
on one of the benches there. The passing of the people 
would amuse her •, and now the pavement was thronged with 
a crowd of gaily-dressed folks, and the centre of the thorough- 
fare was brisk with the constant going and coming of riders. 
She saw strange oid women, painted, powdered, and bewigged, 
in hideous imitation of youth, pounding up and down the level 
street, and she wondered what wild hallucinations possessed 
the brains of these poor creatures. She saw troops of beautiful 
young girls, with flowing hair, clear eyes, and bright complexions, 
liding by — a goodly company — under charge of a riding- 
mistress ; and the world seemed to grow sweeter when they 
came into view But while she was vaguely gazing, and wonder- 
ing, and speculating, her eyes were suddenly caught by two 
riders whose appearance sent a tlirob to her heart. Frank 
Lavender rode well ; so did Mrs. Lorraine ; and, though they 
were paying no particular attention to the crowd of passers-by, 
they doubtless knew that they could challenge criticism with 
an easy confidence. They were laughing and talking to each 
other as they went rapidly by; neither of them saw Sheila. 
The girl did not look after them. She rose and walked in the 
other direction, with a greater pain at her heart than had been 
there for many a day. 

What was this crowd? Some dozen or so of people were 
standing round a small girl who, accompanied by a man, was 
playing a violin, and playing it very well, too. But it was not 
the music that attracted Sheila to the child ; but partly that 
there was a look about the timid, pretty face, and the modest 
and honest eyes, that reminded her of little Ailasa, and partly 
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because, just at this moment, her heart seemed to be strangely 
sensitive and sympathetic. She took no thought of the people 
looking on. She went forward to the edge of the pavement, 
and found that the small girl and her companion were about 
to go away. Sheila stopped the man. 

“ Will you let your little girl come with me into this 
shop ? ” 

It was a confectioner’s shop. 

“ We were going home to dinner,” said the man, while the 
small girl looked up with wondering eyes. 

“ Will you let her have dinner with me, and you will come 
back in half an-hour ? ” 

The man looked at the little girl; he seemed to be really 
fond of her, and saw that she was very willing to go Sheila 
took her hand, and led her into the confectioner’s shop, put 
ting her violin on one of the small marble tables while they 
sat down at another. She was probably not aware that two 
or three idlers had followed them, and were staring with might 
anc main in at the dooi of the shop. 

What could this child have thought of the beautiful and yet 
sad-eyed lady who was so kind to her, who got her all sorts of 
things with her own hands, and asked her all manner of 
questions 111 a low, gentle, and sweet voice ? '1 here w'as not 

much m Sheila’s appeaiance to provoke fear 01 awe. The little 
girl, shy at fiist, got to be a little moie frank; and told her 
hostess when she rose in the morning how she practised, the 
number of hours they were out during the da)', and many of the 
small incidents of her daily life. She had been photogiaphed 
100, and her photograph was sold in one of the sliops. She was 
very well content ; she liked playing , the people were kind to 
her, and she did not often get tired. 

“ Then I shall see you often if I stay in Brighton ? ” said 
Sheila. 

“ We go out every day when it does not rain very hard.” 

“Perhaps some wet day you will come and see me, and you 
will have some tea with me ; would you like that ? ” 

“ Yes, very much,” said the small musician, looking up 
frankly. 

Just at this moment — the half-hour having fully expired — 
the man appeared at the door. 

“ Don’t hurry,” said Sheila to the little girl ; “ sit still and 
drink up the lemonade , then I will give you some little parcels 
you must put in your pocket.” 

Q 2 
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She was about to rise to go to the counter, when she 
suddenly met the eyes of her husband, who was calmly staring 
at her. He had come out, after their ride, with Mrs. Lorraine 
to have a stroll up and down the pavements ; and had, in 
looking in at the various shops, caught sight of Sheila quietly 
having luncheon with this girl whom she had picked up in the 
streets. 

“ Did you ever see the like of that ? ” he said to Mrs. 
Lorraine. “ In open day — with people staring in — and she 
has not even taken the trouble to put the violin out of sight.” 

“ The poor child means no harm,” said his companion. 

“ Well, we must get her out of this somehow,” he said, and 
so they entered the shop. 

Sheila knew she was guilty the moment she met her husband’s 
look, though she had never dreamed of it before. She had, 
indeed, acted quite tlioughtlessly — perhaps chiefly moved by a 
desire to speak to some one, and to befriend some one in har 
own loneliness. 

“ Hadn’t you better let this little girl go ? ” said Lavender to 
Sheila, with an embarrassed laugh, as soon as he had ordered 
an ice for his companion. 

“ When she has finished her lemonade she will go,” said 
Sheila, meekly. “ IJut I have to buy some things for her first.” 

“ You have got a whole lot of people round the door,” he 
said. 

“ It was very kind of the people to w’ait for her,” answered 
Sheila, with the same composure. “We have been here half- 
an-hour. I suppose they jvill like her music very much.” 

The little violinist was now taken to the counter, and her 
pockets stuffed with packages of sugared fruits and other dainty 
delicacies ; then she was permitted to go with half-a-crown in 
her hand. Mrs. Lorraine patted her shoulder in passing, and 
said she was a pretty little thing. 

They went home to luncheon. Nothing was said about the 
incident of the forenoon, except that Lavender complained to 
Mrs. Kavanagh, in a humorous way, that his wife had a most 
extraordinary fondness for beggars j and that he never went 
home of an evening without expecting to find her dining with 
the nearest scavenger and his family. Lavender, indeed, was 
in an amiable frame of mind at this meal (during the progress 
of which Sheila sat by the window', of course, for she had 
already lunched in company with the tiny violinist), and was 
bent on making himself as agreeable as possible to his two 
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companions. Their talk had drifted towards the wanderings 
of the ladies on the Continent; from that to the Nibelungen 
frescoes in Munich; from that to the Nibelungen itself, and 
then, by easy transition, to the ballads of Uhland and Heine. 
Lavender was in one of his most impulsive and brilliant moods 
— gay and jocular, tender and sympathetic by turns, and so 
obviously sincere in all, that his listeners were delighted with 
his speeches, and assertions, and stories, and believed them as 
implicitly as he did himself. Slieila, sitting at a distance, saw 
and heard, and could not help recalling many an evening in the 
far north, when Lavender used to fascinate every one around 
him by the infection of his warm and poetic enthusiasm. How 
he talked, too — telling the stories of tliese quaint and pathetic 
ballads in his own rough-and-ready translations — while there 
v/as no self consciousness in his face, but a thorough warmth 
of earnestness ; and sometimes, too, she would notice a quiver 
of the under lip that she knew of old, when some pathetic 
point or phrase had to be indicated rather than described. He 
was drawing pictures for them as well as telling stories — of the 
three students entering the room in which the landlady’s 
daughter lay dead — of Barbarossa in his cave — of the child 
who used to look up at Heine as he passed her in the street, 
awe-stricken by his pale and strange face — of the last of the 
band of companions who sat in the solitary room in which 
they had sat, and drank to their memory — of the King of 
Thule, and the deserter from Strasburg, and a thousand others. 

“ But is there any of them — is there anything in the world 
more pidable than that pilgrimage to Kevlaar?” he said. 
“ You know it, of course. Nol Oh, you must, surely. Don’t 
you remember the mother who stood by the bedside of her 
sick son, and asked him whether he would not rise to see the 
great procession go by the window ; and he tells her that he 
cannot — he is so ill — his heart is breaking for thinking of his 
dead Gretchen ? You know the story, Sheila. The mother 
begs him to rise and come with her, and they will join the band 
of pilgrims going to Kevlaar, to be healed there of their 
wounds by the Mother of God. Then you find them at 
Kevlaar, and all the maimed and the lame people have come 
to the shrine ; and whichever limb is diseased, they make a 
waxen image of that, and lay it on the altar, and then they are 
healed. Well, the mother of this poor lad takes wax and 
forms a heart out of it, and says to her son, ‘ Take that to the 
Mother of God, and she will heal your pain.’ Sighing, he takes 
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the wax heart in his hand, and, sighing, he goes to the shrine ; 
and there, with tears running down his face, he says, ‘O 
beautiful Queen of Heaven, I am come to tell you my grief. I 
lived with my mother in Cologne' — near us lived Gretchen — 
who is dead now. Blessed Mary, I bring you this wax heart ; 
heal the wound in my heart.’ And then — and then ’’ 

Sheila saw his lip tremble. But he frowned, and said, 
impatiently — 

“ What a shame it is to destroy such a beautiful story ! You 
can have no idea of it — of its simplicity and tenderness ” 

“ But pray let us hear the rest of it,” said Mrs. Lorraine, gently. 

“ Well, the last scene, you know, is a small chamber, and the 
mother and her sick son are asleep. The Blessed Mary glides 
into the chamber, and bends over the young man, and puts her 
hand lightly on his heart. Then she smiles and disappears. 
The mother has seen all this in a dream, and now she awakes, 
for the dogs are barking loudly. The mother goes over to the 
bed of her son, and he is dead, and the morning light touches 
his pale face. And then the mother meekly folds her hands, — 
and says ” 

He rose hastily, with a gesture of fretfulness, and walked 
over to the window at which Sheila sat, and looked out. She 
put her hand up to his ; he took it. 

“ The next time I try to translate Heine,” he said, making it 
appear that he had broken off through vexation, “ something 
strange will happen.” 

“It is a beautiful story,” said Mrs. Lorraine, who had herself 
been crying a little bit, in a covert way ; “ I wonder I have not 
seen a translation of it. Come, mamma. Lady Leveret said 
we were not to be after four.” 

So they rose and left ; and Sheila was alone with her husband, - 
and still holding his hand. She looked up at him timidly, 
wondering, perhaps, in her simple way, as to whether she should 
not now pour out her heart to him, and tell him all her griefs, and 
fears, and yearnings. lie had obviously been deeply moved 
by the story he had told so roughly ; surely now was a good 
opportunity of appealing to him, and begging for sympathy and 
compassion. 

“ Frank,” she said, and she rose, and came close, and bent 
down her head to hide the colour in her face. 

“ Well ? ” he answered. 

“ You won’t be vexed with me,” she said, in a low voice, 
and with heart beginning to be it rapidly. 
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“ Vexed with you about what, Sheila ? ” he said. 

Alas ! all her hopes had fled. She shrank from the wondering 
look with which she knew he was regarding her. She felt it to 
be impossible that she should place before him those confidences 
with which she had approached him; and so, with a great 
effort, she merely said — 

“ Are we to go to Lady Leveret’s? ” 

“ I suppose so,” he said, unless you would rather go and see 
some blind fiddler or beggar. Sheila, you should really not be 
so forgetful ; what if Lady Leveret, for example, had come into 
that shop ? You should remember you are a woman and not 
a child. Do you ever see Mrs. Kavanagh or her daughter do 
any of these things ? ” 

Sheila had let go his hand ; her eyes were still turned towards 
the ground. She had fancied that a little of that emotion that 
had been awakened in him by the story of the German mother 
and her son might warm his heart towards herself, and render 
it possible for her to talk to him frankly about all that she had 
been dimly thinking, and more definitely suffering. She was 
mistaken : that was all. 

“ I will try to do better, and please you,” she said ; and then 
she went away. 



CHAPTER XV. 

A FRIEND IN NEED. 

Was it a delusion that had grown up in the girl’s mind, and 
now held full possession of it — that she was in a world with 
which she had no sympathy, that she should never be able to 
find a home there, that the influences of it were gradually and 
surely stealing from her her husband’s love and confidence ? 
Or was this longing to get away from the people and the cir- 
cumstances that surrounded her but the unconscious prompt- 
ings of an incipient jealousy? She did not question her own 
mind closely on these points. She only vaguely knew that she 
was miserable, and that she could not tell her husband of the 
weight that pressed on her heart. 

Here, too, as they drove along to have tea with a certain 
Lady Leveret, who was one of Lavender’s especial patrons, 
and to whom he had introduced Mrs. Kavanagh and her 
daughter, Sheila felt that she was a stranger, an interloper, a 
“ third wheel to the cart.” She scarcely spoke a word. She 
looked at the sea ; but she had almost grown to regard that 
great plain of smooth water as a melancholy and monotonous 
thing — ^not the bright and boisterous sea of her youth, with its 
winding channels, its secret bays and rocks, its salt winds, and 
rushing waves. She was disappointed with the perpetual wall 
of white cliff, where she had expected to see something of the 
black and rugged shore of the north. She had as yet made no 
acquaintance with the sea-life of the place ; .she did not know 
where the curers lived, whether they gave the fishermen credit 
and cheated them, whether the people about here made any 
use of the back of the dog-fish, or could, in hard seasons, cook 
any of the wild fowl ; what the ling, and the cod, and the skate 
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fetched ; where the wives and daughters sat and span and 
carded their wool ; whether they knew how to make a good 
dish of cockles boiled in milk. She smiled to herself when she 
thought of asking Mrs. Lorraine about any such things ; but 
she still cherished some vague hope that, before she left 
Brighton, she would have some little chance of getting near to 
the sea and learning a little of the sea-life down in the south. 

And as they drove along the King’s Road on this afternoon, 
she suddenly called out — 

“ Look, Frank ! ” 

On the steps of the Old Ship hotel stood a small man with 
a brown face, a brown beard, and a beaver hat, who was calmly 
smoking a wooden pipe, and looking at an old woman selling 
oranges in front of him. 

“ It is Mr. Ingram ! ” said Sheila. 

“ Which is Mr. Ingram ! " asked Mrs. Lorraine, with con- ' 
siderable interest, for she had often heard Lavender speak of 
his friend. “Not that Iktle man ? ” 

“Yes,” said Lavender, coldly ; he could have wished that 
Ingram had had some little more regard for appearances in so 
public a place as the main thoroughfare of Brighton. 

“ Won’t you stop and speak to him ? ” said Sheila, with great 
surprise. 

“We are late already,” said her husband, “But if you would 
rather go back and speak to him than go on with us, you may.” 

Sheila said nothing more ; and so they drove on to the end 
of the Parade, where Lady Leveret held possession of a big 
white house with pillars, overlooking the broad street and 
the sea. 

But next morning she said to him — 

“I suppose you will be riding with Mrs. Lorraine this 
morning ? ” 

“ I suppose so.” 

“ I should like to go and see Mr. Ingram, if he is still there,” 
she said. 

“ Ladies don’t generally call at hotels and ask to see gentle- 
men,” he said, with a laugh and a shrug ; “ but of course you 
don’t care for that.” 

The permission, if it was intended to be a permission, was 
not very gracious, but Sheila accepted it, and very shortly after 
breakfast she changed her dress and went out. How pleasant 
it was to feel that she was going to see her old friend, to whom 
she could talk freely ! The morning seemed to know of her 
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gladness, and to share in it; for there was a brisk southerly 
breeze blowing fresh in from the sea, and the waves were leap- 
ing white in the sunlight. There was no more sluggishness in 
the air, or the grey sky, or the teaden plain of the sea. Sheila 
knew that the blood was mantlitag in her cheeks , that her heart 
was full of joy ; that her whole frame so tingled with life and 
spirit that, had she been in Borva, she would have challenged 
her deerhound to a race, and fled down the side of the hill with 
him to the small bay of white sand below the house. She did 
not pause for a minute when she reached the hotel. She went 
up the steps, opened the door, and entered the square hall. 
There was an odour of tobacco in the place ; and several gen- 
tlemen standing about rather confused her, for she had to glance 
at them in looking for a waiter. Another minute would pro- 
bably have found her a trifle embarrassed : but just at this crisis 
she saw Ingram himself come out of a room, with a cigarette 
in his hand. He threw away the cigarette, and came forward 
to her with amazement in his eyes. 

“Where is Mr. Lavender? Has he gone into the smoking- 
room for me ? ” he asked. 

“ He is not here,” said Sheila. “ I have come for you by 
myself.” 

For a moment, too, Ingram felt the eyes of the men on him ; 
but directly he said, with a fine air of carelessness, “ Well, that 
is very good of you. Shall we go out for a stroll until your 
husband comes ? ” 

So he opened the door and followed her outside, into the 
fresh air and the roar of the waves. 

“Well, Sheila,” he said, “this is very good of you, really; 
where is Mr. Lavender ? " 

“ He generally rides with Mrs. Lorraine in the morning.” 

“ And what do you do ? ” 

‘‘ I sit at the window.” 

“ Don’t you go boating ? ” 

“No, I have not been in a boat. They do not care for it. 
And yesterday, it was a letter to Papa I was writing, and I could 
tell him nothing about the people here or the fishing.” 

“ But you could not in any case, Sheila. I suppose you would 
like to know what they pay for their lines, and how they dye 
their wool, and so on; but you would find the fishermen here 
don’t live in that way at all. They are all civilized, you know, 
they buy their cloth in the shops. They never eat any sort of 
seaweed, or dye with it either. However, I will tell you all 
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about it by and by. At present, I suppose you are returning 
to your hotel.” 

A quick look of pain and disappointment pas.sed over her 
face, as she turned to him fqr a moment, with something of 
entreaty in her eyes. ^ 

“ I came to see you,” she said. “ But perhaps you have an 
engagement — I do not wish to take up any of your time — if 
you please, I will go back alone to ” 

“ Now, Sheila,” he said, with a smile, and with the old friendly 
look she knew so well, “you must not talk like that to me. I 
won’t have it. You know I came down to Brighton because 
you asked me to come ; and my time is altogether at your 
service.” 

“ And you have no engagement just now ? ” said Sheila, with 
her face brightening. 

“No.” 

“ And you will take me down to the shore, to see the boats, 
and the nets ? Or could we go out and ruir along the coast 
for a few miles ? It is a very good wind.” 

“ Oh 1 should be very glad,” said Ingram, slowly. “ I should 
be delighted. But, you see, wouldn’t your husband think it — 
wouldn’t he, you know — wouldn’t it seem just a little odd to 
him if you were to go away like that ? " 

“ He is to go riding with Mrs. Lorraine,” said Sheila, quite 
simply. “ He does not want me.” 

“ Of course you told him you were coming to see — you were 
going to call at the Old Ship ? ” 

” Yes. And I am sure he would not be surprised if I did 
not return for a long time.” 

“Are you quite sure, Sheila?” 

“Yes, I am quite sure.” 

“Very well. Now I shall tell you what I am going to do 
with you. I shall first go and bribe some mercenary boatman 
to let us have one of those small sailing boats committed to 
our own exclusive charge. I shall constitute you skipper and 
pilot of the craft, and hold you responsible for my safety, I 
shall smoke a pipe to prepare me for whatever may befall ” 

“ Oh, no,” said Sheila. “ You must work very hard ; and I 
will see if you remember all that I taught you in the Lewis. 
And if we can have some long lines, we might get some fish. 
Will they pay more than thirty shillings for their long lines in 
this country ? ” 

“ 1 don’t know,” said Ingram. “ I believe most of the 
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fishermen here live upon the shillings they get from passers-by, 
after a little conversation about the weather, and their hard lot 
in life ; so that one doesn’t talk to them more than one can 
help.” 

“ But why do they need the money ? Is there no fish ? ” 

“ I don’t know that, either. I suppose there is some good 
fishing in the winter, and sometimes in the summer they get 
some big shoals of mackerel.” 

“ It was a letter I had last week from the sister of one of 
the men of ,Nighean-dubh, and she told me that they have 
been very lucky all through the last season, and it was near six 
thousand ling they got.” 

“ But I suppose they are hopelessly in debt to some curer 
or other up about Habost?” 

“ Oh no, not all. It is their own boat — it is not hired to 
them. And it is a very good boat whatever.” 

That unlucky “whatever” had slipped out inadvertently; 
the moment she had uttered it, she blushed, and looked timidly 
towards her companion, fearing that he had noticed it. He 
had not. How could she have made such a blunder ? she 
asked herself. She had been most particular about the avoid- 
ance of this word, even in the Lewis. The girl did not know 
that, from the moment she had left the steps of the Old Ship, 
in company with this good friend of hers, she had uncon- 
sciously fallen into much of her old pronunciation and her old 
habit of speech ; while Ingram, much more familiar with the 
Sheila of Borvabost and Loch Roag than the Sheila of Netting 
Hill and Kensington Gardens, did not perceive the difference, 
but was mightily pleased to hear her talk in any fashion what- 
soever. 

By fair means or foul, Ingram managed to secure a pretty 
little sailing vessel which lay at anchor out near the New Pier ; 
and when the pecuniary negotiations were over, Sheila was 
invited to walk down over the loose stones of the beach, and 
take command of the craft The boatman was still very 
doubtful. When he had pulled them out to the boat, however, 
and put them on board, he speedily perceived that this hand- 
some young lady not only knew everything that had to be done 
in the way of getting the small vessel ready, but had a very 
smart and business-like way of doing it It was very obvious 
that her companion did not know half as much about the 
matter as she did; but he was obedient and watchful, and 
presently they were ready to start. The man put off in his 
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boat to shore again, much relieved, in mind, but not a little 
puzzled to understand where the young lady had picked up, 
not merely her knowledge of boats, but the ready way in which 
she put her delicate hands to hard work, and the prompt and 
effectual fashion in which she accomplished it. 

“ Shall I belay away the gib, or reef the upper hatchways ? ” 
Ingram called out to Sheila, when they had fairly got under 
way. 

She did not answer for a moment , she was still watching, 
with a critical eye, the manner in which the boat answered to 
her wishes j and then, when everything jiromised well, and she 
was quite satisfied, she said — 

“ If you will take my place for a moment, and keep a good 
look-out, I will put on my gloves ’ 

She surrendered the tiller and the mainsail sheet into his 
care, and, with another glance ahead, pulled out her gloves . 

“ You did not use to fear the salt water or the sun on your 
hands, Sheila,” said her companion 

“ I do not now,” she said, “ but Frank would be displeased 
to see my hands brown. Flo has himself such pretty hands.” 

What Ingram thought about Frank Lavender’s delicate 
hands he was not going to .say to his wife , and, indeed, he 
was called upon at this moment to let Sheila resume her 
post, which she did with an an of great satisfaction and content. 

And so they ran lightly through the curling and dashing 
water on this brilliant day, caiing little indeed for the great 
town that lay away to leeward, with its shining terraces sur- 
mounted by a faint cloud of smoke. Here all the roar of 
carnagts and people was unheard , the only sound that accom- 
panied their talk was the splashing of the waves at the prow 
and the hissing and gurgling of the water along the boat. 
The south wind blew fresh and sweet around them, filling the 
broad, white sails, and fluttering the small pennon up there in 
the blue. It seemed strange to Sheila that she should be so 
much alone with so great a town close by ; that under the boom 
she could catch a glimpse of the noisy Parade without hearing 
any of its noise. But there, away to windward, there was no 
more trace of city life — only the great blue sea, with its waves 
flowing on towards them from out of the far horizon, and with 
here and there a pale ship just appearing on the line where the 
sky and ocean met. 

“ Well, Sheila, how do you like to be on the sea again ? ” 
said Ingram, getting out his pipe. 
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“ Oh, very well. But you must not smoke, Mr. Ingram ; 
you must' attend to the boat.” 

“ Don’t you feel at home in her yet ? ” he asked. 

“ I am not afraid of her,” said Sheila, regarding tbe lines of 
the small craft with the eye of a sliipbuilder, “ but she is very 
narrow in the beam, and she carries too much sail for so small 
a thing. I suppose they have not any squalls on this coast, 
where you have no hills, and no Narrows to go through.” 

“ It doesn’t remind you of Lewis, does it ? ” he said, filling 
his pipe all the same. 

“ A little — out there it does,” she said, turning to the broad 
plain of the sea ; “ but it is not much that is in this country 
that is like the Lewis — sometimes I think I shall be a stranger 
when I go back to the Lewis, and tlie people will scarcely 
know me, and eveiy'thing will be changed.” 

He looked at her for a second or two. Then he laid down 
his pipe, which had not been lit, and said to her, gravely — 

“ I want you to tell me, Sheila, why you have got into a 
habit lately of talking about many things, and especially about 
your home in the north, in that sad way. "Vou did not do 
that when you came to London first ; and yet it was then that 
you might have been struck and shocked by the difference. 
You had no home-sickness for a long time—but is it home- 
sickness, Sheila?” 

How was she to tell him ? For an instant she was on the 
point of giving him all her confidence ; and then, somehow or 
other, it occurred to her that she would be wronging her 
husband in seeking such sympathy from a friend as she had 
been expecting — and expecting in vain — from him. 

“ Perhaps it is home-sickness,” she said, in a low voice, while 
she pretended to be bu.sy tightening up the mainsail sheet. ■' I 
should like to see Borva again.” 

“ But you don’t want to live there all your life ? ” he said. 
“ You know that would be unreasonable, Sheila, even if your 
husband could manage it, and I don’t suppose he can. Surely 
your papa does not expect you to go and live in Lewis always ?” 

“ Oh no,” she said, eagerly. “ You must not think my papa 
washes anything like that It will be much less than that he 
was thinking of when he used to speak to Mr. Lavender about 
it. And I Tlo not wish to live in the Lewis always — I have no 
dislike to lyondon — none at all — only that — that ” 

And here she paused. 

“ Come, Sheila,” he said, in the old paternal way to wdn’ch 
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she had been accustomed tg yield up all her own wishes in the 
old days of their friendship, “ I want you to be frank with me, 
and tell me what is the matter. I know there is something 
wrong ; I have seen.it for some time back. Now you know I 
took the responsibility of your marriage on my shoulders ; and 
I am responsible to you, and to your papa and to myself, for 
yotir comfort and happiness. Do you understand ? ” 

She still hesitated — grateful in her inmost heart ; but still 
doubtful as to what she should do. 

“ You look on me as an intermcddler,” he said, with a smile. 

"No, nol" she said, “you have always been our best 
friend.” 

“ But I have intermeddled none the less — don’t you re- 
member when I told you I was })repared to accept the 
consequences ? ” 

It seemed so long a time since then ! 

“ And once having begun to intermeddle, I can’t stop, don’t 
you see ? Now, Sheila, you’ll be a good little girl, and do 
what I tell you. You’ll take the boat a long way out, we’ll put 
her head round, take down the sails, and let her tumble about 
and drift for a time, till you tell me all about your troubles, and 
then we’ll see what can be done.” 

She obeyed in silence ; with her face grown grave enough in 
anticipation of the coming disclosures. She knew that the first 
plunge into them ivould be keenly painful to her; but there 
was a feeling at her heart that, this penance over, a great relief 
would be at hand. She trusted this man as she would iiave 
trusted her own father. She knew that there was nothing on 
earth he would not attempt, if he fancied it would help her. 
And she knew, too, tliat having experienced so much of his 
great unselfishness and kindness and thoughtfulness, she was 
ready to obey him implicitly, in anything that he could assure 
her was right for her to do. 

How far away seemed the ivhite cliffs now, and the faint 
green downs above them ! Brighton, lying farther to the west, 
had become dim and yellow, and over it a cloud of smoke lay 
thick and brown in the sunlight. A mere streak showed the 
line of the King’s Road and all its carriages and people ; the 
beach beneath could just be made out by the white dots of 
the bathing-machines. The brown fishing-boats seemed to be 
close in shore ; the two piers were foreshortened into small 
dusky masses marking the beginning of the sea. And then, 
from these distant and faintly-defined objects, out here to the 
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side of the small white-and-pink boat, that lay lightly in the 
lapping water, stretched that great and moving network of 
waves, with here and there a sharp gleam of white foam curling 
over amid the dark blue-green. 

Ingram took his seat by Sheila’s side, so that he should not 
have to look in her downcast face ; and then, with some little 
preliminary nervousness and hesitation, the girl told her story. 
She told it to sympathetic ears : and yet Ingram — having partly 
guessed how matters stood, and anxious, perhaps, to know 
whether much of her trouble might not be merely the result of 
fancies which could be reasoned and explained away — was 
careful to avoid anything like corroboration. He let her talk 
in her own simple and artless way ; and the girl spoke to him, 
after a little while, with an earnestness which showed how 
deeply she felt her position. At the very outset she told him 
that her love for her husband had never altered for a moment — 
that all the prayer and desire of her heart was that they two 
might be to each other as she had at one time hoped they would 
be, when he got to know her better. She went over all the story 
of her coming to London, of her first experiences there, of the 
conviction that grew upon her that her husband was somehow 
disappointed with her and only anxious now that she should 
conform to the ways and habits of the people with whom he 
associated. She spoke of her efforts to obey his wishes, and 
how heart-sick she was with her failures, and of the dissatis- 
faction which he showed. She spoke of the people to whom 
he devoted his life ; of the way in which he passed his time ; 
and of the impossibility of her showing him, so long as he thus 
remained apart from her, the love she had in her heart for him, 
and the longing for sympathy which that love involved. And 
then she came to the question of Mrs. Lorraine ; and here it 
seemed to Ingram she was trying at once to put her husband’s 
conduct in the most favourable light, and to blame herself for 
her unreasonableness. Mrs. Lorraine was a pleasant companion 
to him : she could talk cleverly and brightly ; she was pretty, 
and she knew a large number of his friends. Sheila was 
anxious to show that it was the most natural thing in the world 
that her husband, finding her so out of communion with his 
ordinary surroundings, should make an especial friend of this 
gradeful and fascinating woman. And if, at times, it hurt her 
to be left alone — but here the girl broke down somewhat, and 
Ingram pretended not to know that she was crying. 

These were strange things to be told to a man ; and they 
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were difficult to answer. But out of these revelations — which 
rather took the form of a cry than of any distinct statement — 
he formed a notion of Sheila’s position sufficiently exact j and 
the more he looked at it, the more alarmed and pained he 
grew, for he knew more of her than her husband did. He knew 
the latent force of character that underlay all her submissive 
gentleness. He knew the keen sense of pride her Highland 
birth had given her •, and he feared what might happen if this 
sensitive and proud heart of hers were driven into rebellion by 
some — possibly unintentional — wrong. And this high-spirited, 
fearless, honour-loving girl — who was gentle and obedient, not 
through any timidity or limpness of character, but because she 
considered it her duty to be gentle and obedient — was to be 
cast aside, and have her tenderest feelings outraged and 
wounded, for the sake of an unscrupulous, shallow-brained 
woman pf fasliion, wlio was not fit to be Sheila’s waiting-maid. 
Ingram had never seen Mrs. Lorraine ; but he had formed his 
own opinion of her. The opinion, based upon nothing, was 
wholly wrong ; hut it served to increase, if that were possible, 
l)is sympathy with Sheila, and his resolve to interfere on her 
behalf at whatever cost. 

“ Sheila,” he said, gravely, putting his hand on her shoulder, 
as if she were still the little girl who used to run wild with him 
about the Borva rocks, “ you are a good woman.” 

He added to himself that Lavender knew little of the value 
of the wife he had got ; but he dared not say that to Sheila, who 
would suffer no imputation against her husband to be uttered 
in her presence, however true it might be, or however much 
she had cause to know it to be true. 

“ And after all,” he said, in a lighter voice, “ I think I can 
do something to mend all this. 1 will say for Frank Lavender 
that he is a thoroughly good fellow at heart ; and that when you 
appeal to him, and jmt things fairly before him, and show him 
wnat he ought to do, tliere is not a more honourable and 
straightforward man in the world. I believe, if I wanted money 
this moment, and it could only be got that way, he would live 
for a month on bread and water to give it me. He is not 
selfish, Sheila, but lie is thoughtless. He has been led away 
by these people, you know, and has not been aware of what 
you were suffering. When I put the matter before him, you 
will see it will be all right ; and I hope to persuade him to give 
up this constant idling, and take to his work, and have some- 
thing to liv'e for. I wish'you and I together could get him to go 
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away from London altogether — get him to take to serious land- 
scape painting on some wild coast — the Galway coast for 
example ” 

“Why not the Lewis ? ” said Sheila, her heart turning to the 
north as naturally as the needle. 

“ Or to the Lewis. And I should like you and him to live 
away from hotels, and luxuries, and all such things ; and he 
would work all day, and you would do the cooking, in some 
small cottage you could rent, you know ” 

“You make me so happy in thinking of that,” she said, 
with her eyes growing wet again. 

“And why should he not do so ? There is nothing romantic 
or idyllic about it ; but a good, wholesome, plain sort of life, 
that is likely to make an honest i)ainter of him, and bring both 
of you some well-earned money. And you might have a boat 
like this ” 

“ We are drifting too far in,” said Sheila, suddenly rising. 
“ Shall we go back now ? ” 

“ By all means, ” he said ; and so the small boat was put 
under canvas again, and was soon making way through the breezy 
water. 

“Well, all this seems simple enough, doesn’t it?” said 
Ingram. 

“ Yes,” said the girl, with her face full of hope. 

“ And then of course, when you are quite comfortable 
together, and making heaps of money, you can turn round and 
abuse me, and say I made all the mischief to begin with.” 

“ Did we do so before, when you w'ere very kind to us ? ” she 
said, in a low voice. 

“ Oh, but that was different. To interfere on behalf of two 
young folks who are in love with each other is dangerous ; but 
to interfere between two people who are married — that is a 
certain quarrel. I wonder what you will say when you are 
scolding me, Sheila, and bidding me get out of the house. I 
have never heard you scold. Is it Gaelic or English you 
prefer ? ’’ 

“ I prefer whichever can say the nicest things to my very good 
friends, and tell them how grateful I am for their kindness to me.” 

“ Ah, well, we’ll see.” 

When they got back to the shore it was half-past one. 

“ You will come and have some luncheon with us,” said 
Sheila, when they had gone up the steps and into the King’s 
Road. 
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“ Will that lady be there ? ’’ 

“ Mrs. Lorraine ? Yes.” 

‘‘ Then I’ll come some other time.” 

“But why not now?” said Sheila. “It is not necessary 
that you will see us only to speak about those things we have 
been talking over ? ” 

“Oh no, not at all. If you and Mr. Lavender were by 
yourselves I should come at once.” 

“And you are afraid of Mrs. Lonaine ?" said Sheila, with a 
smile. “She is a very nice lady indeed — jou have no cause 
to dislike her.” 

“ But I don’t want to meet hcr, Shciu, that is all,” he said j 
and she knew well, by the precuion of his manner, that there 
was no use trying to persuade him furtlicr. 

He walked along to t!ie hotel with her, meeting a consider- 
able stream of fashionably dressed folks on the way ; and 
neither he nor she seemed to remember that his costume — 
a blue pilot-jacket, not a little worn and soiled with the salt 
water, and a beaver hat that had seen a good deal of rough 
weather in the Highlands— was much more comfortable than 
elegant. He said to her, as he left her at the hotel — 

“ Would you mind telling Lavender 1 shall droji in at half- 
past three, and that 1 expect to see him in the coffee-room? I 
shan’t keep him five minutes.” 

She looked at him for a moment j and he saw that .she knew 
what his appointment meant, for her eyes were full of gladness 
and gratitude. He went away pleased at heart that she put so 
much trust in him. And in this case, he should be able to 
reward that confidence j for I.avcndcr nas leally a good sort of 
fellow, and would at once be sorry for the wrong he had unin- 
tentionally done, and be only too anxious to set it right. He 
ought to leave Brighton at once, and London too. He ought 
to go away into the country, or by the sea-side, and begin work- 
ing hard, to earn money and self-respect at the same lime ; and 
then, in tliis friendly solitude, he would get to know something 
about Sheila’s character, and begin to perceive how much more 
valuable weie these genuine qualities of heart and mind than 
any social graces such as might lighten up a dull drawing-room. 
Had I.avender yet learnt to know the wonh of an honest 
woman’s perfect love and unquestioning devotion ? Let these 
things be put before him, and he would go and do the right 
thing, as he had many a time done before, in obedience to the 
lecturing of his friend. 
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Ingram called at half-past three, and went into the coffee- 
room. There was no one in the long, large room ; and he 
sat down at one of the small tables by the windows, from 
which a bit of lawn, the King’s Road, and the sea beyond, 
were visible. He had scarcely taken his seat when Lavender 
came in. 

“ Hallo, Ingram, how are you ? ” he said, in his freest and 
friendliest way. “ Won’t you come up stairs ? Have you had 
lunch ? Why did you go to the Ship ? ” 

“ I always go to the Ship,” he said. “ No, thank you, I won’t 
go up stairs.” 

“ You are a most unsociable sort of brute 1 ” said lavender, 
frankly. “ I shall paint a portrait of you some day, in the 
character of Diogenes, or Apemantus, or some one like that. I 
should like to do a portrait of you for Sheila— how pleased she 
would be ! Will you take a glass of sherry?” 

“ No, thank you.” 

• “ Will you have a game at billiards ? ” 

“ No, thank you. You don’t mean to say you would play 
billiards on such a day as this?” 

“ It is a fine day, isn’t it ? ” said Lavender, turning to look at 
the sunlit road and the blue sea. “ By the way, Sheila tells me 
you and she were out sailing this morning. It must have been 
very pleasant — especially for her, for she is mad about such 
things. What a curious girl she is, to be sure 1 Don’t you 
think so ? ” 

“ I don’t know what you mean by curious,” said Ingram, 
coldly. 

“ Well, you know, strange — odd — unlike other people in her 
ways and her fancies. Did I tell you about my aunt taking her 
to see some friends of hers at Norwood? No? Well, Sheila 
had got out of the house somehow (I suppose their talking did 
not interest her), and when they went in search of her, they 
found her in the cemetery, crying like a child.” 

“ What about ? ” 

“ Why,” said Lavender, with a smile, “ merely because so 
many people had died. She had never seen anything like that 
before — you know the small churchyards up in Lewis, with 
their inscriptions in Norwegian, and Danish, and German. I 
suppose the first sight of all the white stones at Norwood was 
too much for her.” 

“ Well, I don’t see much of a joke in that,” said Ingram. 

“ Who said there was any joke in it ? ” cried Lavender, im 
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patiently. “I never knew such a cantankerous fellow as you 
are. You are always fancying I am finding fault with Sheila. 
And I never do anything of the kind. She is a very good giil 
indeed. I have every reason to be satisfied with the way our 
marriage kas turned out." 

Has she V’ 

The words were not important ; but there was something in 
the tone in which they were spoken that suddenly checked 
Frank Lavender's careless flow of speech. He looked at Ingram 
for a moment, with some surprise, and then he said — 

“ What do you mean ? ” 

“Well, I will tell you what I mean," said Ingram, slowly. 
“It is an awkward thing for a man to interfere betw’een husband 
and wife, I am aware. He gets something else than thanks for 
his pains, ordinarily j but sometimes it has to be done, thanks 
or kicks. Now you know, Lavender, I had a good deal to do 
with helping forw'ard your marriage in the north ; and I don’t 
remind you of that to claim anything in the way of considera- 
t on, but to explain why I think I am called on to speak to 
you now.” 

Lavender was at once a little frightened and a little irritated. 
He half guessed what might be coming, from the slow and pre- 
cise manner in which Ingram talked. That form of speech had 
vexed him many a time before ; for he would rather have had 
any amount of wild contention and bandying about of re- 
proaches than the calm, unimpassioned and sententious setting 
forth of his shortcomings to which this sallow little man was 
perhaps too much addicted. 

“ I suppose Sheila has been complaining to you, then? ’’ said 
Lavender, coldly. 

“You may suppose what you like,” said Ingram, quietly; 
“ but it would be a good deal better if you would listen to me 
patiently, and deal in a common-sense fashion with what I have 
got to say. It is nothing very desperate. Nothing has happened 
that is not of easy remedy ; while the remedy would leave you 
and her in a much better position, both as regards your own 
estimation of yourselves, and the opinion of your friends.” 

“You area little roundabout, Ingram,” said Lavender, “and 
ornate. But I suppose all lectures begin so. Go on.” 

Ingram laughed. 

“ If I am too formal, it is because I don’t want to make mis- 
chief by any exaggeration. Look here. A long time before 
you were married, I warned you that Sheila had very keen and 
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sensitive notions about the duties that people ought to perform 
— about the dignity of labour — about the proper occupations 
of a man, and so forth. These notions you may regard as 
romantic and absurd, if you lilfe ; but you might as well try to 
change the colour of her eyes as attempt to alter any of her 
beliefs in that direction ” 

“ And she thinks that I am idle and indolent because I don’t 
care what a washerwoman pays for her candles,” said Lavender, 
with impetuous contempt. “Well, be it so. She is welcome 
to her opinion. But if she is grieved at heart because I can’t 
make hobnailed boots, it seems to me that she might as well 
come and complain to myself, Instead of going and detailing 
her wrongs to a third person, and calling for his sympathy in 
the character of an injured wife.” 

For an instant the dark eyes of the man opposite him blazed 
w'ith a quick fire — for a sneer at Sheila was worse than an insult 
to himself ; but he kept quite calm, and said, 

“That, unfortunately, is not what is troubling her ” 

Lavender rose abruptly, took a turn up and down the empty 
room, and said — 

“If there is anything the matter, I prefer to hear it from her- 
self. It is not respectful to me, that she should call in a third 

person to humour her whims and fancies ” 

“Whims and fancies ! ” said Ingram, with that dark light re- 
turning to his eyes. “ Do you know what you are talking about? 
Do you know that, white you are living upon the charity of a 
woman you despise, and dawdling about the skirts of another 
woman who laughs at you, you are breaking the heart of a girl 
who has not her equal in England? Whims and fancies! 

Good God ! I wonder how she ever could have ” 

He stopped, but the mischief was done. These were not 
prudent words to come from a man who wished to step in as 
meditator between husband and wife — perhaps they were as 
unjust as they were imprudent; but Ingram’s blaze of wTath — 
kindled by what he considered the insufferable insolence of 
Lavender in thus speaking of Sheila — had swept all notions of 
prudence from it. Lavender, indeed, was much cooler than he 
was, and said, with an affectation of carelessness — 

“ I am sorry you should vex yourself so much about Sheila. 
One would think you had had the ambition yourself, at some 
time or other, to play the part of husband to her ; and doubt- 
less then you would have made sure that all her idle fancies 
were gratified. As it is, I was about to relieve you from the 
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trouble of further explanation by saying that I was quite com- 
petent to manage my own affairs; and that if Sheila has any 
complaint to make, she must make it to me." 

Ingram rose, and was silent for a moment. 

“ Lavender," he said, “ it does not matter much whether you 
and I quarrel — I was prepared for that, in any case. But I 
ask you to give Sheila a chance of telling you what I had in- 
tended to tell you.” 

“Indeed I shall do nothing of the sort. I never invite 
confidences. When she wishes to tell me anything, she know.s 
I am ready to listen. But I am quite satisfied with the position 
of affairs as they are at present." 

“ God help you, then.” said his friend, and went away, scarcely 
daring to confess to himself how dark the future looked. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

EXCHANGES. 

Just as Frank Lavender went down stairs to meet Ingram, a 
letter which had been forwarded from London was brought to 
Sheila. It bore the Lewis postmark, and she guessed it was 
from Duncan, for she had told Mairi to ask the tall keeper to 
write, and she knew he would hasten to obey her request at any 
sacrifice of comfort to himself. Sheila sat down to read the 
letter in a happy frame of mind. She had every confidence 
that all her troubles were about to be removed now that her 
good friend Ingram had come to her husband ; and here was 
a message to her from her home, that seemed, even before she 
read it, to beg of her to come thither, light-hearted and joyous. 
This was what she read : — 

“Borvabost, the Island of Lews, 
" the third Aug., iS — . 

“ Honoured Mrs. Lavender, — It waz Mairi waz sayin that 
you will want me to write to you, bit I am not good at the 
writen whatever, and it waz 2 years since I waz writen to 
Amerika, to John Ferkason that kept the tea-shop in Storn- 
oway, and was trooned in coming home the verra last year 
before this. It waz Mairi will say you will like a letter as 
well as any one that waz goin to Amerika, for the news and 
the things, and you will be as far away from us as if you waz 
living in Amerika or Glaska. But there is not much news, 
for the lads they hev all pulled up the boats, and they are away 
to Wick, and Sandy McDougal that waz living by Loch Lan- 
gavat he will be going too, for he waz up at the sheilings when 
Mrs. Paterson’s lasses waz there with the cows, and it waz 
Jeanie the youngest and him made it up, and he haz twenty-five 
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pounds in the bank, which is a good thing too mirover for the 
young couple. It waz many a one waz sayin when the cows 
and the sheep waz come home from the sheilings that never 
afore waz Miss Sheila away from Loch Roag when the cattle 
would be swimmin across the loch to the island ; and I will 
say to many of them verra well you will wait and you will see 
Miss Sheila back again in the Lews and it w azna allwas you 
would Ilf away from your own home where you was born and 
the people will know you from the one year to the next John 
McNicol of Habost he will be verra bad three months or two 
months ago, and we waz thmkin he will die, and him with a wife 
and five bairns too, and four cows and a cart, but the doctor took 
a great dale of blood from him, and he is now verra well u hat- 
ever, though wakely on the legs. It would hav been a bad 
thing if Mr McNicol was dead, for he will be verra good at 
pentin a door, and he haz between fifteen pounds and ten 
pounds m the bank at Stornoway, and four cows too and a cart, 
and he is a ferra religious man, and has great skill o the psalm- 
tanes, and he toesna get trunk now more as twice or as three 
times in the two weeks It was his dochter Betsy, a vern 
fine lass, that waz come to Borvabost, and it waz the talk 
among many that Abster-nan Each he waz thinkin of makin 
up to her, but there will be a great laugh all over the island, 
and she will be verra angry and say she will not have him no if 
his house had a door of silfer to it for she will hev no one that 
toesna go to the Caithness fishins wl the other lads It waz 
blew verra hard here the last night or two or three. There iss a 
great deal of salmon m the rivers , and Mr Mackenzie he will be 
going across to Gnmersta, the day after to morrow, or the next 
day before that, and the English gentlemen hev been there 
more as two or three weeks, and they will be getting verra good 
sport whatever. Main she will be wnt"n a letter to you to- 
morrow, Miss Sheila, and she will be telling you all the news 
of the house. Main waz sayin she will be gom to London 
when the harvest was got in, and Scarlett will say to her that 
no one will let her land on the island again if she toesna bring 
you back with her to the island and to your 011 n house. If it 
waz not too much trouble. Miss Sheila, it would be a proud day 
for Scarlett if you waz send me a line or t\ro lines to say if you 
will be coming to the Lew's this summer or before the winter is 
over whatever. I remain, Honoured Mrs. Lavender, youi 
obedient servant. 


“ Duncan Macoonalo 
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“ Thi.'j summer or winter," said Sheila to herself, with a happy 
li^ht on her face j “ why not now ? ” Why should she not go 
down stairs to the coffee-room of the hotel, and place this invi- 
tation in the hands of her husband and his friend ? Would 
not its garrulous simplicity recall to both of them the island 
they used to find so pleasant ? Would not they suddenly re- 
solve to leave behind them London and its ways and people, 
even this monotonous sea out there, and speed away northward 
till they came in sight of the great and rolling Minch, with its 
majestic breadth of sky and its pale blue islands lying far away 
at the horizon ? Then the happy landing at Stornoway — her 
father, and Duncan, and Mairi all on the quay — the rapid drive 
over to Loch Roag, and the first glimpse of the rocky bays, 
and clear water, and white sand about Borva and Borvabost ! 
And Sheila would once more — having cast aside this cumbrous 
attire that she had to change so often, and having got out that 
neat and simple costume, that was so good for walking, or driv- 
ing, or sailing — be proud to wait upon her guests, and help Mairi 
in her household ways, and have a pretty table ready for the 
gentlemen when they returned from the shooting 

Her husband came up the hotel stairs and entered the room. 
She rose to meet him, with the open letter in her hand. 

“ Sheila,” he said (and the light slowly died away from her 
face), “ I have something to ask of you.” 

She knew by the sound of his voice that she had nothing to 
hope : it was not the first, time she had been disappointed, and 
yet this time it seemed especially bitter somehow. The 
awakening from these illusions was sudden. 

She did not answer, so he said, in the same measured 
voice — 

“ I have to ask that you will have henceforth no commu- 
nication with Mr. Ingram ; I do not wish him to come to the 
house.” 

She stood for a moment, apparently not understanding the 
meaning of what he said. Then, when the full force of this 
decision and request came upon her, a quick colour sprang to 
her face — the cause of which, if it had been revealed to him 
in words, would have considerably astonished her husband, 
But the moment of doubt, of surprise, of inward indignation, 
was soon over. She cast down her eyes, and said meekly — 

“ Very well, dear.” 

It was now his turn to be astonished, and mortified as well. 
He could not have believed it possible that she should so 
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calmly acquiesce in the dismissal of one of her dearest friends 
He had expected a more or less angry protest, if not a distinct 
refusal, which would have given him an opportunity for dis- 
playing the injuries he conceived himself to have suffeied at 
their hands. Why had she not come to himself? This man 
Ingram was presuming on his ancient friendship, and on the 
part he had taken in forwarding the marriage up in Borva. He 
bad always, moreover, been somewhat too much of the scliool- 
master — with his severe judgments, his sententious fashion of 
criticising and warning people, and his readiness to prove the 
whole world wrong in order to show himself to be right. All 
these and many other things Lavender meant to say to Sheila, 
so soon as she liad protested against his forbidding Ingram to 
come any more to the house But there as no protest. Sheila 
did not even seem surprised She went back to her seat by 
the window, folded up Duncan’s letter, and put it in her 
pocket ; and then she turned to look at the sea. 

Lavender regarded her for a moment, apparently doubting 
whether he should himself prosecute the subject; then he 
turned and left the room. 

Sheila did not cry or otherwise seek to compassionate and 
console herself. Her husband had told her to do a certain 
thing ; and she would do it. Perhaps she had been imprudent 
in having confided to Mi. Ingram ; and, if so, it was right that 
she should be punished But the regret and pain that lay deep 
in her heart was that Ingram should have suffered through her, 
and that she had no opportunity of telling him that, though 
they might not see each other, she would never forget her 
friendship for him, or cease to be grateful to him for his unceas- 
ing and generous kindness to her. 

Next morning Lavendei w'as summoned to London by a 
telegram which announced that his aunt was seriously ill. He 
and Sheila got ready at once, left by a forenoon tram, had some 
brief luncheon at home, and then went down to see the old 
lady in Kensington Gore. During their journey. Lavender 
had been rather more courteous and kindly towards Sheila than 
was his wont. Was he pleased that slic had so readily obeyed 
nun m this matter of giving up about the only friend she had 
in London? Or was he moved by some visitation of com 
punction? Sheda tiied to show that she was grateful for his 
kindness , but there was that between them which could not 
be removed by chance phrases 01 attentions. Mrs. Lavender 
was in her own room. Paterson brought word that she wanted 
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to see Sheila first and alone; so Lavender sat down in the 
gloomy drawing-room by the window, and watched the people 
riding /and driving past, and the sunshine on the dusty green 
trees in the Park. 

“ Is Frank Lavender below ? ” said the thin old woman, who 
was propped up in bed, with some scarlet garment around her 
that made her resemble more than ever the cockatoo of which 
Sheila had thought on first seeing her. 

“ Yes,” said Sheila. 

“ I want to see you alone — I can’t bear him dawdling about 
a room, and staring at things, and saying nothing. Does he 
speak to you ? ” 

Sheila did not wish to enter into any controversy about the 
habits of her husband, so she said : 

“ I hope you will see him before he goes, Mrs. Lavender. 
He is very anxious to know how you are ; and I am glad to 
find you looking so well. You do not look like an invalid 
at all.” 

“Oh, I’m not going to die yet,” said the little dried old 
woman, with the harsh voice, the staring eyes, and the tightly 
twisted grey hair. “ I hope you didn’t come to read the Bible 
to me — you wouldn’t find one about in any case, I should 
think. If you like to sit down and read the sayings of the 
Emperor Marcus Antoninus, I should enjoy that ; but I sup- 
pose you are too busy thinking what dress .you’ll wear at my 
funeral.” 

“ Indeed I was thinking of no such thing,” said Sheila, 
indignantly, but feeling all the same that the hard, glittering, 
expressionless eyes were watching her. 

“ Do you think I believe you ? ” said Mrs. Lavender. 
“ Bah ! I hope I am able to recognize the facts of life. If you 
were to die this afternoon, I should get a black silk trimmed 
with crape the moment I got on my feet again, and go to your 
funeral in the ordinary way. I hope you will pay me the 
same respect. Do you think I am afraid to speak of these 
things ? ” 

“ Why should you speak of them ? ” said Sheila, despairingly. 

“ Because it does you good to contemplate the worst that 
can befall you ; and if it does not happen, you may rejoice. 
And it will happen. I know that I shall be lying in this bed, 
with a half-a-dozen of you round about trying to cry, and 
wondering which will have the courage to turn and go out of 
the room first. Then there will be the funeral day, and Pater- 
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son will be careful about the blinds, and go about the house on 
her tip-toes, as if I were likely to hear ! Then there will be a 
pretty service up in the cemetery, and a man who never saw 
me will speak of his dear sister departed ; and then you’ll all 
go home and have your dinner. Am I afraid of it ? ” 

“ Why should you talk like that ? " said Sheila, piteously. 
“ You are not going to die. You distress yourself and others 
by thinking of these horrible things ” 

“My dear child, there is nothing horrible in nature. Every- 
thing is part of the universal system which you should recognize 
and accept. If you had trained yourself now, by the study of 
philosophical works, to know how helpless you are to alter the 
facts of life, and how it is the best wisdom to be prepared for 
the worst, you would find nothing horrible in thinking of your 
own funeral. You are not looking well.” 

Sheila was startled by the suddenness of the announcement. 

“ Perhaps I am a little tired with the travelling we have 
done to-day.” 

“ Is Frank Lavender kind to you ? ” 

What was she to say, with those two eyes scanning her 
face? 

“ It is too soon to expect him to be anything else,” she said, 
with an effort at a smile. 

“Ah ! So you are beginning to talk in that v/ay? I thought 
you were full of sentimental notions of life when you came to 
London. It is not a good place for nurturing such things.” 

“ It is not,” said Sheila, surprised into a sigli. 

“ Come nearer. Don’t be afraid I shall bite you. I am not 
■SO ferocious as I look." 

Sheila rose and went closer to the bedside ; and the old 
woman stretched out a lean and withered hand to her. 

“ If I thought that that silly fellow wasn’t behaving well to 
you ” 

“ I will not listen to you,” said Sheila, suddenly withdrawing 
her hand, while a quick colour leapt to her face ; “ I will not 
listen to you if you speak of my husband in that way.” 

“ I will speak of him any way you like. Don’t get into a 
rage. I have known Fiank Lavender a good deal longer than 
you have. What I was going to say is this — that if 1 thought 
that he w'as not beh.iving well to you, I would play him a trick. 
I would leave my money, which is all he has got to live on, to 
you j and when I died he would find himself dependent on 
you for every fa. thing he wanted to spend-” 
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And the old woman laughed — with very little of the weak- 
ness of an invalid in the look uf her face. But Sheila, when 
she had mastered lier surprise, and resolved not to be angry, 
said calmly — 

“ Whatever I have, whatever I might have, that belongs to 
my husband, not to me.” 

“Now you speak like a sensible girl,” said Mrs, Lavender. 
“ That is the misfortune of a wife, that she cannot keep lier 
own money to herself. But there are means by which the 
law may be defeated, my dear. I have been thinking it over j 
I have been speaking of it to Mr. Ingram ; for I have sus- 
pected for some time that my nephew, Mr. Frank, Avas not 
behaving himself.” 

“ Mrs. Lavender,” said Sheila, with a face too proud and 
indignant for tears," “ you do not understand me. No one has 
tire right to imagine anything against my husband, and to seek 
to punish him through me. And when I said that everything 
that I have belongs to him, I was not thinking of the law — no 
■ — but only this ; that everything that I have, or might have, 
would belong to liim, as I myself belong to him, of my own 
free will and gift; and I would have no money, or anything 
else, that was not entirely his.” 

“ You are a fool.” 

“ Perhaps,” said Slieila, struggling to repress her tears, 

“ What if I were to leave every farthing of my property to a 
hospital ? Where would Frank Lavender be then ? " 

“ He could earn his own living without any such help,” said 
Sheila proudly : for she had never yet given up the hope that 
her husband would fulfil the fair promise of an earlier time, a.id 
win great renown for himself in striving to please her, as he had 
many a time vowed he would do. 

“ He has taken great care to conceal his powers in that way," 
said the old woman, with a sneer. 

“And if he has, whose fault is it?” the girl said, warmly. 
“Who has kept him in idleness but yourself? And now you 
blame him for it. I rvish he had never had any of your money 
— I wish he were never to have any more of it ” 

And then Sheila stopped, with a terrible dread falling over 
her. What had she not said ? The pride of her race had 
carried her so far, and she had given expression to all the 
tumult of her heart ; but had she not betrayed her duty as a 
wife, and grievously compromised the interests of her hus- 
band ? And yet the indignation in her bosom was too strong 
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to admit of her retracting those fatal phrases, and begging 
forgiveness. She stood for a moment, irresolute ; and she 
knew that the invalid was regarding her curiously, as though 
she were some wild animal, and not an ordinary resident in 
Bayswater. 

“You are a little mad, but you are a good girl, and I want 
to be friends with you. You have in you the spirit of a dozen 
Frank Lavenders.” 

“You will never make friends with me by speaking ill of my 
husband,” said Sheila, with the same proud and indignant look. 

“ Not when he ill-uses you ? ” 

“ He does not ill-use me. What has Mr. Ingram been saying 
to you ? ” 

The sudden question would certainly have brought about a 
disclosure, if any were to have been made ; but Mrs. Lavender 
assured Sheila that Mr. Ingram had told her nothing, that she 
had been forming her own conclusions, and that she still 
doubted that they were right. 

“Now sit down and read to me. You will find Marcus 
Antoninus on the top of those books.” 

“Frank is in the drawing-room,” observed Sheila, mildly. 

“ He can wait,” said the old woman, sharply. 

“ Yes, but you cannot expect me to keep him waiting,” with 
a smile which did not conceal her very definite purpose. 

“ Then ring, and bid him come up. You will soon get rid 
of those absurd sentiments.” 

Slieila rang the bell, and sent Mrs. Patcison down for 
Lavender; but she did not betake herself to Marcus Antoninus. 
She waited a few minutes, and then her husband made his 
appearance, whereupon she sat tlowm, and left to him the 
agieeable duty of talking with this toothless old heathen about 
funerals and lingering death. 

“ Well, Aunt Lavender, I am sorry to bear you have been 
ill, but I suppose you are getting all right again, to judge by 
your looks.” 

“ I am not nearly as ill as you expected.” 

“I wonder you did not say 'hoped ’ ! ” remarked Lavender, 
carelessly. “ You are always attributing the most charita-ble 
feelings to your fellow-creatures.” 

“ Frank Lavender,” said the old lady, who was a little pleased 
by this bit of flattery, “if you came here to make yourself 
impertinent and disagreeable, you can go down stairs again. 
Your wife and I get on very well without you.” 
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“ I am glad to hear it,” he said ; “ I suppose you have been 
telling her what is the matter with you." 

“ I have not. I don’t know. I have had a pain in the head, 
and two fits, and I dare say the next will carry me off. The 
doctors won’t tell me anything about it, so I suppose it is 
serious ” 

“ Nonsense ! ” cried Lavender. “ Serious ! To look at you, 
one would say you never had been ill in your life.” 

“Don’t tell stories, Frank. I know I look like a corpse; 
but I don’t mind it, for I avoid the looking-glass, and keep the 
spectacle for my friends. 1 expect the next fit will kill me.” 

“ I’ll tell you what it is. Aunt Lavender ; if you would only get 
up and come with us for a drive in the Park, you would find there 
was nothing of an invalid about you ; and we should take you 
home to a quiet dinner at Netting Hill, and Sheila would sing 
to you all the evening, and to-morrow you would receive the 
doctors in state in your drawing-room, and tell them you were 
going for a month to Malvern.” 

“ Your husband has a fine imagination, my dear,” said Mrs. 
Lavender to Sheila. “It is a pity he puts it to no use. Now 
I shall let both of you go. Three breathing in this room are 
too many for the cubic feet of air it contains. Frank, bring 
over those scales and put them on the table; and send Paterson 
to me as you go out.” 

And so they went down stairs, and out of the house. Just as 
they stood on the steps, looking for a hansom, a young lad 
came forward, and shook hands with Lavender, glancing rather 
nervously at Sheila. 

“ Well, Mosenberg,” said Lavender, “ you’ve come back from 
Leipsic at last. We got your card when we came home this 
morning from Brighton. Let me introduce you to my wife.” 

The boy looked at the beautiful face before him with some- 
thing of distant wonder and reverence in his regard. Sheila had 
heard of the lad before — of the Mendelssohn that was to be — 
and liked his appearance at first sight. He was a rather hand- 
some boy of fourteen or fifteen, of the fair J ew type, with large, 
dark, expressive eyes, and long, wavy, light brown hair. He 
spoke English fluently and w'ell ; his slight German accent was, 
indeed, scarcely so distinct as Sheila’s Highland one ; the chief 
pecularity of his speaking being a preference for short sentences, 
as if he were afraid to venture upon elaborate English. He had 
not addressed a dozen sentences to Sheila before she had begun 
tc have a liking for the lad ; perhaps on account of his soft and 
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musical voice ; perhaps on account of the respectful and almost 
wondering admiration that dwelt in his eyes. He spoke to her 
as if she were some saint, who had but to smile to charm and 
bewilder the humble worshipper at her shrine. 

“ I was intending to call upon Mrs. Lavender, Madame,” 
he said. “ I heard that she was ill. Perhaps you can tell me 
if she is better." 

“ She seems to be very well to-day, and in very good spirits,” 
Sheila answered. 

“Then I will not go in. Did you propose to take a walk in 
the Park, Madame ?” 

Lavender inwardly laughed at the magnificent audacity of 
the lad; and seeing that Sheila hesitated, humoured him by 
saying — 

“Well, we were thinking of calling on one or two people be- 
fore going home to dinner. But I haven’t seen you for a long 
time, Mosenberg ; and I want you to tell me how you suc- 
ceeded at the Conservatoire. If you like to walk with us 
for a bit, we can give you something to eat at seven.” 

“ That would be very pleasant for me,” said the boy, blushing 
somewhat, “if it does not incommode you, Madame.” 

“ Oh, no — I hope you will come,” said Sheila, most heartily; 
and so they set out for a walk through Kensington Gardens 
northward. 

Precious little did Lavender learn about Leipsic during that 
walk. The boy devoted himself wholly to Sheila. He had 
heard frequently of her, and he knew of her coming from the 
wild and romantic Hebrides ; and he began to tell her of all 
the experiments that composers had made in representing the 
sound of seas, and storms, and winds howling through caverns 
washed by the waves. Lavender liked music well enough, and 
could. himself play and sing; but this enthusiasm rather bored 
him. He wanted to know if the yellow wine was still as cool 
and clear as ever down in the twilight of Auerbach’s cellar, what 
burlesques had lately been played at the theatre, and whether 
such and such a beer-garden was still to the fore ; whereas he 
heard only analyses of overtures, and descriptions of the uses 
of particular musical instruments, and a wild rhapsody about 
moonlit seas, the sweetness of French horns, the King of Thule, 
and a dozen other matters. 

“ Mosenberg,” he said “ before you go calling on people, you 
ought to visit an English tailor. People will think you belong 
to a German band.” 


s 
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“ I have been to a tailor,” said the lad, with a frank laugh. 
“ My parents, Madame, wish me to be quite English — that is 
why I am sent to live in London, while they are in Frankfort. 
I stay with some good friends of mine, who are very musical, 
and they are not annoyed by my practising, as other people 
would be." 

“I hopeyou will sing something to us this evening,” saidSheila. 

“I will sing and play for you all the evening," he said 
lightly, “ until you are tired. But you must tell me when you 
are tired ; for who can tell how much music will be enough ? 
Sometimes two or three songs are more than enough to make 
people wish you away.” 

“You need have no fear of tiring me," said Sheila, “But 
when you are tired, I will sing for you.” 

“ Yes, of course, you sing, Madame,” he said, casting down 
his eyes ; “ I knew that when I saw you.” 

Sheila had got a sweetheart ; and Lavender saw it, and 
smiled good-naturedly. The awe and reverence with which 
this lad regarded the beautiful woman beside him were some- 
thing new and odd in Kensington Gardens. Yet it was the 
way of tliose boys. He had himself had his imaginative fits 
of worship, in which some very ordinary young woman, who 
ate a good breakfast, and spent an hour and a half m arranging 
her hair before going out, was regarded as some beautilul 
goddess fresh risen from the sea, or descended fiom the clouds. 
Young Mosenberg was just at the proper age for these fool\.sh 
dreams. He would sing songs to Sheila, and reveal to her tl at 
way of passion of which he dare not otherwise .sjieak. He 
would compose pieces of music for her, and dedicate them to 
her, and spend half his quarterly money in having them printed. 
He would grow to consider him. Lavender, a heartless brute, 
and cherish dark notions of poisoning him, but for the pain it 
might cause to her. 

“ I don’t remember whether you smoke, Mosenberg,” Laven- 
der said, after dinner. 

“Yes — a cigarette sometimes,” said the lad; “but if Mrs. 
Lavender is going away, perhaps she will let me go into the 
drawing-room with her. There is that sonata of Muzio de- 
menti, Madame, which I will try to remember for you, if you 
please ” 

“ All right," said Lavender ; “you’ll find me in the next room 
on die left when you get tired of your music and want a cigar. 
I think you used to beat me at chess, didn’t you ? ” 
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“ I do not know. We will try once more to-night.” 

Then Sheila and he went into the drawing-room by tliem 
selves ; and while she took a seat near the empty fireplace, he 
opened the piano at once, and sat down. He turned up his 
cuffs. He took a look at the pedals. He threw back his head, 
shaking his long brown hair. And then, with a crash like 
thunder, his two hands struck the keys. He had forgotten all 
about the sonata — it was a fantasia of his own, based on the 
airs in “ Der Freischiitz," that he jdayed ; and, as he played, 
Sheila’s poor liitle piano suffered somewhat. Never before had 
it been so battered about ; and she wished the small cham- 
ber were a great hall, to temper the voluminous noise of this 
opening passage. But presently the music softened. The 
white lithe fingers ran lightly over the keys, so that the notes 
seemed to ripple out like the prattling of a stream ; and 
then again some stately and majestic air, or some joyous burst 
of song, would break upon this light accomjraniment, and 
lead up to another roar and rumble of noise. It was a very 
fine performance, doubtless j but what Sheila remarked 
most was the enthusiasm of the lad. She was to see more 
of that. 

“ Now,” he said, “ that is nothing. It is to get one’s fingers 
accustomed to the keys — you play anything that is loud and 
rapfil. But if you please, Madame, shall I sing you some- 
thing ? ” 

“ Yes, do,” said Sheila. 

“ I will sing for you a little German song, which I believe 
Jenny Lind used to sing, but I never heard her sing. You 
know German?” 

“Very little indeed.” 

“ 'I’his is only the cry of some one, who is far away, about 
his sweetheart. It is very simple, both in the words and the 
music.” 

And he began to sing, in a voice so rich, so tender and 
expressive, that Sheila sat amazed and bewildered to hear him. 
Where had this boy caught such a trick of passion, or was it 
really a trick that threw into his voice all the pathos of a strong 
man’s love and grief? He had a powerful baritone, of unusual 
compass, and rare sweetness ; but it was not the finely-trained 
art of his singing, but the passionate abandonment of it, that 
thrilled Sheila, and indeed brought tears to her eyes. How 
had this mere lad learned all the yearning and despair of love, 
that he sang — 
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“ Dir bebt die Bnut 
Dir schlagt dies Herz 
Du meine Lust 1 
O du, mein Scbmerz ! 

Nur an den Winden, den Sternen der Iloh 
Muss ich ver kunden mein susses Weh ! ” 

as though his heart were breaking ? When he had finished, he 
paused for a moment or two before leaving the piano ; and 
then he came over to where Sheila sat. She fancied there was 
a strange look on his face, as of one who had been really 
experiencing the wild emotions of which he sang j but he said, 
in his ordinary careful way of speaking — 

“Madame, I am sorry I cannot translate the words for you 
into English. Tlrey are too simple ; and tliey have, what is 
common in many German songs, a mingling of the pleasure 
and the sadness of being in love, that would not read natural 
perhaps in English. When he says to her that she is his 
greatest delight, and also his greatest grief, it is quite right in 
the German — but not in the English.” 

“ But where have you learned all these things ? ” she said 
to him, talking to him as if he were a mere child, and looking 
without fear into his handsome boyish face and fine eyes. 
“ Sit down and tell me. That is the song of some one whose 
sweetheart is far away, you said. But you sang it as if you 
yourself had some sweetheart far away.” 

“ So I have, Madame,” he said, seriously ; “ when I sing the 
song, I think of her then, so that I almost cry for her.” 

“And who is she?” said Sheila, gently. “Is she very far 
away ?” 

“ I do not know,” said the lad, absently. “ I do not know 
who she is. Sometimes I think she is a beautiful woman away 
at St. Petersburg, singing in the opera-house there. Or I think 
she has sailed away in a ship fiom me ” 

“ But do you not sing about any particular person ? ” said 
Sheila, with an innocent wonder appearing in her eyes. 

“Oh no, not at all,” said the boy; and then he added, with 
some suddenness, “ Do you think, Madame, any fine songs 
like that, or any fine words, that go to the heart of people, are 
written about any one person ? Oh, no ! The man has a great 
desire in him to say something beautiful, or sad, and he says 
it — not to one person, but to all the world ; and all the world 
takes it from him as a gift. Sometimes, yes, he will think of 
one woman_, or he will dedicate the music to her, or he will 



EXCHANGES. 


261 


XVI.} 

compose it for her wedding, but the feeling in his heart is 
greater than any that he has for her. Can you believe, Madame, 
that Mendelssohn wrote the Hochzeitm — the Wedding March 
— for any one wedding ? No. It was all the marriage-joy of 
all the world he put into his music, and every one knows that. 
And you hear it at this wedding, at that wedding, but you know 
it belongs to something far away and more beautiful than 
the marriage of any one bride with her sweetheart. And if 
you will pardon me, Madame, for speaking about myself; it is 
about some one I never knew, who is far more beautiful and 
precious to me than any one I ever knew, that I try to think 
when I sing these sad songs, and then I think of her far away, 
and not likely ever to see me again.” 

“ But some day you will find that you have met her in real 
life," Sheila said. “ And you will find her far more beautiful 
and kind to you than anything you dreamed about ; and you 
will try to write your best music to give her. And then, if 
you should be unhappy, you will find how much worse is the 
real unhappiness about one you love than the sentiment of a 
song you can lay aside at any moment.” 

The lad looked at her. 

“What can you know about unhappiness, Madame?” he 
said, with a frank and gentle simplicity that she liked. 

“ I ? ” said Sheila. “ When people get married and begin to 
experience the cares of the world, they must expect to be 
unhappy sometimes.” 

“ But not you,” he said, with some touch of protest in his 
voice, as if it were impossible the world should deal harshly 
with so young, and beautiful, and tender a creature. “ You 
can have nothing but enjoyment around you. Every one must 
try to please you. You need only condescend to speak to 
people, and they are grateful to you for a great favour. Per- 
haps, Madame, you think I am impertinent ” 

He stopped and blushed ; while Sheila herself, with a little 
touch of colour, answered him, that she hoped he would always 
speak to her quite frankly, and then suggested that he might 
sing once more for her. 

“ Very well,” he said, as he sat down at the piano ; “ this is 
not any more a sad song. It is about a young lady who will 
not let her sweetheart kiss her, except on conditions. You 
shall hear the conditions, and what he says.” 

Sheila began to wonder whether this innocent-eyed lad had 
been imposing on her. The song was acted as well as sung. 
It consisted chiefly of a dialogue between the two lovers ; and 
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the boy, a wonderful ease and grace and skill, mimicked 
the shy coquetries of the girl, he/ fits of petulance and dictation, 
and the pathetic remonstrances of her companion, his humble 
entreaties, and his final sullenness, which is only conquered by 
her sudden and ample consent. “What a rare faculty of 
artistic representation this precocious boy must have,” she 
thought, “if he really exhibits all those moods, and whims, 
and tricks of manner without having himself been in the 
position of the despairing and imploring lover 1 ” 

“ You were not thinking of the beautiful lady in St. Peters- 
burg when you were singing now,” Sheila said, on his coming 
back to her. 

“ Oh no,” he said carelessly ; “ that is nothing. You have 
not to imagine anything. These people, yon see them on every 
stage, in the comedies and farces.” 

“ But that might happen in actual life,” said Sheila, still not 
quite sure about him. “ Do you know that many people would 
think you must have yourself been teased in that way, or you 
could not imitate it so naturally?” 

“ I ! Oh no, Madame,” he said seriously, “ I should not act 
that way, if I were in love with a woman. If I found her a 
comedy-actress, liking to make her amusement out of our 
relations, I should say to her, ‘ evening, Mademoiselle; we 
have both made a Utile mistake.' ” 

“ But you might be so much in love with her that you could 
not leave her without being very miserable.” 

“ I might be very much in love with her, yes ; but I would 
rather go away, and be miserable, than be humiliated by such 
a girl. Why do you smile, Madame ? Do you think I am 
vain, or that I am too young to know anything about that? 
Perhaps both are true ; but one cannot help thinking.” 

“ Well,” said Sheila, with a grandly maternal air of sympathy 
and interest, “ you must always remember this — that you have 
something more important to attend to than merely looking out 
for a beautiful sweetheart. That is the fancy of a foolish girl. 
You have your profession ; and you must become great and 
famous in that ; and then, some day, when you meet this 
beautiful woman, and ask her to be your wife, she will be 
bound to do that, and you will confer honour on her as well as 
secure happiness to yourself. Now, if you were to fall in love 
with some coquettish girl like her you were singing about, you 
would have no ambition to become famous ; you would lose all 
interest in ever)'thing except her, and she would be able to 
make you miserable by a single word. When you have made 
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a name for yourself, and got a good many more years, you will 
be better able to bear anything that happens to you iii youi love 
or in your marriage." 

“ You are very kind to take so much trouble,” said young 
Mosenberg, looking up with big, grateful eyes. “Perliaps, 
Madame, if you are not very busy, during the day, 3’-ou will let 
me call in sometimes \ and if there is no one here, I will tell 
you about what I am doing, and play for you, or sing for you, 
if you please.” 

“ In the afternoons I am always free,” she said. 

“ Do you never go out ? ” he asked. 

“Not often. My husband is at his studio most of the day.” 

The boy looked at her, hesitated for a moment, and then, 
with a sudden rush of colour to his face — 

“You should not stay so much in the house. Will you 
sometimes go for a little walk with me, Madame, to Kensington 
Gardens, if you are not busy in the afternoon ? ” 

“ Oh, certainly,” said Sheila, without a moment’s embarrass- 
ment. “ Do you live near them ? ” 

“No, I live in Sloane-street ; but the underground railway 
brings me here in a very short time.” 

That mention of Sloane-street gave a twinge to Sheila’s 
heart. Ought she to have been so ready to accept offers of new 
friendship just as her old friend had been banished from her? 

“ In Sloane-street ? Do you know Mr. Ingram ? ” 

“ Oh yes, very well. Do you ? ” 

“ He is one of my oldest friends,” said Sheila, bravely : she 
would not acknowledge that their intimacy was a thing of the 
past. 

“ He is a very good friend to me — I know that,” said young 
Mosenberg, with a laugh. “ He hired a piano, merely because 
I used to go into his rooms at night ; and now he makes me 
play over all my most difficult music when I go in, and he sits 
and smokes a pipe, and pietends to like it. I do not think he 
does ; but I have got to do it all the same ; and then, after- 
wards, I sing for him some songs that I know he likes. Madame, 
I think I can surprise you.” 

He went suddenly to the piano, and began to sing, in a 
very quiet way — 

“ O soft be thy slumbers, by Tigh-na-linne’s waters, 

Thy late-wake was sung by MacDmrmid’s fair daughters. 

But far in Lochaber the true heart was weeping. 

Whose hopes are entombed in the grave where thou’rt sleeping.” 
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It was .the lament of the young girl whose lover had been 
separated from her by false reports, and who died before he 
could get back to Lochaber when the deception was discovered 
And the wild, sad air that the girl is supposed to sing seemed 
so strange with those new chords that this boy-musician gave 
it, that Slieila sat and listened to it as though it were the sound 
of the seas about Borva coming to her with a new voice and 
finding her altered and a stranger. 

“ I know nearly all of those Highland songs that Mr. Ingram 
has got,” said the lad. 

“ I did not know he had any,” Sheila said. 

“ Sometimes he tries to .sing one himself,” said the boy, with 
a smile, “ but he does not sing very well, and he gets vexed 
with himself in fun, and flings things about the room. But you 
will sing some of those songs, Madame, and let me hear how 
they are sung in the north ? ” 

“ Some time,” said Sheila ; “ I would rather listen just now 
to all you can tell me about Mr. Ingram — he is such a very old 
friend of mine, and I do not know how he lives.” 

The lad speedily discovered that there was at least one way of 
keeping his new and beautiful acquaintance profoundly interested ; 
and, indeed, he went on talking until Lavender came into the 
room, in evening dress. It was eleven o'clock ; and young 
Mosenberg started up with a thousand apologies and hopes 
that he had not detained Mrs. Lavender. No, Mrs. Lavender 
was not going out j her husband was going round for an hour 
to a ball that Mrs. Kavanagh was giving, but she preferred to 
stay at home. 

“ May I call upon you to-morrow afternoon, Madame? ” said 
the boy, as he was leaving. 

“• I shall be very glad if you will,” Sheila answered. 

And as he w'ent along the pavement, young Mosenberg 
observed to his companion that Mrs. Lavender did not seem 
to have gone out much, and that it was very good of her to 
have promised to go with him occasionally into Kensington 
Gardens. 

“ Oh, has she ? ” said Lavender. 

“ Yes,” said the lad, with some surprise. 

“You are lucky to be able to get her to leave the house,” 
her husband said ; “ I can’t.” 

Perhaps he had not tried so much as the words seemed to 
imply. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

GUESSES. 

“ Mr. Ingram,” cried young Mosenberg, bursting into the 
room of his friend, “ do you know that I have seen your 
Princess from the island of the Atlantic ? Yes, I met her 
yesterday, and I went up to the house, and I dined there, 
and spent all the evening there.” 

Ingram was not surprised, nor, apparently, much interested. 
He was cutting open the leaves of a quarterly review, and a 
freshly-filled pipe lay on the table beside him. A fire had been 
lit, more for cheerfulness than warmth ; the shutters were shut ; 
there was some whisky on the table; so that this small apart- 
ment seemed to have its share of bachelor’s comforts. 

“ Well,” said Ingram, quietly, “ did you play for her ? ” 

“ Yes." 

“ And sing for her, too ? ” 

» Yes.” 

“ Did you play and sing your very best for her? ” 

“ Yes, I did. But I have not told you half yet. This 
afternoon I went up ; and she went out for a walk with me ; 
and we went down through Kensington Gardens, and all 

around by the Serpentine ” 

“Did she go into that parade of people?” said Ingram, 
looking up with some surprise. 

“ No,” said the lad, looking rather crestfallen, for he would 
have liked to have shown off Sheila to some of his friends; 
“ she would not go — she preferred to watch the small boats 
on the Serpentine ; and she was very kind, too, in speaking 
to the children, and helping them with their boats, although 
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some people stared' at her. And what is more than all these 
things, to-morrow night she comes with me to a concert in the 
St. James’s Hall — yes.” 

“ You are very fortunate,” said Ingram, with a smile, for he 
was well pleased to hear that Sheila had taken a fancy to the 
boy, and was likely to find his society amusing. “Hut you have 
not told me yet what you think of her.” 

“ What I think of her !” said the lad, pausing in a bewildered 
way, as if he could find no words to express his opinion of 
Sheila. And then he said suddenly, “ / think she is like the 
mother of Gad-" 

“ You irreverent young rascal ! ” said Ingiam, lighting his 
pipe, “ how dare you say such a thing ? ” 

“ I mean in the pictures — in the tall pictures you see in 
some churches abroad and far up in a half-darkness. She has 
the same sweet, compassionate look, and her eyes are some- 
times a little sad ; and when she speaks to you, you think you 
have known her for a long time, and that she wishes to be 
very kind to you. But she is not a Princess at all, as you 
told me. I expected to find her grand, haughty, wilful, yes ; 
but she is much too friendly for that, and when she laughs, you 
see she could not sweep about a room, and stare at people. 
But if she was angry, or proud — perhaps then ” 

“See you don’t make her angry, then,” said Ingram. “Now 
go and play over all you were practising in the morning. 
No ! — stop a bit. Sit down and tell me something more about 
your experiences of Shei — of Mrs. Lavender.” 

Young Mosenberg laughed, and sat down. 

“ Do you know, Mr. Ingram, that the same thing occurred 
yesterday night. I was about to sing some more, or I was 
asking Mrs. Lavender to sing some more — I forget which — 
but she said to me, '^Not just now. / wish you to sit down 
and tell me all you know about Mr. Ingram.’' 

“ And she no sooner honours you with her confidence than 
you carry it to everyone ! ” said Ingram, somewhat fearful of 
the boy’s tongue. 

“ Oh, as to that,” said the lad, delighted to see that his friend 
was a little embarrassed, — “as to that, I believe she is in 
love with you.” 

“ Mosenberg,” said Ingram, with a flash of anger in his dark 
eyes, “if you were half-a-dozen years older, I would thrash the 
hie out of you. Do you think that is a pretty sort of joke to 
make about a woman 1 Don’t you know the mischief your 
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gabbling tongue might make ; for how is every one to know 
that you are talking merely impertinent nonsense ? ” 

“ Oh," said the boy, audaciously, “ I did not mean anything 
of the kind you see in comedies or in operas, breaking up 
marriages, and causing duels ! Oh, no. I think she is in 
love with you as I am in love with her : and I am, ever since 
yesterday.” 

“Well, I will say this for you,” remarked Ingram, slowly, 
“ that you are the cheekiest young beggar I have the pleasure 
to know. You are in love with her, are you? A lady admits 
you to her house, is particularly kind to you, talks to you in 
confidence, and then you go and tell people that you are in 
love with her ! ” 

“ I did not tell people so,” said Mosenberg, flushing under 
the severity of the reproof ; “ 1 told you only, and I thought 
you would understand what I meant. I 'should have told 
Lavender himself just as soon, yes ! — only he would not care.” 

“ How do you know? ” 

“ Bah ! ” said the boy, impatiently. “ Cannot one see it ? 
You have a pretty wife— much prettier than any one you would 
see at a ball at Mrs. Kavanagh’s — ^and you leave her at home, 
and you go to the ball to amuse yourself.” 

This boy, Ingram perceived, was getting to see too clearly 
how matters stood. He bade him go and play some music, 
having first admonished him gravely about the necessity of 
keeping some watch and ward over his tongue. Then the pipe 
was re-lit ; and a fury of sound arose at the otlier end of the 
room. 

So Lavender, forgetful of the true hearted giil who loved him, 
forgetful of his own generous instincts, forgetful of the future 
that his fine abilities promised, was still dangling after this alien 
woman ; and Sheila was left at home, with her troubles and 
piteous yearnings and fancies as her only companions. Once 
upon a time, Ingram could have gone straight up to hifn, and 
admonished him, and driven him to amend his ways. But now 
that was impossible. 

What was still possible ? One wild project occurred to him 
for a moment, but he laughed at it, and dismissed it. It was 
that he should go boldly to Mrs. Lorraine herself, ask her plainly 
if she knew what cruel injury she was doing to this young wife, 
and force her to turn I,avender adrift. But what enterprise of 
the days of old romance could be compared with this mad pro- 
posal? To ride up to a castle, blow a trumpet, and announce 
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that unless a certain lady were released forthwith, death and 
.destruction would begin — all that was simple enough, easy and 
according to rule j but to go into a lady’s drawing-room, with- 
out an introduction, and request her to stop a certain flirtation 
— that was a much more awful undertaking. But Ingram could 
not altogether dismiss this notion from his head. Mosenberg 
went on playing no longer his practising-pieces, but all manner 
of airs which he knew Ingram liked \ while the small sallow 
man with the brown beard lay in his easy-chair, and smoked 
his pipe, and gazed attentively at his toes on the fender. 

“ You know Mrs. Kavanagh and her daughter, don’t you, 
Mosenberg?” he said, during an interval in the music. «• 

“ Not much,” said the boy. “ They were in England only a 
/ittle while before I went to Leipsic.” 

“ I should like to know them.” 

“That is very ’easy. Mr. Lavender will introduce you to 
them. Mrs. Lavender said he went there very much.” 

“ What would they do, do you think, if I went up and asked 
to see them ? ” 

“ The servant would ask if it was about beer or coals that 
you called.” 

A man will do much for a w'oman who is his friend ; but to 
be suspected of being a brewer’s traveller, to have to push one’s 
way into a strange drawing-room, to have to confront the awful 
stare of the inmates, and then to have to deliver a message 
which they will probably consider as the very extreme of auda- 
cious and meddling impertinence ! The prospect was not 
pleasant ; and yet Ingram, as he sat and thought over it that 
evening, finally resolved to encounter all these dangers and 
wounds. He could help Sheila in no other way. He was 
banished from her house. Perhaps he might induce this Ameri- 
can girl to release her captive, and give Lavender back to his 
own wife. What were a few twinges of one’s self-respect, or 
risks of a humiliating failure, compared with the possibility of 
befriending Sheila in some small way ? 

Next morning he went early in to Whitehall ; and about one 
o’clock started off for Holland Park. He wore a tall hat, a 
black frock-coat, and yellow kid gloves. He went in a hansom, 
so that the person who opened the door should know that he 
was not a brewer’s traveller. In this wise he reached Mrs. 
Kavanagh’s house, which Lavender had frequently pointed out 
to him in passing, about half-past one, and, with some internal 
tremors, but much outward calmness, went up the broad stone 
steps. 
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A small boy in buttons opened the door, 

“ Is Mrs. Lorraine at home ? ” 

“Yes, sir,” said the boy. 

It was the simplest thing in the world. In a couple of seconds 
he found himself in a big drawing-room ; and the youth had 
taken his card up stairs. Ingram was not very sure whether his 
success, so far, was due to the hansom, or to his tall hat, or to 
a silver-headed cane which his grandfather had brought home 
from India. However, here he was in the house, just like the 
hero of one of those fine old farces of our youth, who jumps 
from the street into a strange drawing-room, flirts with the maid, 
hides beliind a screen, confronts the master, and marries his 
daughter all in half an hour, the most exacting unities of time 
and place being faithfully observed. 

Presently the door was opened, and a young lady, pale and 
calm and sweet of face, a])proachc(l him, and not only bowed 
to him, but held out her hand. 

“ I have much pleasure in making your acquaintance, Mr. 
Ingram,” she said, gently, and somewhat slowly. “ Mr. Laven- 
der has frequently promised to bring you to see us ; for he has 
si)oken to us so much about you, that we had begun to think 
we already knew you. Will you come with me up stairs that I 
may introduce you to mamma?” 

Ingram had come prepared to state harsh truths bluntly, and 
was ready to meet any sort of anger or opposition with a per- 
fect frankness of intention. But he certainly had not come 
prepared to find the smarl-tongued and fascinating American 
widow of whom he had heard so much, a quiet, self-possessed, 
and gracious young lady, of singularly winning manners, and 
clear and resolutely honest eyes. Had Lavender been quite 
accurate or even conscientious in his garrulous talk about Mrs. 
1 .orraine ? 

“ If you will excuse me,” said Ingram, with a smile that had 
less of embarrassment about it than he could have expected, 
“ I would rather speak to you fora few minutes first. The fact 
is, I have come on a self-imposed errand ; and that must be 

my apology for — for thrusting myself ’’ 

“ I am sure no apology is needed,” said the girl. “ We have 
always been expecting to see you. Will you sit down ? ” 

He put his hat and his cane on the table ; and as he did so, he 
recorded a mental resolution not to be led away by the apparent 
innocence and sweetness of this woman. What a fool he had 
been, to expect her to appear in the guise of some forward and 
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giggling coquette, as if Frank Lavender, with all his faults, could 
have suffered anything like coarseness of manners ! But was 
this woman any the less dangerous that she was refined and 
courteous, and had the speech and bearing of a gentle- 
woman ? 

“ Mrs. Lorraine,” he said, lowering his eyebrows somewhat, 
“ I may as well be frank with you. I have come upon an 
unpleasant errand — an affair, indeed, which ought to be no 
business of mine ; but sometimes, when you care a little for 
some one, you don’t mind running the risk of being treated as 
an intermeddler. You know that I know Mrs. Lavender. She 
is an old friend of mine. She was almost a child when I knew 
her first; and I still have a sort of notion that she is a child, 
and that I should look after her, and so — and so ” 

She sat quite still. There was no surprise, no alarm, no 
anger, when Sheila’s name was mentioned. She was merely 
attentive ; but now, seeing that he hesitated, she said — 

“ I do not know what you have to say ; but if it is serious, 
may not I ask mamma to join us ? ” 

“ If you please, no. I would rather speak with you alone, 
as this matter concerns yourself only. Well, the fact is, I have 
seen for some time back that Mrs. Lavender is very unhappy ; 
she is left alone ; she knows no one in London ; perhaps she 
does not care to join much in those social amusements that her 
husband enjoys. I say, this poor girl is an old friend of mine ; 
I cannot help trying to do something to make her less 
wretched ; and so I have ventured to come to you to see if 
you could not assist me. Mr. Lavender comes very much to 
your house ; and Sheila is left all by herself ; and doubtless 
she begins to fancy that her husband is neglectful, perhaps 
indifferent to her, and may get to imagine things that are quite 
wrong, you know, and that could be explained away by a little 
kindness on your part.” 

Was this, then, the fashion in which Jonah had gone up to 
curse the wickedness of Nineveh? As he had spoken, he had 
been aware that those sincere, somewhat matter-of-fact, and far 
from unfriendly eyes that were fixed on him had undergone no 
change whatever. Here was no vile creature who v'ould start 
up, with a guilty conscience, to repel the remotest hint of 
an accusation ; and indeed, quite unconsciously to himself, 
he had been led on to ask for her help. Not that he feared 
her. Not that he could not have said the harshest things to 
her which there was any reason for saying. But somehow 
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there seemed to be no occasion for the utterance of any cruel 
truths. 

The wonder of it was, too, that instead of being wounded, 
indignant, and angry, as he had expected her to be, she be- 
trayed a very friendly interest in Sheila, as though she herself 
had nothing whatever to do with the matter. 

“ You have undertaken a very difficult task, Mr. Ingram,” 
she said, with a smile. “ I don’t think there are many married 
ladies in London who have a friend who would do as much for 
them. And, to tell you the truth, both my mamma and myself 
have come to the same conclusion as yourself about Mr. 
Lavender. It is really too bad, the way in which he allows 
that pretty young thing to remain at home ; for I suppose she 
would go more into society if he were to coax her and persuade 
her. We have done what we could, in sending her invita- 
tions, in calling on her, and in begging Mr. Lavender to bring 
her with him. But he has always some excuse for her, so 
tliat we never see her. And yet I am sure he does not mean 
to give her pain ; for he is very proud of her, and madly ex- 
travagant wherever she is concerned, and sometimes he takes 
sudden fits of trying to please her and be kind to her that 
are quite odd in their way. Can you tell me what we should 
do?” 

Ingram looked at her for a moment, and said, gravely and 
slowly — 

“ Before we talk any more about that, I must clear my 
conscience. I believe that I have done you a wrong. 1 
came here prepared to accuse you of drawing away Mr. 
Lavender from his wife, of seeking amusement and perhaps 
some social distinction by keeping him continually dangling 
after you ; and I meant to reproach you, or even threaten 
you, until you promised never to see him again.” 

A quick flusli, partly of shame and partly of annoyance, 
spi ang to the fair and pale face ; but she answered, calmly — 

“It is perhaps as icell that you did not tell me this a few 
minutes ago. May I ask what has led you to change your 
opinion of me, if it has changed?” 

“ Of course it has changed,” he said, promptly and emphati- 
cally. “ I can see that I did you a great injury ; and I apolo- 
gize for it, and beg your forgiveness. But when you ask me 
what has led me to change ray opinion, what am I to say? 
Your manner, perhaps, more than what you have said, has 
convinced me that I was wiyng.” 
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“ Perhaps you are agdn mistaken,” she said, coldly ; “ you 
get rapidly to conclusions.” 

“ The reproof is just,” he said. “ You are quite right. 1 
have made a blunder ; there is no mistake about it.” 

“ But do you think it was fair,” she said, with some spirit, 
“ do you think it was fair to believe all this harm about a 
woman you had never seen ? Now, listen. A hundred times 
I have begged Mr. Lavender to be more attentive to his wife 
— not in these words, of course, but as directly as I could. 
Mamma has given parties, made arrangements for visits, drives, 
and all sorts of things, to tempt Mrs. Lavender to come to us, 
and all in vain. Of course, you can’t thrust yourself on any one 
like that. Though mamma and myself like Mrs. Lavender 
very well, it is asking too much tliat we should encounter the 
humiliation of intermeddling ” 

Here she stopped suddenly, with the least show of embarrass- 
ment. Then she said, frankly — 

“ You are an old friend of hers. It is very good of you to 
have risked so much for the sake of that girl. There are very 
few gentlemen whom one meets who would do as much.” 

Ingram could say nothing, and was a little impatient with 
himself. Was he to be first reproved, and then treated with an 
indulgent kindness, by a mere girl ? 

“ Mamma,” said Mrs. Lorraine, as an elderly lady entered 
the room, “ let me introduce to you Mr. Ingram, whom you 
must already know. He proposes we 'hould join in some 
conspiracy to inveigle Mrs. Lavender into society, and make 
the poor little thing amuse herself.” 

“ Little ! ” said Mrs. Kavanagh, with a smile ; “ she is a good 
deal taller than you are, my dear. But I am afraid, Mr. Ingram, 
you have undertaken a hopeless task. Will you stay to luncheon 
and talk it over with us ? ” 

“ I hope you will,” said Mrs. Lorraine.; and naturally enough 
he consented. 

Luncheon was just ready. As they w'ere going into the room 
on the opposite side of the hall, the younger lady said to Ingram, 
in a quiet undertone, but with much indifference of manner — 

“ You know, if you think I ought to give up Mr. Lavender’s 
acquaintance altogether, I will do so at once. But perhaps 
that will not be necessary.” 

So this was the house in which Sheila’s husband spent so 
much of his time ; and these were the two ladies of whom so 
much had been said and surmised. There were thiee of 
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Lavender’s pictures on the walls of the dining-room •, and as 
Ingram inadvertently glanced at them, Mrs. Lorraine said to 
him — 

“ Don’t you think it is a pity Mr. Lavender should continue 
drawing those imaginative sketches of heads ? I do not think, 
myself, that he does himself justice in that way. Some bits of 
landscape, now, that I have seen, seemed to me to have quite 
a definite character about them, and promised far more than 
anything else of his I have seen.” 

“ That is precisely what I think,” said Ingram, partly amused 
and partly annoyed to find that this girl, with her clear grey 
eyes, her soft and musical voice, and her singular delicacy of 
manner, had an evil trick of saying the very things he would 
himself have said, and leaving him with nothing but a helpless 
“ yes.” 

“ 1 think he ought to have given up his club when he married. 
Most English gentlemen do that when they marry, do they not?" 
said Mrs. Kavanagh. 

“ Some,” said Ingram. “ But a good deal of nonsense is 
talked about the influence of clubs in that way. It is really 
absurd to suppose that the size or the shape of a building can 
alter a man’s moral character ” 

“ It does, though,” said Mrs. Lorraine, confidently. “ I can 
tell directly if a gentleman has been accustomed- to spend his 
time in clubs. When he is surprised, or angry, or impatient, 
you can perceive blanks in his conversation, which in a club, I 
suppose, would be filled up. Don’t you know poor old Colonel 
Hannen’s way of talking, mamma? This old gentleman, Mr. 
Ingiam, is very fond of speaking to you about political liberty, 
and the rights of conscience ; and he generally becomes so 
confused that he gets vexed with himself, and makes odd pauses, 
as if he were invariably addressing himself in very rude language 
indeed. Sometimes you would think he was like a railway 
engine, going blindly and helplessly on through a thick and 
choaking mistj and you can see that if there were no ladies 
present he would let off a few crackers — ^fog-signals, as it were 
— ^just to bring himself up a bit, and let people know where he 
was. Then he will go on again, talking away, until you fancy 
yourself in a tunnel, with a throbbing noise in your ears, and 
all the daylight shut out, and you perhaps getting to wish that 
on the whole you were dead.” 

“ Cecilia ! ” 

“ I beg your pardon, mamma," said the younger lady, with a 

T 
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quiet smile ; “ you look so surprised, that Mr. Ingram will 
give me credit for not often having erred in that way. You 
look as though a hare had turned and attacked you.” 

“ That would give most people a fright," said Ingram, with 
a laugh. He was rapidly forgetting the object of his mission. 
The almost childish softness of voice of this girl, and the per- 
fect composure with which she uttered little sayings that shoifred 
considerable sharpness of obseiwation, and a keen enjoyment 
of the grotesque, had an odd sort of fascination for him. He 
totally forgot that Lavender had been fascinated by it too. If 
he had been reminded of the fact at this moment, he would 
have said that the boy had, as usual, got sentimental about a 
pretty pair of big grey eyes and fine profile, while he, Ingram, 
was possessed by nothing but a purely intellectual admiration 
of certain fine qualities of brightness, sincerity of speech, and 
womanly shrewdness. 

Luncheon, indeed, was over before any mention was made 
of the Lavenders ; and when they returned to that subject, it 
appeared to Ingram that their relations had in the meantime 
got to be very friendly, and that they were really discussing 
this matter as if they formed a little family conclave. 

“ I have told Mr. Ingram, mamma,” Mrs. Lorraine said, 
“ that, so far as I am concerned, I will do whatever he thinks 
I ought to do. Mr. Lavender has been a friend of ours foi 
some time ; and of course he cannot be treated with any rude 
ness or incivility j but if we are wounding the feelings of any 
one by asking him to come here — and he certainly has visited 
us pretty often — why, it would be easy to lessen the number of 
his calls. Is that what we should do, Mr. Ingram ? You would 
not have us quarrel with him ? ” 

“ Especially,” said Mrs, Kavanagh, with a smile, “ that there 
is no certainty he will spend more of his time with his wife 
merely because he spends less of it here. And yet I fancy he 
is a very good-natured man.” 

“ He is very good-natured,” said Ingram, with decision. 
“ I have known him for years, and I know he is exceedingly 
unselfish, that he would do ridiculously generous things to serve 
a friend, and that a better-intentioned fellow does not breathe 
in the world. But he is, at times, I admit, very thoughtless 
and inconsiderate ” 

“ That sort of good-nature,” said Mrs. Lorraine, in her 
gentlest voice, “ is very good in its way, but rather uncertain. 
So long as it shines in one direction it is all right, and quite 
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trustworthy ; for you want a hard brush to brush sunlight off 
a wall. But when the sunlight shifts, you know ” 

“ The wall is left in the cold. Well,” said Ingram, “ I am 
afraid it is impossible for me to dictate to you what you ought 
to do. I do not wish to draw you into any interference between 
husband and wife, or even to let Mr. Lavender know that you 
think he is not treating Shei — Mrs. Lavender — properly. But 
if you w’ere to hint to him that he ought to pay some attention 
to her — that he should not be going everywhere as if he were 
a young bachelor in chambers; if )'ou would discourage his 
coming to see you without bringing her also, and so forth — 
surely he would see w'hat you mean Perhaps I ask too much 
of you ; but I had intended to ask more. The fact is, Mrs. 
Kavanagh, I had done your daughter the injustice of suppos- 
ing ” 

“ I thought we had agreed to say no more about that,” said 
Mrs. Lorraine, quickly ; and Ingram was silent. 

Half an hour thereafter he was walking back through Plolland 
Park, through the warm light of an autumn afternoon. The 
place seemed much changed since he had seen it a couple of 
hours before. Tiie double curve of big houses had a more 
friendly and hospitable look; the very air seemed to be more 
genial and comfortable since he had driven up here in the 
hansom. 

I’eihaps Mr. Ingram rvas at this moment a little more per- 
turbed, pleased, and bewildered than he W’ould have liked to 
confess. lie had discoveied a great deal in these two hours ; 
been much surpri.sed and fascinated ; and had come away fairly 
, stupefied with the result of his mission. He had, indeed, been 
successful : Lavender would now find a different welcome 
awaiting him in the house in which he had been spending 
nearly all his time, to the neglect of his wife. But the fact is, 
that as Edward Ingram went rapidly over in his own mind 
everthing that had occurred since his entrance into that house, 
as he anxiously recalled the remarks made to him, the tone and 
looks accompanying them, and his Owm replies, it was not of 
Lavender’s affairs alone that he thought. lie confessed to 
himself frankly that he had never yet met any w'oman who had 
so surprised him into admiration on their first meeting. 

Yet what had she Tsaid? Nothing very particular. Was it 
in the briglit intelligence of the grey eyes, that seemed to see 
everything he meant w«ith an instant quickness, and that seemed 
to agree with him evert before he spoke ? He reflected, now 

T 2 
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that He was in the open air, that he must have persecuted these 
two women dreadfully. In getting away from Lavender’s 
affairs, they had touched on pictures, books, and what not — on 
all sorts of topics, indeed, except those which, as Ingram had 
anticipated, such a creature as Mrs. Lorraine would naturally 
have found interesting. And he had to confess to himself that 
he had lectured his two helpless victims most unmercifully. He 
was quite conscious that he sometimes laid down the law in an 
authoritative and even sententious manner. On first going into 
the house, certain things said by Mrs. Lorraine had almost 
surprised him into a mood of mere acquiescence ; but after 
luncheon he had assumed his ordinary manner of tutor in 
general to the universe, and had informed those two women, in 
a distinct fashion, what their opinions ought to be on half the 
social conundrums of the day. 

He now reflected, with much compunction, that this was 
highly improper. He ought to have asked about flower-shows ; 
and inquired whether the Princess of Wales was looking well 
of late. Some reference to the last Parisian comedy might 
have introduced a disquisition on the new greys and greens of 
the French milliners, with a passing mention made of the price 
paid for a pair of ponies by a certain Marquise unattached. 
He had not spoken of one of these things ; perhaps he could 
not, if he had tried. He remembered, with an awful con- 
sciousness of guilt, that he had actually discoursed of woman 
suffrage, of the public conscience of New York, of the extir- 
pation of the Indians, and a dozen different things, not only 
taking no heed of any opinions that his audience of two might 
hold, but insisting on their accepting his opinions as the ex- 
pression of absolute and incontrovertible truth. 

He became more and more dissatisfied with himself. If he 
could only go back, now, he would be much more w'ary, more 
submissive and complaisant, more anxious to please. What 
right had he to abuse the courtesy and hospitality of these two 
strangers, and lecture them on the Constitution of their own 
country? He was annoyed beyond expression that they had 
listened to him with so much patience. 

And yet he could not have seriously offended them ; for they 
had earnestly besought him to dine with them on the following 
Tuesday evening, to meet an American judge ; and, when he 
had consented, Mrs. Lorraine had written down on a card the 
date and hour, lest he should forget. He had that card in his 
pocket ; surely he could not have offended them ? If he had 
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pursued this series of questions, he might have gone on to ask 
himself why he should be so anxious not to have offended 
these two new friends. He was not ordinarily very sensitive to 
the opinions that might be formed of him — more especially by 
persons living out of his own sphere, with whon* he was not 
likely to associate. He did not, indeed, as a general rule, 
suffer himself to be perturbed about anything ; and yet, as he 
went along the busy thoroughfare at this moment, he was con- 
scious that rarely in his life had he been so ill at ease. 

Something now occurred that startled him out of his reverie. 
Communing with himself, he was staring blankly ahead, taking 
little note of the people whom he saw. But somehow, in a 
vague and dream-like way, he seemed to become aware that 
there was someone in front of him— a long way ahead as yet 
— whom he knew. He was still thinking of Mrs. Lorraine, 
and unconsciously postponing the examination of this ap- 
proaching figure, or rather pair of figures, when, with a sudden 
start, he found Sheila’s sad and earnest eyes fixed upon him. 
He woke up as from a dream. He saw that young Mosenberg 
was with her ; and naturally the boy would have approached 
Ingram, and stopped, and spoken. But Ingram paid no atten- 
tion to him. He was, with a quick pang at his heart, regarding 
Sheila, with the knowledge that on her rested the cruel de- 
cision as to whether she should come forward to him or not. 
He was nqt aware that her husband had forbidden her to have 
any communication with him ; yet he had guessed as much, 
partly from his knowledge of Lavender’s impatient disposition, 
and partly from the glance he caught of her eyes when he 
woke up from his trance. 

Young Mosenberg turned with surprise to his companion. 
She was passing on ; he did not even see that she had bovred 
to Ingram, with a face flushed with shame and pain, and 
with eyes cast down. Ingram, too, was passing on, without 
even shaking hands with her, or uttering a word. Mosenberg 
was too bewildered to attempt any protest ; he merely followed 
Sheila, with a conviction that something desperate had oc- 
curred, and that he would best consult her feelings by making 
no reference to it. 

But that one look that the girl had directed to her old friend 
before she bowed and passed on had filled him with dismay 
and despair. It was somehow like the piteous look of a 
wounded animal, incapable of expressing its pain. All thoughts 
and fancies of his own little vexations or embarrassments were 
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instantly banished from him ; he could only see before him 
those sad and piteous eyes, full of kindness to him, he thought, 
and of grief that she should be debarred from speaking to him, 
and of resignation to her own lot. 

Gwdyr House did not get much work out of him that day. 
He sat in a small room in a back part of the building, looking 
out on a lonely little square, silent, and ruddy with the 
reflected light of the sunset. 

“A hundred Mrs. Lorraines,” he was thinking to himself, 
bitterly enough, “ will not save my poor Sheila. She will die 
of a broken heart. I can see it in her face. And it is I who 
have done it — from first to last it is I who have done it ; and 
now I can do nothing to help her.” 

That became the burden and refrain of all his reflections. 
It was he who had done this frightful thing. It was he who 
had taken away the young Highland girl — his good Sheila — 
from her home ; and ruined her life and broken her heart 
And he c ould do nothing to help her. 



CHAPTER XVIII. 
sheila’s stratagem. 

“ We met Mi. Ingram to-day,” said young Mosenberg, 
ingenuously. 

He was dining with Lavender, not at home, but at a certain 
club in St. James’s Street ; and either his curiosity was too 
great, or he had forgotten altogether Ingram’s warnings to him 
that he should hold his tongue. 

“Oh, did you?” said Lavender, showing no great interest, 
“ Waiter, some French mustard. What did Ingram say to 
you ? ” 

The question was asked with much appaient indifference j 
and the boy stared. 

“ Well,” he said, at length, “ I suppose there is some mis- 
understanding between Mis. Lavender and Mr. Ingram, for 
they both saw each other, and they both jjassed on without 
speaking j I was very sorry, yes. I thought they were friends. 
I thought Mr. Ingram knew Mrs. I^avender even before you 
did ; but they did not speak to each other, not one word.” 

Lavender was in one sense pleased to hear this. He liked 
to hear that his wife was obedient to him. But he said to him- 
self, with a sharp twinge of conscience, she was carrying her 
obedience too far. He had never meant that she should not 
ever speak to her old friend. He would show Sheila that he 
was not unreasonable. He would talk to her about it as soon 
as he got home, and in as kindly a way as was possible. 

Mosenberg did not play billiards, but they remained late in 
the billiard-room. Lavender playing pool, and getting out of 
it rather successfully. He could not speak to Sheila that 
night ] but next morning, before going out, he did. 
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Sheila,” he said, “ Mosenberg told me last night that you 
met Mr. Ingram, and did not speak to him. Now, I didn’t 
mean anything like that. You must not think me unreason- 
able. All I want is, that he shall not interfere with our affairs 
and try to raise some unpleasantness between 3^ou and me, 
such as might arise from tlie interference of even the kindest 
of friends. When you meet him outside, or at anyone’s house, 
I hope you will speak to him just as usual.” 

Sheila replied, calmly — 

“ If I am not allowed to receive Mr. Ingram here, I cannot 
treat him as a friend elsewhere. I would ratlier not have 
friends whom I can only speak to in the streets.” 

“ Very well,” said l.avender, wincing under the rebuke, but 
fancying that she would soon repent her of this resolve. In 
the meantime, if she would have it so, she should have it so. 

So that was an end of this question of Mr. Ingram’s inter- 
ference for the present. But very soon — in a couple of days, 
indeed — Lavender perceived the change that had been wrought 
in the house in Holland Park to w’hich he had been accus- 
tomed to resort. 

“ Cecilia,” Mrs. Kavanagh had said, on Ingram’s leaving, 
“ you must not be rude to Mr. Lavender.” 

She knew the perfect independence of that gentle young 
lady, and was rather afraid it might carry her too far. 

” Of course I shall not be, mamma,” Mrs. Lorraine had 
said. “Did you ever hear of such a courageous act as that 
man coming up to two strangers and challenging them, all on 
behalf of a girl married to someone else? You know that 
was the meaning of his visit He thought I was flirting with 
Mr. Lavender, and keeping him from his wife. I wonder how 
many men there are in London who would have walked twenty 
yards to help in such a matter.” 

“ My dear, he may have been in love with that pretty young 
lady before she was married.” 

“Oh no,” said the clear-eyed daughter, quietly, but quite 
confidently. “ He would not be so ready to show his inter- 
est in her if that were so. Either he would be modest, and 
ashamed of his rejection ; or vain, and attempt to make a 
mystery about it.” 

“ Perhaps you are right,” said the mother : she seldom found 
her daughter wrong on such points. 

“ I am sure I am right, mamma. He talks about her as 
fondly, and frequently, and openly, as a man might talk about 
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his own daughter. Besides, you can see he is talking honestly. 
That man couldn’t deceive a child if he were to try. You 
see everything in his face.” 

“ You seem to have been much interested in him,” said 
Mrs. Kavanagh, with no appearance of sarcasm. 

“ Well, I don’t think 1 meet such men often, and that is 
the truth. Do you ? ” 

This was carrying the war into the enemy’s country. 

“ I like him very well,” said Mrs. Kavanagh. “ I think he 
is honest. I do not think he dresses very carefully ; and he is 
perhaps too intent on convincing you that his opinions are right.” 

“ Well, for my part,” said her daughter, with just the least 
tinge of warmth in her manner, “ I confess I like a man who 
has opinions, and who is not afraid to say so. I don’t find 
many who have. And as for his dressing, one gets rather 
tired of men who come to you every evening to impress you 
with the excellence of their tailor. As if women were to be 
captured by millinery ! Don’t we know the value of linen 
and woollen fabrics ? ” 

“ My dear child, you are throwing away your vexation on 
someone whom I don’t know. It isn’t Mr. Lavender ? ” 

“ Oh dear, no !• He is not so silly as that : he dresses well, 
but there is perfect freedom about his dress. He is too much 
an artist to sacrifice himself to his clothes.” 

“ I am glad you have a good word for him at last. I think 
you have been rather hard on him since Mr. Ingram called ; 
and that is the reason I asked you to be careful.” 

She was quite careful, but as explicit as good manners would 
allow. Mrs. Lorraine was most particular in asking about 
Mrs. Lavender, and in expressing her regret that they so 
seldom saw her. 

“ She has been brought up in the country, you know,” said 
Lavender, with a smile j “ and there the daughters of a house are 
taught a number of domestic duties that they would consider it 
sin to neglect. She would be unhappy if you caused her to neg- 
lect them ; she would take her pleasure with a bad conscience.” 

“ But she cannot be occupied with them all day.” 

“ My dear Mrs. Lorraine, how often have we discussed the 
question ! And you know you have me at a disadvantage ; for 
how can I describe to you what those mysterious duties are ? 
I only know that she is pretty nearly always busy with something 
or other ; and in the evening, of course, she is generally too 
tired to think of going out any more.” 
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“ Oh, but you must try to get her out. Next Tuesday, now, 

Judge is going to dine with us, and you know how amusing 

he is. If you have no other engagements, couldn’t you bring 
Mrs. Lavender to dine with us on that evening? ” 

Now, on former occasions, something of the same sort of 
invitation had frequently been given ; and it was generally 
answered by Lavender’s giving an excuse for his wife, and 
promising to come himself. What was his astonishment to 
find Mrs. Lorraine plainly, and most courteously, intimating 
that the invitation was addressed distinctly to Mr. and Mis. 
Lavender as a couple ! When he regretted that Mrs. Lavender 
could not come, she said quietly — ■ 

“ Oh, I am so sorry ! You would have met an old friend of 
yours here, as well as the Judge — Mr. Ingiam.” 

Lavender made no further sign of surpiise or curiosity than 
to lift his eyebrows, and say — “• Indeed ! ” 

But when he left the house, certain dark suspicions were 
troubling his mind. Nothing had been said as to the manner in 
which Ingram had made the acquaintance of Mrs. Kivanagh and 
her daughter; but theie was that in Mrs. Loiiaine’s manner 
which convinced Lavender that something had happened Had 
Ingram carried his interference to the extent of complaining to 
them? Had he overcome a repugnance which he had re- 
peatedly admitted, and thrust himself upon these two people for 
this very purpose of making him. Lavender, odious and con- 
temptible ? Lavender’s cheeks burned as he tliought of this 
possibility. Mis. Lorraine had been most courteous to him; 
but the longer he dwelt on these vague surmises, the deeper 
grew his consciousness that he had been turned out of the place, 
morally if not physically. What was that excess of courtesy 
but a cloak? If she had meant Ic-is, she would have been more 
careless; and all through the intei view he had remarked that, 
instead of the free warfare oftalk that generally went on between 
them, Mrs. Lorraine was most foimrdly polite, and apparently 
watchful of her words. 

He went home in a passion, which was all the more con- 
suming that it could not be vented on anyone. As Sheila 
had not spoken to Ingram — as she had even nerved herself 
to wound him bypassing him without notice in the street — 
she could not be held responsible ; and yet he wished that he 
could have upbraided someone for this mischief that had been 
done. Should he go straight dowm to Ingram’s lodgings, and 
have it out with him ? At first he was strongly inclined to do 
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so ; but wiser counsels prevailed. Ingram had a keen and 
ready tongue, and a way of saying things that made them 
rankle afterwards in the memory. Besides, he would go into 
court with a defective case. He could say nothing, unless 
Ingram admitted that he had tried to poison the mind of 
Mrs. Lorraine against him ; and, of course, if there was a 
i.)uarrel, who would be so foolish as to make such an admis- 
sion ? Ingram would laugh at him j would refuse to admit or 
deny ; would increase his anger without affording him an 
opportunity of revenging himself. 

Sheila could see that her husband was troubled, but could 
not divine the cause, and had long ago given up any h.abit of 
inquiry. He ate his dinner almost in silence, and then said 
he had to make a call on a friend, and that he would per- 
haps drop in to the club on his way home, so that she was 
not to sit up for him. She was not surprised or hurt at the 
announcement. She was accustomed to spend her evenings 
alone. She fetched down his cigar-case, put it in his top-coat 
pocket, and brought him the coat. Then he ki.ssed her, and 
went out. 

But this evening, at least, she had abundant occupation, 
and that of a sufiiciently pleasant kind. For some little time 
she had been harbouring in her mind a dark and mysterious 
plot, and she was glad of an opportunity to think it out and 
arrange its details. Alairi was coming to London ; and she 
had carefully concealed the fact from her husband. A little 
surprise, of a dramatic sort, was to be prepared for him ; rvith 
vhat result, who could tell? All of a sudden Lavender was 
to be precipitated into the island of Lewis, as neaily as that 
could be imitated in a house at Netting Hill. 

d his was Sheila’s scheme, and on these lonely evenings she 
could sit by herself with much satisfaction and ponder over 
the little points of it and its possible success. Mairi was 
coming to London under the escort of a worthy Glasgow fish- 
monger whom Mr. Mackenzie knew. She would arrive aftei 
I^avender had left for his studio. Then she and Sheila would 
set to work to transfoim the smoking-room, that was some- 
times called a library, into something resembling the quaint 
little drawing-room in Sheila’s home. Mairi was bringing up 
a quantity of heather gathered fresh from the rocks beside the 
White Water ; she was bringing up some peacocks’ feathers, 
too, for the mantelpiece, and two or three big shells ; and, 
best of all, she was to put in her trunk a real .and veritable 
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lump of peat, well dried, and easy to light. Then you must 
know that Sheila had already sketched out the meal that was 
to be placed on the table, so soon as the room had been done 
up in the Highland fashion, and this peat lit, so as to send 
its fragrant smoke abroad, A large salmon was to make its 
appearance first of all. There would be bottles of beer on the 
table ; also one of those bottles of Norwegian make, filled with 
whisky. And when Lavender went with wonder into this small 
room, when he smelt the fragrant peat-smoke — and everyone 
knows how powerful the sense of smell is in recalling bygone 
associations — when he saw the smoking salmon, and the bottled 
beer, and the whisky — and when he suddenly found Mairi 
coming into the room, and saying to him, in her sweet High- 
land fashion, “And are you ferry well, sir?” — would not his 
heart warm to the old ways and kindly homeliness of the house 
in Borva, and would not some glimpse of the happy and half- 
forgotten time, that was now so sadly and strangely remote, 
cause him to break down that barrier between himself and 
Sheila that this artificial life in the South had placed there ? 

So the child dreamed, and was happy in dreaming of it 
Sometimes she grew afraid of her project ; she had not had 
much experience in deception, and the mere concealment of 
Mairi’s coming was a hard thing to bear. But surely her hus- 
band would take this trick in good part. It was only, after all, 
a joke. To put a little barbaric splendour of decoration into 
the quiet little smoking-room ; to have a scent of peat-smoke 
in the air j and to have a timid, sweet-voiced, pretty Highland 
girl suddenly make her appearance, with an odour of the sea 
about her, as it were, and a look of fresh breezes in the colour 
of her cheeks — what mortal man could find fault vrith this 
innocent jest? Sheila’s moments of doubts were succeeded 
by long hours of joyous confidence, in which a happy light 
shone on her face. She went through the house with a brisk 
step j she sang to herself as she went ; she was kinder than 
ever to the small children who came into the Square every 
forenoon, and whose acquaintance she had very speeddy made ; 
she gave each of her crossing-sweepers threepence instead of 
twopence in passing. The servants had never seen her in such 
good spirits ; she was exceptionally generous in presenting them 
with articles of attire they might have had half the week in 
holidays if Mr. Lavender had not to be attended to. A small 
gentleman of three years of age lived next door, and his 
acquaintance also she had made, by means of his nurse. At 
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this time his stock of toys, which Sheila had kept carefully 
renewed, became so big, that he might, with proper manage- 
ment, have set up a stall in the Lowther Arcade. 

Just before she left Lewis, her father had called her to him, 
and said — 

“ Sheila, I wass wanting to tell you about something. It is 
not everyone that will care to hef his money given away to poor 
folk, and it wass many a time I said to myself that when you 
were married maybe your husband would think you were giving 
too much money to the poor folk, as you wass doing in Borva. 
And it iss this fifty pounds I hef got for you, Sheila, in ten 
bank-notes, and you will take them with you tor your own 
money, that you will not hef any trouble about giving things to 
people. And when the fifty pounds will be done, I will send 
you another fifty pounds, and it will be no difference to me 
whatever. And if there is anyone in Borva you would be for 
sending money to, there is your own money ; for there is many 
a one would take the money from Sheila Mackenzie that would 
not be for taking it from an English stranger in London. And 
w'hen you will send it to them, you will send it to me; and I 
will tek it to them, and I will tell tliem that this money is from 
my Sheila, and from no one else whatever.” 

This was all the dowry that Sheila carried with her to the 
South. Mackenzie would willingly have given her half his 
money, if she would have taken it, or if her husband had 
desired it; but the old king of Borva had profound and far- 
reaching schemes in his head about the small fortune he might 
otherwise have accorded to his daughter. -This wealth, such 
as it was, was to be a magnet to draw this young English gen- 
tleman back to the Hebrides. It was all very well for Mr. 
I,avender to have plenty of money at present ; he might not 
always have it. Then the time would come for Mackenzie to 
say, “ Look here, young man ; I can support myself easily and 
comfortably by my farming and fishing. The money I have 
saved is at your disposal, so long as you consent to remain in 
Lewis — in Stornoway, if you please — elsewhere, if you please — 
only in Lewis. And while you are painting pictures, and making 
as much money as you can that way, you can have plenty of 
fishing, and shooting, and amusement : and my guns and boats 
and rods are all at your service.” Mr. Mackenzie considered 
that no man could resist such an offer. 

Sheila, of course, told her husband of the sum of money she 
oumed ; and for a long time it was a standing joke between 
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them. He addressed her with much respect, and was careful 
to inform her of the fluctuations of the money-market. Some- 
times he borrowed a sovereign of her ; and never without giving 
her an I O U, whicli was faithfully reclaimed. But by and by 
she perceived that he grew less and less to like the mention of 
this money. Perhaps it resembled too closely the savings 
which the over-cautious folks about Borvabost would not in- 
trust to a bank, but kept hidden about their huts in the heel 
of a stocking. At all events, Sheila saw that her husband did 
not like her to go to this fund for her charities ; and so the 
fifty pounds that her father had given her lasted a long time. 
During this period of jubilation, in which she looked forward 
to touching her husband’s heart by an innocent little stratagem, 
more frequent appeals were made to the drawer in which the 
treasure was locked up, so that in the end her private dowry 
was reduced to thirty pounds. 

If Ingram could have but taken part in this plan of hers ! 
The only regret that was mingled with her anticipations of a 
happier future concerned this faithful friend of hers, who seemed 
to have been cut off from them for ever. And it soon became 
apparent to her that her husband, so far from inclining to forget 
the misunderstanding that had arisen between Ingram and him- 
self, seemed to feel increased resentment, insomuch that she 
was most careful to avoid mentioning his name. 

She was soon to meet him, however. Lavender was resolved 
that he would not appear to have retired from the field, merely 
because Ingram had entered it. He would go to this dinner 
on the Tuesday evening, and .Sheila would accompany him. 
First he asked her. Much as she would have preferred not 
visiting these particular people, she cheerfully acquiesced ; she 
was not going to be churlish or inconsiderate on the very eve 
of her dramatic coup. 'Fhen he went to Mrs. Lorraine, and said 
he had persuaded Sheila to come with them ; ami the young 
American lady and her mamma were good enough to say how 
glad they were she had come to this decision. They appeared 
to take it for granted that it was Sheila alone who had declined 
former invitation.?. 

“ Mr. Ingram will be there on Tuesday evening,” said La- 
vender to his ivife. 

“I was not aware he knew them,” said Sheila, remembering, 
indeed, how scrupulously Ingram had refused to know them. 

“ He has made their acquaintance for his own purposes, 
doubtless,” said Lavender. “ I suppose he will appear in a 
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frock-coat, with a bright blue tic, and he will say ‘ Sir ’ to the 
waiters when he does not understand them.” 

“ I thought you said Mr. Ingram belonged to a very good 
family,” said Sheila, quietly. 

“That is so. But each man is responsible for his own 
manners ; and as all the society he sees consists of a cat and 
some wooden pipes, in a couple of dingy rooms in Sloane Street, 
you can’t expect him not to make an ass of himself.” 

“ I have never seen him make himself ridiculous ; I do not 
think it possible,” said Sheila, with a certain precision of 
speech which Lavender had got to know meant much. “ But 
that is a matter for himself. Perhaps you will tell me what 
I am to do when I meet him at Mis. Kavanagh’s house.” 

“ Of course, you must meet him as you would anyone else 
you know. If you don’t wish to speak to him, you need not 
do so. Saying ‘Good evening’ costs nothing.” 

“If he takes me in to dinner?” she asked, calmly. 

“ Then you must talk to him as you would to any stranger,” 
he said, impatiently. “ Ask him if he has been to tlie opera, 
and he won’t know there is no opera going on. Tell him 
that town is very full, and he won’t know that everybody has 
left. Say you may meet him again at Mis. Kavanagh’s, and 
you’ll see that he doesn’t know they mean to start for t!ie 
Tyrol in a fortnight. X think you and 1 must also be settling 
soon where we mean to go. I don’t think we could do 
better than go to the Tyrol.” 

She did not answer. It was clear that he liad given up 
all intention of going up to Lewi.s, for that year at least. 
But she would not beg him to alter his decision just )et. 
Mairi was coming ; and that e.xiicriment ol the enchanted 
loom had still to be tiied. 

As they drove round to Mrs. Kavanagh’s house on that 
Tuesday evening, she thought, with much bitterness of heart, 
of the possibility of her having to meet Mr. Ingram in the 
iashion her husband had .suggested. Would it not be better, 
if he did take her in to dinner, to throw herself entirely on 
his mercy, and ask him not to talk to her at all ? She would 
address herself, when there was a chance, to her neighbour on 
the other side : if she remained silent altogether, no great harm 
would be done. 

When she went into the drawing-room, her first glance round 
was for him, and he was the first person whom she saw. For, 
instead of withdrawing into a corner to make one neighbour 
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the victim of his shyness, or concealing his embarrassment 
in studying the photographic albums, Mr. Ingram was coolly 
standing on the hearthrug, with both hands in his trousers’ 
pockets, while he was engaged in giving the American Judge a 
great deal of authoritative information about America. The 
Judge was a tall, fair, stout, good-natured man, fond of joking 
and a good dinner ; and he was content at this moment to sit 
quietly in an easy-chair, with a pleasant smile on his face, and 
be lectured about his own country by this sallow little man, 
whom he took to be a Professor of Modem History at some 
University or other. 

Ingram, as soon as he found tliat Sheila was in the room, 
relieved her from any doubt as to his intentions. He merely 
came forward, shook hands with her, said, “ How do you do, 
Mrs. Lavender?” and went back to tire Judge. She might 
have been an acquaintance of yesterday, or a fnend of twenty 
years’ standing : no one could tell by his manner. As for 
Sheila, she parted with his hand reluctantly. She tried to 
look, too, what she dared not say ; but whatever of regret, 
and kindness, and assurance of friendship was in her eyes, 
he did not see. He scarcely glanced at her face ; he went 
olf at once, and plunged again into the Cincinnati Convention. 

Mrs. Kavanagh and Mrs. Lorraine were exceedingly and 
almost obtrusively kind to her ; but she scarcely heard what 
they said to her. It seemed so strange and so sad to her that 
her old friend should be standing near her, and she so far re- 
moved from him that she dared not go and speak to him. She 
could not understand it sometimes — everything around her 
seemed to get confused, until she felt as if she were sinking in a 
great sea, and could utter but one despairing cry as she saw the 
light disappear above her head. When they went in to dinner, 
she saw that Mr. Ingram’s seat was on Mrs. Lorra.ine’s right 
hand ; and although she could hear him speak, as he was almost 
right opposite to her, it seemed to her that his voice sounded as 
if it were far away. The man who had taken her in was a tall, 
brown-whiskered, and faultlessly-dressed person who never 
spoke ; so that she was allowed to sit and listen to the con- 
versation between Mrs. Lorraine and Ingrain. They appeared 
to be on excellent terms. You would have fancied they had 
known each other for years. And as Sheila sat and saw how 
preoccupied and pleased with his companion Mr. Ingram was, 
perhaps now and again the bitter question arose to her mind, 
whether this woman, who had taken away her husband, was 
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seeking to take away her friend also. Sheila knew nothing 
of all that had happened within these past few days. She knew 
only that she was alone — without either husband or friend; 
and it seemed to her that this pale American girl had taken 
both away from her. 

Ingram was in one of his happiest moods, and was seeking to 
prove to Mrs. Lorraine that this present dinner-party ought to 
be an especially pleasant one. Everybody was going away 
somewhere ; and, of course, she must know that the expectation 
of travelling was much more delightful than the reality of it. 
What could surpass the sense of freedom, of power, of hope en- 
joyed by the happy folks who sat down to an open atlas, and 
began to sketch out routes for their coming holidays ? Where 
was he going? Oh, he was going to the North. Had Mrs. 
Lorraine never seen Edinburgh Castle rising out of a grey fog, 
like the ghost of some great building belonging to the times of 
Arthurian romance ? Had she never seen the northern twi- 
lights, and the awful gloom and wild colours of Loch Coruisk 
and the Skye hills ? There was no holiday-making so healthy, so 
free from restraint, as that among the far Higliland hills and 
glens, where the clear mountain air, scented with miles and 
miles of heather, seemed to produce a sort of intoxication of 
good spirits wdthin one. Then the yachting round the wonder- 
ful islands of the West— the rapid runs of a bright forenoon, the 
shooting of the wild sea-birds, the scrambled dinners in the 
small cabin, the still nights in the small harbours, with a scent 
of sea-weed abroad, and the white stars shining down on the 
trembling water. Yes, he was going yachting this autumn — in 
about a fortnight he hoped to start. His friend was at present 
away up Loch Boisdale, in South Uist, and he did not know 
how to get there except by going to Skye, and taking his chance 
of some boat going over. Where would they go then ? He did 
not know. Wherever his friend liked. It would be enough for 
him if they kept moving about, seeing the strange sights of the 
sea, and the air, and the lonely shores of those northern islands. 
Perhaps they might even try to reach St. Kilda 

“ Oh, Mr. Ingram, won’t ymu go and see my papa? ” 

The cry that suddenly reached him was like the ciy^ of a 
broken heart. He started as from a trance, and found Sheila 
regarding him with a piteous appeal in her face ; she had been 
listening intently to all he bad said. 

“ Oh, yes, Sheila,” he said, kindly, and quite forgetting that 
tie was speaking to her before strangers ; “ of course I must go 

u 
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and see your papa, if we are any way near the Lewis. Perhaps 
you may be there then ? ” 

“ No,” said Sheila, looking down. 

“ Won’t you go to the Highlands this autumn ? ” Mrs. Lor- 
raine asked, in a friendly way. 

“ No,” said Sheila, in a measured voice, as she looked her 
enemy fair in the face ; “ I think w’e are going to the Tyrol.” 

If the child had only known what occurred to Mrs. Lorraine’s 
mind at this moment I Not a triumphant sen.se of Lavender’s 
infatuation, as Sheila probably fancied ; but a very definite 
lesolution that, if Frank Lavender went to the Tyrol, it was not 
with eitlier her or her mother he should go. 

“ Mrs, Lavender’s father is an old friend of mine,” said Ingram, 
loud enough for all to hear ; “ and hospitable as all Highlanders 
are, I have never met his equal in that way, and I have tried his 
patience a good many times. What do you think, Mrs. Lor- 
raine, of a man who would give up his best gun to you, even 
though you couldn't shoot a bit, and he particularly proud of his 
shooting ? And so, if you lived with him for a month or six 
months — each day the best of everything for you, the second- 
best for your friend, the worst for himself. Wasn’t it so. 
Lavender ? ” 

It was a direct challenge sent across the table ; and Sheila’s 
heart beat quick lest her husband should say something un- 
gracious. 

“Yes, certainly,” said Lavender, with a readiness that pleased 
Sheila ; “ I at least have no right to complain of his hospitality.” 

“ Your papa is a veiy handsome man,” said Mrs. Lorraine to 
Sheila, bringing the conversation back to their own end of the 
table. “ I have seen few finer heads than that drawing you have. 
Mr. Lavender did that, did he not? Why has he never done 
one of you?” 

“ He is too busy, I think, just now,” Sheila said ; perlups 
not knowing that from Mrs. Lorraine’s waist-belt at that 
moment depended a fan which might have given evidence as 
to the extreme scarcity of time under which Lavender was 
supposed to labour. 

“ He bas a splendid head,” said Ingram. “ Did you know 
that he is called the King of Borva up there ? ” 

“ I have heard him being called the King of Thule,” said 
Mrs. I.orraine, turning with a smile to Sheila, “ and of his 
daughter being styled a Princess. Do you know the ballad 
of the King of Thule in ‘ Faust,’ Mrs. Lavender ? ” 
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“ In the opera ? — yes,” said Sheila, 

“ Will you sing it for us after dinner ? ” 

“ If you like." 

The promise was" fulfilled in a fashion. The notion that 
Mr. Ingram was about to go away up to Lewis, to the people 
who knew her, and to her father’s house, with no possible 
answer to the questions which would certainly be showered 
uj)on him as to why she had not come also, troubled Sheila 
deeply. The ladies went into the drawing-room, and Mrs. 
Lorraine got out the song. Sheila sat down to the piano, 
thinking far more of that small stone house at Borva than of 
the King of Thule’s castle overlooking the sea; and yet some- 
how the first lines of the song, though she knew them well 
enough, sent a pang to her heart as she glanced at them. 
She touched the first notes of the accompaniment, and she 
looked at the words again. 

“ Over the sc:: in Thuli of old 
Reigned a King who was true hearted, 

Who in remembrance of one departed — ” 

A mist came over her eyes. Was she the one who had de- 
jiarted, leaving the old king in his desolate house by tlie sea, 
where he could only think of her as he sat in his solitary 
chamber, with the night winds howling round the shore outside ? 
When her birthday had come round, she knew that he must 
have silently drunk to her, though not out of a beaker of gold. 
And now, when mere friends and acquaintances were free to 
speed away to the North, and get a welcome from the folks 
in Borva, and listen to the Atlantic waves dashing lightly in 
among the rocks, her hope of getting ihilher had almost died 
out. Among such people as landed on Stornoway quay from 
the big Clansman, her father would seek one face, and seek 
it in vain. And Duncan, and Scarlett, and even John the 
Piper — all the well-remembered folks who lived far away across 
the Minch — they would ask why Miss Sheila was never coming 
back. Mrs. Lorraine had been standing aside from the piano. 
Noticing that Sheila had played the introduction to the song 
twice over, in an undetermined manner, she came forward a 
step or two, and pretended to be looking at the music. Tears 
were running down Sheila’s face. Mrs. Lorraine put her hand 
on the girl’s shoulder, and sheltered her from observation, and 
said aloud — 
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“ You have it in a different key, have you not ? Pray don’t 
sing it. Sing something else. Do you know any of Gounod’s 
sacred songs? Let me see if we can find an^hing for you 
in this volume.” 

They were a long time finding anything in that volum e. When 
they did find it, behold ! it was one of Mrs. Lorraine’s songs, 
and that young lady said, if Mrs. Lavender would only allow 

herself to be superseded for a few minutes And so Sheila 

walked, with her head down, to the conservatory, which was at 
the other end of the piano ; and Mrs. Lorraine not only sung 
this French song, but sang every one of the verses ; and at the 
end of it she had quite forgotten that Sheila had promised to 
sing. 

“ You are very sensitive,” she said to Sheila, coming into the 
conservatory. 

“ I am very stupid,” Sheila said, with her face burning. 
“ But it is a long time since I will see the Highlands — and 
Mr. Ingram was talking of the places I know — and — and so ” 

“ I understand well enough,” said Mrs. Lorraine, tenderly, 
as if Sheila were a mere child in her hands. “ But you must not 
get your eyes red. You have to sing some of those Highland 
songs for us yet, when the gentlemen come in. Come up to 
my room, and I will make your eyes all right. Oh, do not be 
afraid ! I shall not bring you down like Lady Leveret. Did 
you ever see anything like that woman’s face to-night ? It 
reminds me of the window of an oil-and-colour shop : I 
wonder she does not catch flies with her cheeks.” 

So all the people, Sheila learned that night, were going away 
from London ; and soon she and her husband would join in 
the general stampede of the very last dwellers in town. 
But Mairi ? What was to become of her after that little plot 
had been played out ? Sheila could not leave Mairi to see 
London by herself; she had been enjoying beforehand the 
delight of taking the young^irl about, and watching the wonder 
of her eyes. Nor could she fairly postpone Mairi’s visit ; and 
Mairi was coming up in another couple of days. 

On the morning on which the visitor from the far Hebrides 
was to make her appearance in London, Sheila felt conscious 
of a great hypocrisy in bidding good-bye to her husband. On 
some excuse or other, she had had breakfast ordered early; 
and he found himself ready at half-past nine to go out for 
the day. 

“ Frank,” she said, “ will you come in to lunch at two ? ” 



SHEILA’S STRATAGEM. 


xvin,] 


293 


“Why?” he asked : he did not often have luncheon at home. 

“ I will go into the Park with you in the afternoon, if you 
like,” she said ; all the scene had been diligently rehearsed, on 
one side, before. 

Lavender was a little surprised, but he was in an amiable 
mood. 

“All right,” he said. “Have something with olives in it. 
Two sharp.” 

With that he went out ; and Sheila, with a wild commotion 
at her heart, saw him walk away through the Square. She was 
afraid Mairi might have arrived before he left. And, indeed, 
he had not gone above a few minutes when a four-wheeler 
drove up, and an elderly man got out and waited for the timid- 
faced girl inside to alight. With a rush like that of a startled 
deer, Sheila was down the stairs, along the hall, and on the 
pavement ; and it was, “ Oh, Mairi ! and have you come at 
last ? And are you very well ? And how are all the people in 
Borva ? And, Mr. M'Alpine, how are you, and will you come 
into the house ? ” 

Certainly, that was a strange sight for a decorous London 
square j the mistress of a house, a young girl with bare head, 
coming out on the pavement to shake hands in a frantic fashion 
with a young maid-servant and an elderly man whose clothes 
had been pretty well tanned by sunlight and sea-water. And 
Sheila would herself help to carry Mairi’s luggage in. And she 
would take no denial from Mr. M'AIpine, whose luggage was 
also carried in. And she would herself pay the cabman, as 
strangers did not know about these things : Sheila’s knowledge 
being exhibited by her hastily giving the man five shillings for 
driving from Euston Station. And there was breakfast waiting 
for them both, as soon as Mairi could get her face washed ; and 
would Mr. M'Alpine have a glass of whisky after the night’s 
travelling? — and it was very good whisky whatever, as it had 
come all the way from Stornoway. Mr. M'Alpine was nothing 
loth. 

“ And wass you pretty well. Miss Sheila ? ” said Mairi, looking 
timidly and hastily up, and forgetting altogether that Sheila had 
another name now. “ It will be a great thing for me to go 
back to sa Lewis, and tell them I wass seeing you, and you 
wass looking so well. And I will be thinking I wass neffer 
coming to anyone I knew any more ! and it is a great fright I 
hef had since we came away from sa Lewis; and I wass 
thinking we would neffer find you among all sa people and so 
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far away across sa sea and sa knd. Eh 1” The girl 

stopped in astonishment. Her eyes had wandered up to a 
portrait on the walls J and here, in this very room, after she 
had travelled over all this great distance, apparently leaving 
behind her everything but the memory of her home, was Mr. 
Mackenzie himself, looking at her from under his shaggy eye- 
brows. 

“ You must have seen that picture in Borva, Mairi,” Sheila 
said. “ Now come with me, like a' good girl, and get yourself 
ready for breakfast. Do you know, Mairi, it does my heart 
good to hear you talk again ? I don’t think I shall be able to 
let you go back to the Lewis.” 

“ But you hef changed ferry much in your way of speaking. 
Miss — Mrs. Lavender," said Mairi, with an effort. “ You will 
speak just like sa English now.” 

“ The English don’t say so,” rej)lied Sheila, with a smile, lead- 
ing the way up stairs. 

Mr. M'Alpine had his business to attend to ; but, being a 
sensible man, he took advantage of the profuse breakfast 
placed before him. Mairi was a little too frightened, and 
nervous, and happy to eat much ; but Mr. M'Alpine. was an 
old traveller, not to be put out by the mere meeting of two 
girls. He listened in a grave and complacent manner to the 
rapid questions and answers of Mairi and her hostess ; but he 
himself was too busy to join in the conversation much. At 
the end of breakfast, he accepted, after a little pressing, half a 
glass of whisky ; and then, much comforted and in a thoroughly 
good humour with himself and the world, got his luggage out 
again and went on his way towards a certain inn in High 
Holborn. 

“Ay, and where does the Queen live. Miss Sheila?” said 
Mairi. She had been looking at the furniture in Sheila’s house, 
and wondering if the Queen lived in a place still more beautiful 
than this. 

“A long way from here.” 

“And it iss no wonder,” said Mairi, “she will neffer hef 
been in sa Lewis. I wass neffer thinking the world wass so 
big, and it wass many a time since me and Mr. M'Alpine hef 
come away from Styornoway, I wass thinking it wass too far for 
me effer to get back again. But it is many a one will say to 
me, before I hef left the Lewis, that I wass not to come home 
unless you wass coming too, and I was to bring you back with 
me. Miss Sheila. And where is Bras, Miss Sheila?” 
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“ You will see him by and by. He is out in the garden 
now.” She said ‘ gyarden ’ without knowing it. 

“And will he understood the Gaelic yet? ” 

“ Oh yes,” Sheila said, “and he is sure to remember you.” 

There was no mistake about that. When Mairi went into 
the back-garden, the demonstrations of delight on the part oi 
the great deerhound were as pronounced as his dignity and 
gravity would allow. And Mairi fairly tell upon his neck and 
kissed him, and addressed to him a hundred endearing phrases 
in Gaelic, every word of which it was quite obvious that the 
dog understood. London w'as already beginning to be less 
terrible to her. She had met and talked with Sheila. Here 
was Bras. A portrait of the King of Borva was bung up 
inside, and all round the rooms were articles which she had 
known in the North, before Sheila had married and brought 
them away into this strange land. 

“You have never asked after my husband, Mairi,” said 
Sheila, thinking she would confuse the girl. 

But Mairi was not confused. Probably she had been fancy- 
ing that Mr. Lavender was dowm at the shore, or had gone out 
libhing, or something of that sort, and would return soon 
enough. It was Sheila, not he, whom she was concerned about. 
Indeed, Mairi had caught up a little of that jealousy of 
Lavender which was rife among the Borva folks. They would 
speak no ill of Mr. Lavender. The young gentleman whom 
Miss Sheila had chosen had by that very fcet a claim upon 
their respect. Mr. Mackenzie’s son-in-law was a person ol 
importance. And yet, in their secret hearts, they bore a grudge 
against him. What right had he to come away up to the North 
and carry off the very pride of the island? Were English 
girls not good enough for him that he must needs come up and 
take away Sheila Mackenzie, and keep her there in the South 
so that her friends and acquaintances saw no more of her? 
Before the maiiiage, Mairi had a great liking and admiration 
lor Mr. Lavender. She was so jileased to see l\Iiss Sheila 
pleased that she approved of the young man, and thanked him 
in her heart for making her cousin and mistress so obviously 
happy. Perhaps, indeed, Mairi managed to fall in love with 
him a little bit herself, merely by force of example and through 
sympathy with Sheila ; and she was rapidly forming very good 
opinions of the English race, and their ways, and their looks. 
But when Lavender took away Sheila from Borva, a change 
came over Mairi’s sentiments. She gradually fell in w'ith the 
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current opinions of the island — that it was a great pity Sheila had 
not married young Mr. MacIntyre, of Sutherland, or some one 
who would have allowed her to remain among her own people. 
Mairi began to think that the English, though they were 
handsome, and good-natured, and free with their money, 
were on the whole a selfish race, inconsiderate, and forgetful 
of promises. She began to dislike the English, and wished 
they would stay in their own country, and not interfere with 
other people. 

" I hope he is ferry well,” said Mairi, dutifully : she could at 
least say that honestly. 

“ You will see him at two o’clock. He is coming in to 
luncheon ; and he does not know you are here ; and you are 
to be a great surprise to him, Mairi. And there is to be a 
greater surprise still ; for we are going to make one of the 
rooms into the drawing-room at home ; and you must open 
your boxes, and bring me down the heather and the peat, 
Mairi, and the two bottles; and then, you know, when the 
salmon is on the table, and the whisky, and the beer, and Bras 
lying on the hearthrug, and the peat-smoke all through the 
room, then you will come in and shake hands with him, and 
he tvill think he is in Borva again.” 

Mairi was a little puzzled. She did not understand the 
intention of this strange thing. But she went and fetched the 
materials she had brought with her from Lewis, and Sheila and 
Mairi set to work. 

It was a pleasant enough occupation for this bright forenoon, 
and Sheila, as she heard Mairi’s sweet Highland speech, and as 
she brought from all parts of the house the curiosities sent her 
from the Hebrides, would almost have fancied she was super- 
intending a “ cleaning ” of that museum-like little drawing- 
room at Borva. Skins of foxes, seals, and deer, stuffed eagles 
and strange fishes, masses of coral and wonderful carvings in 
wood brought from abroad, shells of every size from every 
clime — all these were brought together into Frank Lavender’s 
smoking-room. The ordinary ornaments of the mantelpiece 
gave way to fanciful arrangements of peacocks’ feathers. Fresh- 
blown ling and the beautiful spikes of the bell-heather formed 
the staple of the decorations, and Mairi had brought enough 
to adorn an assembly-room. 

‘ That is like the Lewis people,” Sheila said, with a laugh — 
she had not been in as happy a mood for many a day. “ I 
asked you to bring one peat, and of course you brought two. 
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Tell the truth, Mairi ; could you have forced yourself to bring 
one peat?” 

“ I wass thinking it was safer to bring sa two,” replied Mairi, 
blushing all over the fair and pretty face. 

And, indeed, there being two peats, Sheila thought she might 
as well try an experiment with one. She crumbled down some 
jiieces, put them on a plate, lit them, and placed the plate out- 
side the open window, on the sill. Presently a new, sweet, 
half-forgotten fragrance came floating in ; and Sheila almost 
forgot the success of the experiment in the half-delighted, half- 
sad reminiscences called up by the scent of the peat. Mairi 
failed to see how anyone could wilfully smoke a house — anyone, 
that is to say, who did not save the smoke for his thatch. And 
who was so particular as Sheila had been about having the 
clothes come in from the washing dried, so that they should not 
retain this very odour that seemed now to delight her ? 

At last the room was finished, and Sheila contemplated it 
with much satisfaction. The table was laid, and on the white 
cloth stood the bottles most familiar to Borva. The peat-smoke 
still lingered in the air ; she could not have wished anything to 
be better. 

Then she went off to look after luncheon, and Mairi was 
permitted to go down and explore the mysteries of the kitchen. 
The servants were not accustomed to this interference and 
oversight, and might have resented it, only that Sheila had 
proved a very good mistress to them, and had shown, too, that 
she would have her own way when she wanted it. Suddenly, 
as Sheila was explaining to Mairi the use of some particular 
piece of mechanism, she heard a sound that made her heart 
jump. It was now but half-past one ; and yet that was surely her 
husband’s foot in the hall. For a moment she was too be- 
wildered to know what to do. She heard him go straight into 
the very room she had been decorating, the door of which she 
had left open. Then, as she went upstairs, with her heart still 
beating fast, the first thing that met her eye was a tartan shawl 
belonging to Mairi that had been accidentally left in the 
passage. Her husband must have seen it. 

“ Sheila, what nonsense is this ? " he said. 

He was evidently in a hurry ; and yet she could not answer, 
her heart was throbbing too quickly. 

“ Look here,” he said, “ 1 wish you’d give up this grotto- 
making till to-morrow. Mrs. Kavanagh, Mrs. Lorraine, and 
Lord Arthur Redmond are coming in to luncheon at two. 1 
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suppose you can get something decent for them. What is the 
matter ? What is the meaning of all- this ? ” 

And then his eye rested on the tartan shawl, which he had 
really not noticed before. 

“ Who is in the house ? ” he said ; “ have you asked some 
washerwoman to lunch ? ” 

Sheila managed at last to say — 

“It is Mairi come from Stornoway. I was thinking you 
would be surprised to see her when you came in ” 

“ And these preparations are for her ! ” 

Sheila said nothing : there was that in the tone of her hus- 
band’s voice which was gradually bringing her to herself, and 
giving her quite sufficient firmness. 

“ And now that this giil has come up, I suppose you mean 
to introduce her to all your friends ; and I suppose you expect 
those people who are coming in half an hour to sit down al 
table with a kitchen-maid ? ’’ 

“ Mairi,” said Sheila, standing quite erect, but with her eyes 
cast down, “ is my cousin.” 

“ Your cousin ! Don’t be ridiculous, Sheila. You know 
very well that Mairi is nothing more nor less than a scullery- 
maid, and I suppose you mean to take her out of the kitchen 
and introduce her to peo]>le, and expect them to sit down at 
table with them Is not that so?” 

She did not answer, and he went on, impatiently, “ Why was 
I not told that this giil was coming to stay at my house ? 
Surely I have some right to know what guests you invite, that 
I may be able at least to ask ray friends not to come near the 
house while they are in it.” 

“ That I did not tell you before — yes, that was a pity,” said 
Sheila, sadly and calmly. “ But it will be no trouble to you. 
When Mrs. Lorraine comes up at two o’clock, there will be 
luncheon for her and for her friends. She will not have to sit 
down with any of my relations, or with me, for if they are not 
fit to meet her, I am not ; and it is not any great matter tliat I 
shall not meet her at two o’chrek.” 

There was no passion of any sort in the measured and sad 
voice, nor in the somewhat pale face and downcast eyes. 
Perhaps it was this composure that deceived Frank Lavender; 
at all events, he turned and walked out of the house, satisfied 
that he would not have to introduce his Highland cousin to his 
friends, and just as certain that Sheila would repent of hei 
resolve, and appear in the dining-room as usual. 
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Sheila went downstairs to the kitchen, where Mairi still 
stood awaiting her. She gave orders to one of the servants 
about having luncheon laid in the dining-room at two, and 
then she bade Mairi follow her up stairs. 

“ Main,” she said, when they were alone, “ I want you to 
put your things in your trunk at once — in five minutes if you 
can — I shall be waiting for you.” 

“ Miss Sheila ! ” cried the girl, looking up to her friend’s 
face with a sudden fnght sewing her heart. “ What is the 
matter with you ? You are going to die ' ” 

“ There is nothing the matter. Main I am going away.’ 

She uttered the words placidly; but there was a pained 
look about the lips that could not be concealed, and hei 
face, unknown to herself, had the whiteness of despair in 
It. 

“Going away ! ” said Mairi, in a bewildered way. “ Where 
are you going. Miss Slieila?” 

“ I will tell you by and by. Get your trunk ready. Main. 
You are keeping me waiting.” 

Then she called for a servant, who was sent for a cab ; and 
by the time the vehicle appeared. Main was ready to get into 
it, and her trunk was put on the top. Then, clad in tlie rough 
blue dress that she used to wear in Borva, and with no appear- 
ance of haste or fear in the calm and dealh-like face, Sheila 
came out from her husband’s house, and found herself alone in 
the world. There were two little girls, the daughters of a neigh- 
bour, passing by at the time ; she patted Ihcm on the head, 
and bade them good morning. Could she recollect, five 
minutes thereafter, having seen them ? There was a strange and 
distant look in her eyes. She got into the cab, and sat down by 
Main, and then took the gill’s hand. 

“ I am soiry to take you away. Mam,” she said ; but she 
was apparently not thinking of Main, nor of the house she was 
leaving, nor yet of the vehicle in which she was so strangely 
placed. Was she thinking of a certain wild and wet day in the 
lar Hebrides, when a young bride stood on the decks of a great 
vessel, and saw the home of her childhood and the friends of 
her youth fade back into the desolate w'aste of the sea ? Per- 
haps there may have been some unconscious influence in this 
picture to direct her movements at this moment, for of definite 
resolves she had none. When Mam told her that the cabman 
wanted to know whither he was to drive, she merely answered, 
“ Oh, yes, Main, we will go to the station ; ” and Mairi added. 
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addressing the man, “ It was the Euston Station.” Then they 
drove away, 

“Are you going home?” said the young girl, looking up 
with a strange foreboding and sinking of the heart to the pale 
face and distant eyes. “ Are you going home, Miss Sheila ? ” 

“ Oh yes, we are going home, Mairi,” was the answer she got ; 
but the tone in which it was uttered filled her mind with doubt 
and something like despair. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

A NEW DAY BREAKS. 

Was this, then, the end of the fair and beautiful romance 
that had sprung up and blossomed so hopefully in the remote 
and bleak island, amid the silence of the hills and moors and 
the wild twilights of the north, and set round about, as it were, 
by the cold sea-winds and the sound of the Atlantic waves ? 
Who could have fancied, looking at those two young folks as 
they wandered about the shores of the island, as they sailed 
on the still moonlight nights through the channels of Loch 
Roag, or as they sang together of an evening in the little 
liarlour of the house at Bor\'abost, that all the delight and 
wonder of life then apparently opening out before them was 
so soon and so suddenly to collapse, leaving them in outer 
darkness and despair ? All their difficulties had been got over. 
From one side and from another they had received generous help, 
friendly advice, self-sacrifice to start them on a path that seemed 
to be strewn with sweet-smelling flowers. And here was the 
end — a wretched girl, blinded and bewildered, flying from her 
husband’s house and seeking refuge in the great world of 
London, careless whither she went. 

Whose was the fault ? Which of them had been mistaken 
up there in the North, laying the way open for a bitter dis- 
appointment ? Or had either of them failed to carry out that 
unwritten contract entered into in the halcyon period of court- 
ship, by which two young people promise to be and remain to 
each other all that they then appear ? 

Lavender, at least, had no right to complain. If the real 
Sheila turned out to be something different to the Sheila of his 
fancy, he had been abundantly warned that such would be the 
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case. He had even accepted it as probable, and said that as 
the Sheila whom he might come to know must doubtless be 
better than the Sheila whom he had imagined, there was little 
danger in store for either. He would love the true Sheila even 
better than the creature of his brain. Had he done so ? He 
found beside him this proud and sensitive Highland girl, full 
of generous impulses that craved for the practical work of 
helping other people, longing, with the desire of a caged bird, 
for the free winds and light of heaven, the sight of hills and 
the sound of seas ; and he could not understand why she 
should not conform to the usages of city life. He was dis- 
appointed that she did not do so. The imaginative Sheila, 
who was to appear as a wonderful Sea-princess in London 
drawing-rooms, had disappeared now ; and the real Sheila, who 
did not care to go with him into that society which he loved 
or affected to love, he had not learned to know. 

And had she been mistaken in her estimate of Frank Laven- 
der’s character ? At the very moment of her leaving her 
husband’s house, if she had been asked the question, she would 
have turned and proudly answered “No!” She had been 
disappointed — so grievously disappointed that her heart seemed 
to be breaking over it ; but the manner in which Frank 
Lavender had fallen away from the promise he had given was 
due, not to himself, but to the influence of the society around 
him. Of that she was quite assured. He had shown himself 
careless, indifferent, inconsiderate to the verge of cruelty ; but 
he was not, she had convinced herself, consciously cruel, nor 
yet selfish, nor radically bad-hearted in any way. In her 
opinion, at least, he was courageously sincere, to the verge of 
shocking people who mistook his frankness for impudence. 
He was recklessly generous ; he would have given the coat olf 
his back to a beggar, at the instigation of a sudden impulse, 
provided he could have got into a cab before any of his friends 
saw him ; he had rare abilities, and at times wildly ambitious 
dreams, not of his own glorification, but of what he would do 
to celebrate the beauty and the graces of the Princess whom 
he fancied he had married. It may seem hard of belief that 
this man, judging him by his actions at this time, could have 
had anything of thorough self-forgetfulness and manliness in 
his nature. But when things were at their very worst — when 
he appeared to the world as a self-indulgent idler, careless 
of a noble woman’s unbounded love — when his indifference, 
or worse, had actually driven from his house a young wife who 
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had especial claims on his forbearance and consideration — 
there were two people who still believed in Frank Lavender. 
They were Sheila Mackenzie and Edward Ingram ; and a man’s 
wife and his oldest friend generally know something about his 
real nature, its besetting temptations, its weakness, its strength, 
and its possibilities. 

Of course Ingram was speedily made aware of all tliat had 
happened. Lavender went home at the appointed hour to 
luncheon, accompanied by his three acquaintances, lie had 
met them accidentally in the forenoon ; and as Mrs. Lorraine 
was most particular in her inquiries about Sheila, he thought 
he could not do better than ask her there and then, with her 
mother and l.ord Arthur, to have luncheon at two. What 
lollowed on his carrying the announcement to Sheila we know, 
rie left the house, taking it for granted that there would be 
no trouble when he returned. Perhaps he reproached himself 
for having spoken so sharply ; but Sheila was really very 
thoughtless in such matters. At two o’clock everything would 
be right. Sheila must see how it would be impossible to 
introduce a young Highland serving-maid to two fastidious 
ladies and the son of a great Conservative peer. 

J..avender met his three friends once more and walked up 
to the house with them, letting them in, indeed, with his own 
latch-key. Passing the dining-room, he saw that the table was 
laid there. This was well. Sheila had been reasonable. 

They went upstairs to the drawing-room. Sheila was not 
there. Lavender rang the bell, and bade the servant tell her 
mistress she was wanted. 

“ Mrs. Lavender has gone out, sir,” said the servant. 

“ Oh, indeed,” he said, taking the matter quite coolly. 
“ When ? ” 

“ A quarter of an hour ago, sir. She went out with the — 
the young lady who came this morning.” 

“ Very well. Let me know when luncheon is ready." 

Lavender turned to his guests, feeling a little awkward, but 
appearing to treat the matter in a light and humorous way. 
He imagined that Sheila, resenting what he had said, had 
resolved to take Mairi away, and find her lodgings elsewhere. 
Perhaps that might be done in time to let Sheila come back 
to receive his guests. 

Sheila did not appear, however, and luncheon was announced. 

“ I suppose we may as well go down,” said Lavender, with 
a shrug of his shoulders. “ It is impossible to say when she 
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may come back. She is such a good-hearted creature that she 
would never think of herself or her own affairs in looking 
after this girl from Lewis.” 

They went down stairs, and took their places at the table. 

“ For my part,” said Mrs. Lorraine, “ I think it is very 
unkind not to wait for poor Mrs. Lavender. She may come 
in dreadfully tired and hungry.” 

“ But that would not vex her so much as the notion that 
you had Waite'S on her account,” said Sheila’s husband, with a 
smile ; and Mrs. Lorraine was pleased to hear him sometimes 
speak in a kindly way of the Highland girl whom he had 
married. 

Lavender’s guests were going somewhere after luncheon, and 
he had half promised to go with them, Mrs. Lorraine stipu- 
lating that Sheila should be induced to come also. But when 
luncheon was over, and Sheila had not appeared, he changed 
his intention. He would remain at home. He saw his three 
friends depart, and went into the study, and lit a cigar. 

How odd the place seemed ! Sheila had left no instructions 
about the removal of those barbaric decorations she had placed 
in the chamber ; and here, around him, seemed to be the walls 
of the old fashioned little room at Borvabost, with its big shells, 
its peacocks’ feathers, its skins, and stuffed fish, and masses 
of crimson bell-heather. Was there not, too, an odour of 
peat-smoke in the air ? — and then his eye caught sight of the 
plate that still stood on the window-sill, with the ashes of the 
burned peat on it. 

“The odd child she is 1” he thought, with a smile, “to go 
playing at grotto-making, and trying to fancy she was up i 
Lewis again. I suppose she would like to let her hair dow. 
again, and take off her shoes aud stockings, and go wading 
along the sand in search of shell-fish.” 

And then, somehow, his fancies went back to the old time 
when he had first seen and admired her wild ways, her fearless 
occupations by sea and shore, and the delight of active work 
that shone on her bright face and in her beautiful eyes. How 
lithe and handsome her figure used to be, in that blue dress, 
when she stood in the middle of the boat, her head bent back, 
her arms upstretched and pulling at some rope or other, and 
all the fine colour of exertion in the bloom of her cheeks ! 
Then the pride with which she saw her little vessel cutting 
through the water — how she ti^tened her lips with a joyous 
determination as the sheets were hauled close and the gunwale 
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of the small boat heeled over so that it almost touched the 
hissing and gurgling foam — how she laughed at Duncan’s 
anxiety as she rounded some rocky point, and sent the boat 
spinning into the clear and smooth waters of the bay ! Per- 
haps, after all, it was too bad to keep the poor child so long 
shut up in a city. She was evidently longing for a breath of 
sea-air, and for some brief dash of that brisk, fearless life on 
the sea coast that she used to love. It was a happy life, after 
all; and he had himself enjoyed it when his hands and face 
got browned by the sun, when he grew to wonder how any 
human being could wear black garments and drink foreign 
wines, and smoke cigars at eighteenpence apiece, so long as 
frieze coats, whisky, and a brier-root pipe were procurable. 
How one slept up in that remote island, after all the laughing, 
and drinking, and singing of the evening were over ! How 
sharp was the monition of hunger when the keen sea-air blew 
about your face on issuing out in the morning ; and how fresh, 
and cool, and sweet was that early breeze, with the scent of 
Sheila’s flowers in it 1 Then the long, bright day at the river- 
side, with the black pools rippling in the wind, and in the 
silence the rapid whistle of the silken line through the air, and 
now and again the “ blob ” of a big salmon rising to a fly 
farther down the pool. Where was there any rest like the rest 
of the mid-day luncheon, when Duncan had put the big fish, 
wrapped in rushes, under the shadow of the nearest rock, when 
you sat down on the warm heather, and lit your pipe, and 
began to inquire where you had been bitten on hands and neck 
by the ferocious “ clegs ” while you were too busy in playing 
fifteen-pounder to care. Then, perhaps, as you were sitting 
...ere in the warm sunlight, with all the fresh scents of the 
moorland around you, you would hear a light footstep on the 
soft moss ; and, turning round, here was Sheila herself, with 
a bright look in her pretty eyes, and a half blush on her cheek, 
and a friendly inquiry as to the way the fish had been behaving. 
Then the beautiflrl, strange, cool evenings on the shores of 
Loch Roag, with the wild, clear light still shining in the nor- 
thern heavens, and the sound of the waves getting to be lonely 
and distant ; or, still later, out in Sheila’s boat, with the great 
yellow moon rising up over Suainabhal and Mealasabhal into 
a lambent vault of violet sky ; a pathway of quivering gold 
lying across the loch ; a mild radiance glittering here and 
there on the spars of the small vessel, and, out there, the great 
Atlantic lying still and distant as in a dream. As he sat in 

X 
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this little room and thought of all these things, he grew to 
think he had not acted quite fairly to Sheila. She was so fond 
of that beautiful island life ; and she had not even visited the 
Lewis since her marriage. She should go now. He would 
abandon that trip to the Tyrol; "and as soon as arrangements 
could be made, they would together start for the north, and 
some day soon find themselves going up the steep shore to 
Sheila’s home, with the old King of Borva standing in the 
porch of the house, and endeavouring to conceal his nervous- 
ness by swearing at Duncan’s method of carrying the luggage. 

Had not Sheila’s stratagem succeeded ? That pretty trick 
of hers, in decorating the room so as to resemble the house at 
Borvabost, had done all that she could have desired. But 
where was she ? 

Lavender rose hastily, and looked at his watch. Then he 
rang the bell, and a servant appeared. 

“ Did not Mrs. Lavender say when she would return ? ” he 
asked. 

“ No, sir.” 

“ You don’t know where she went ? ” 

“No, sir. The young lady’s luggage was put into the cab, 
and they drove away without leaving any message.” 

He scarcely dared confess to himself what fears began to 
.assail him. He went up stairs to Sheila’s room, and there every- 
thing appeared to be in its usual place, even to the smallest 
articles on the dressing-table. They were all there, except one. 
That was a locket, too large and clumsy to be worn, which 
some one had given her years before she left Lewis, and in 
which her father’s portrait had been somewhat rudely set. 
Just after their marriage. Lavender had taken out this portrait, 
touched it up a bit into something of a better likeness, and put 
it back ; and then she had persuadedhim lohave a photograph 
of himself coloured and placed on the opposite side. This 
locket, open and showing both portraits, she had fixed on to a 
small stand, and, in ordinary circumstances, it always stood on 
one side of her dressing-table. The stand was there ; the 
locket was gone. 

He w'ent down stairs again. The afternoon was drawing on. 
A servant came to ask him at what hour he wished to dine ; 
he bade her wait till her mistress came home, and consult her. 
Then he went out. 

It was a beautiful, quiet afternoon, with a warm light from 
the west shining over the now yellowing trees of the squares 
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and gardens. He walked down towards Notting Hill Gate 
Station, endeavouring to convince himself that he was not 
perturbed, and yet looking somewhat anxiously at the cabs 
that passed. People were now coming out from their business 
in the city, by train, and omnibus, and hansom ; and they 
seemed to be hurrying home in very good spirits, as if they 
were sure of the welcome awaiting them there. Now and again 
you would see a meeting — some demure young person, who had 
been furtively watching the railway-station, suddenly showing a 
brightness in her face, as she went forward to shake hands with 
some new arrival, and then tripping briskly away with him, her 
hand on his arm. There were men carrying home fish in small 
bags, or baskets of fruit — presents to their wives, doubtless, 
from town. Occasionally an open carriage would go by, con- 
taining one grave and elderly gentleman and a group of small 
girls — probably his daughters, who had gone into the city to 
accompany their papa homeward. Why did these scenes and 
incidents, cheerful in themselves, seem to him to be somehow 
saddening, as he walked vaguely on ? He knew, at least, that 
there was little use in returning home. There was no one in that 
silent house in the square. The rooms would be dark in the 
twilight. Probably dinner would be laid, with no one to sit 
down at the table. He wished Sheila had left word where she 
was going. 

Then he bethought him of the way in which they had parted ; 
and of the sense of fear that had struck him the moment he 
left the house, and after all he had been too harsh with the 
child. Now, at least, he was ready to apologize to her. If 
only he could see Sheila coming along in one of those hansoms 
— if he could see, at any distance, the figure he knew so well 
walking towards him on the pavement — would he not instantly 
confess to her that he had been wrong, even grievously wrong, 
and beg her to forgive him ? She should have it all her own 
way about going up to Lewis. He would cast aside this 
Society-life he had been living, and, to please her, would go 
in for any sort of work or amusement of which she approved. 
He was so anxious, indeed, to put these virtuous resolutions 
into force, that he suddenly turned and walked rapidly back to 
the house, with the wild hope that Sheila might have already 
come back. 

The windows were dark — the curtains were yet drawn ; and 
by this time the evening had come on, and the lamps in the 
square had been lit. He let himself into the house by his 
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latch-key. He walked into all the rooms, and up into Sheila’s 
room ; everything remained as he had left it. The white cloth 
glimmered in the dusk of the dining-room, and the light of the 
lamp outside in the street touched here and there the angles of 
the crystal and showed the pale colours of the glasses. The 
clock on the mantelpiece ticked in the silence. If Sheila had 
been lying dead in that small room up stairs, the house could 
not have appeared more silent and solemn. 

He could not bear this horrible solitude. He called one of 
the servants, and left a message for Sheila, if she came in in 
the interval, that he would be back at ten o’clock ; then he 
went out, got into a hansom, and drove down to his club in St. 
James’s Street. 

Most of the men were dining ; the other rooms were almost 
deserted. He did not care to dine just then. He went into 
the library ; it was occupied by an old gentleman who was fast 
asleep in an easy-chair. He went into the billiard-rooms, in 
the vague hope that some exciting game might be going on ; 
there was not a soul in the place, the gases were down, and an 
odour of stale smoke pervaded the dismal chambers. Should 
he go to the theatre ? His sitting there would be a mockery, 
while this vague and terrible fear was present to his heart. Or 
go down to see Ingram, as had been his wont in previous hours 
of trouble ? He dared not go near Ingram without some more 
definite news about Sheila. In the end, he went out into the 
open air, as if he were in danger of being stifled ; and, walk- 
ing indeterminately on, found himself once more at his own 
house. 

The place was still quite dark ; he knew before entering that 
Sheila had not returned, and he did not seem to be surprised. 
It was now long after their ordinary dinner-hour. When he 
went into the house he bade the servants light the gas and 
bring up dinner; he would himself sit down at this solitary 
table, if only for the purpose of finding occupation and passing 
this terrible time of suspense. 

It never occurred to him, as it might have occurred to him 
at one time, that Sheila had made some blunder somewhere and 
been unavoidably detained. He did not think of any possible re- 
petition of her adventures in Richmond Park. He was too con- 
scious of the probable reason of Sheila’s remaining away from 
her own home ; and yet, from minute to minute, he fought with 
that consciousness, and sought to prove to himself that, after 
all, she would soon be heard driving up to the door. He ate 
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his dinner in silence ; ana then drew a chair up to the fire and 
lit a cigar. 

For the first time In his life he was driven to go over the 
, events that had occurred since his marriage, and to ask himself 
how it had all come about that Sheila and he were not as they 
once had been. He recalled the early days of their friendship 
at Borva ; the beautiful period of their courtship ; the appearance 
of the young wife in London ; and the close relegation of Sheila 
to the domestic aflairs of the house, while he had chosen for 
himself other companions, other interests, other aims. There 
was no attempt at self-justification in those communings, but an 
effort, sincere enough in its way, to understand how all this had 
happened. He sat and dreamed there, before the warmth of 
the fire, with the slow and monotonous ticking of the clock 
unconsciously acting on his brain. In time the silence, the 
warmth, the monotonous sound, produced their natural effects, 
and he fell asleep. 

He awoke with a start. The small silver-toned bell on the 
mantelpiece had struck the hour of twelve. He looked around, 
and knew that the evil had come upon him ; for Sheila had not 
returned, and all his most dreadful fears of that evening were 
confirmed. Sheila had gone away and left him — whither had 
she gone? 

Now there was no more indecision in his actions. He got 
his hat, plunged into the cold night air, and finding a hansom, 
bade the man drive as hard as he could go down to Sloane 
Street. There was a light in Ingram’s windows, which were 
on the ground-floor ; he tapped with his stick on one of the 
panes — an old signal that had been in constant use when he 
and Ingram were close companions and friends. Ingram came 
to the door and opened it ; the light of a lamp glared in upon 
his face, 

“ Hillo, Lavender !” he said, in a tone of surprise. 

The other could not speak ; but he went into the house, and 
Ingram, shutting the door and following him, found that the 
man’s face was deadly pale. 

“ Sheila ” he said, and stopped. 

“Well, what about her?” said Ingram, keeping quite calm 
but with wild fancies about some terrible accident almcst 
stopping the pulsation of his heart. 

“ Sheila has gone away.” 

Ingram did not seem to understand. 

“ Sheila has gone away, Ingram,” said Lavender, in an 
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excited way. “ You don’t know anything about it ? You don't 
know where she has gone ? What am I to do, Ingram — ^how 
am I to find her ? Good God, don’t you understand what I tell 
you ? And now it is past midnight, and my poor girl may be ^ 
wandering about the streets.” 

He was walking \ip and down the room, paying almost no 
attention, in his excitement, to the small sallownfaced man, who 
stood quite quiet, a trifle afraid, perhaps, but with his heart 
full of a blaze of anger. 

“ She has gone away from your house,” . he said, slowly. 

“ What made her do that ? ” 

“ I did,” said Lavender, in a hurried way. “ I have acted 
like a brute to her — that is true enough. You needn’t say 
anything to me, Ingram ; I feel myself far more guilty than 
anything you could say — you may heap reproaches on me 
afterwards — but tell me, Ingram, what am I to do ? You know 
what a proud spirit she has — who can tell what she might do ? 
She wouldn’t go home — she would be too proud — she may have 
gone and drowned herself ” 

“ If you don’t control yourself, and tell me what has hap- 
pened, how am I to help you?” said Ingram, stiffly ; and yet 
disposed somehow — perhaps for the sake of Sheila, perhaps 
because he saw that the young man’s self-embarrassment and 
distress were genuine enough — not to be too rough with him. 

“ Well, you know Mairi,” said Lavender, still walking up and 
down the room in an excited way : “ Sheila had got up the 
girl here without telling me — some friends of mine were 
coming home to luncheon — we had some disagreement about 
Mairi being present— and then Sheila said something about 
not remaining in the house if Mairi did not — something of 
that sort. I don’t know what it was, but I know it was all my 
fault ; and if she has been driven from the house I did it — 
that is true enough. And where do you think she has gone, 
Ingram ? If I could only see her for three minutes, I would 
explain everything ; I would tell her how sorry I am for every- 
thing that has happened, and she would see, when she went 
back, how everything would go right again. I had no idea 
she would go away. It was mere peevishness that made me 
object to Mairi meeting those people; and I had no idea that 
Sheila would take it so much to heart. Now tell me what you 
think should be done, Ingram — all I want is to see her just for 
three minutes to tell her it was all a mistake, and that she will 
never have to fear anything like that again.” 
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Ingram heard him out, and said, with some precision — 

“ Do you mean to say that you fancy all this trouble is to I e 
got over that way ? Do you know so little of Sheila, after the 
time you have been married to her, as to imagine that she has 
taken this step out of some momentary caprice, and that a few 
words of apology and promise will cause her to rescind it? 
You must be crazed. Lavender; or else you are actually as 
ignorant of the nature of that girl as you were up in the 
Highlands.” 

The young man seemed to calm down his excitement and 
impatience, but it was because of a new fear that had struck 
him, and that was visible in his face. 

“ Do you think she will never come back, Ingram ? he said, 
looking aghast. 

“ I don’t know. She may not. At all events, you may be 
quite sure that, once having resolved to leave your house, she 
is not to be pacified and cajoled by a few phrases and a 
promise of repentance on your part. That is quite sure. 
And what is quite as sure is this, that if you knew just nov 
where she was, the most foolish thing you could do would be 
to go and see her ” 

“ But I must go and see her — I must find her out, Ingram,” 
he said, passionatel3u “ I don’t care what becomes of me. 
If she won’t go back home, so much the worse for me ; but I 
must find her out, and know that she is safe ! Think of it, 
Ingram — perhaps she is walking about the streets somewhere 
at this moment — and you know her proud spirit — if she were to 
go near the river ” 

“ She won’t go near the river,” said Ingram, quietly. “ And 
she won’t be walking about the streets. She is either in the 
Scotch mail-train, going up to Glasgow, or else she has got some 
lodgings somewhere, along with Mairi. Has she any money ? ” 

” No,” said Lavender. And then he thought for a minute. 
“ There was some money her father gave her in case she 
might want it at a pinch — she may have that, I hope she has 
that. I was to have given her money to-morrow morning. 
But hadn’t I better go to the police-stations, and see, just by 
way of precaution, that she has not been heard of? I may as 
well do that as nothing. I could not go home to that empty 
house. I could not .sleep.” 

“ Sheila is a sensible girl ; she is safe enough,” said Ingram. 
“ And if you don’t care about going home, you may as well 
remain here. I can give you a room up stairs when you v;ant it. 
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In the meantime, if you will pull a chair to the table, and calm 
yourself, and take it for granted that you will soon be assured 
of Sheila's safety, I will tell you what I think you should do. 
Here is a cigar to keep you occupied ; there is whisky and 
cold water back there, if you like; you will do no good by 
punishing yourself in small matters ; for your trouble is likely to 
be serious enough, I can tell you, before you get Sheila back, if 
ever you get her back. Take the chair with the cushion.” 

It was so like the old days when these tv^o used to be com- 
panions ! Many and many a time had the younger man come 
down to these lodgings, with all his troubles, and wild impulses, 
and pangs of contrition ready to be revealed ; and then Ingram, 
concealing the liking he had for the lad’s generous wayward- 
ness, his brilliant and facile cleverness, and his dashes of 
honest self-depreciation, would gravely lecture him, and put 
him right, and send him off comforted. Frank Lavender had 
changed much since then. The handsome boy had grown into 
a man of the world ; there was less self-revelation in his manner, 
and he was less sensitive to the opinions and criticisms of his 
old friend ; but Ingram, who was not prone to idealism of any 
sort, had never ceased to believe that this change was but super- 
ficial, and that, in different circumstances and with different aims. 
Lavender might still fulfil the best promise of his youth. 

“ You have been a good friend to me, Ingram,” he said, with 
a hot blush, “and I have treated you as badly as I have 
tieated By Jove, what a chance I had at one time !” 

He was looking back on all the fair pictures his imagination 
had drawn while yet Sheila and he were wandering about that 
island in the northern seas. 

“ You had,” said Ingram, decisively. “ At one time I thought 
you the most fortunate man in the world. There was nothing 
left for you to desire, as far as I could see. You were young, 
and strong, with plenty of good spirits and sufficient ability 
to earn yourself an honourable living, and you had won the 
love of the most beautiful and best-hearted woman I have 
known. You never seemed to me to know what that meant. 
Men marry women — there is no difficulty about that ; and you 
can generally get an amiable sort of person to become your 
wife, and have a sort of affection for you, and so on. But 
how many have bestowed on them the pure and exalted passion 
of a young and innocent girl, who is ready to worship with all 
the fervour of a warmly imaginative and emotional nature the 
man she has chosen to love ? And suppose he is young too. 
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and capable of understanding all the tender sentiments of a 
high-spirited, sensitive, and loyal woman, and suppose that he 
fancies himself as much in love with her as she is with him ? 
These conditions are not often fulfilled, I can tell you. It is 
a happy fluke when they are. Many a day ago I told you that 
you should consider yourself more fortunate than if you had 
been made an emperor; and, indeed, it seemed to me that 
you had everything in the shape of worldly happiness easily 
within your reach. How you came to kick away the ball from 
your feet — well — God only knows. The thing is inconceivable 
to me. You are sitting here as you used to sit two or three 
years ago ; and in the interval you have had every chance in 
life ; and now, if you are not the most wretched man in London, 
you ought at least to be the most ashamed and repentant." 

Lavender’s head was buried in his hands ; he did not speak. 

“ And it is not only your own happiness you have destroyed. 
When you saw that girl first she was as light-hearted and 
contented with her lot as any human being could be. From 
one week’s end to the other not the slightest care disturbed her 
mind. And then, when she intrusted her whole life to you — 
when she staked her faith in human nature on you, and gave 
you all the treasures of hope, and reverence, and love, that lay 
in her pure and innocent soul —my God ! what have you done 
with these ? It is not that you have shamed and insulted her 
as a wife, and driven her out of her home — there are other 
homes than yours where she would be welcome a thousand 
times over — but you have destroyed her belief in everything 
' she had taught herself to trust, you have outraged the tenderest 
sentiments of her heart, you have killed her faith as well as 
ruined her life. I talk plainly. I cannot do otherwise. If I 
help you now, don’t imagine I condone what you have done — 
I would cut off my right hand first. For Sheila’s sake, I will 
try to help you.” 

He stopped just then, however, and checked the indigna- 
tion that had got the better of his ordinarily restrained manner 
and curt speech. The man before him was crying bitterly, his 
face hidden in his hands. 

“ Look here. Lavender,” he said, presently. “ I don’t want 
to be hard on you. I tell you plainly what I think of your 
conduct, so that no delusions may exist between us. And I 
will say this for you, that the only excuse you have ” 

“ There is no excuse,” said the other, sadly enough. “ I 
have no excuse, and I know it” 
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“ The only thing, then, you can say in mitigation of what 
you have done is, that you never seem to have understood the 
girl whom you married. You started with giving her a fancy 
character when first you went to the Lewis ; and once you 
had got the bit in your teeth, there was no stopping you. If 
you seek now to get Sheila back to you, the best thing you 
can do, I presume, would be to try to see her as she is, to win 
her regard that way, to abandon that operatic business, and 
learn to know her as a thoroughly good woman, who has her 
own ways and notions about things, and who has a very definite 
character underlying that extreme gentleness which she fancies 
to be one of her duties. The child did her dead best to 
accommodate herself to your idea of her, and failed. When 
she would rather have been living a brisk and active life in the 
country, or by the sea-side — running wild about a hill-side, or 
reading strange stories in the evening, or nursing some fislier- 
man’s child that had got ill — you had her dragged into a sort 
of society with which she had no sympathy whatever, And the 
odd thing to me is that you yourself seemed to be making an 
effort that way 1 You did not always devote yourself to fashion- 
able life. What became of all your old ambitions you used to 
talk about in the very chair you are now sitting in ? " 

“ Is there any hope of my getting Sheila back ? ” he said, 
looking up at last. There was a vague and bewilderea look 
in his eyes. He seemed incapable of thinking of anything 
but that. 

“ I don’t know,” said Ingram. “But one thing is certain — 
you will never get her back to repeat the experiment just ended 
in this desperate way.” 

“ I should not ask that,” he said hurriedly. “ I should not 
ask that at all. If I could but see her for a moment, I would 
ask her to tell me everything she wanted — everything she de- 
manded as conditions — and I would obey them all. I will 
promise' to do everything that she wishes.” 

“ If you saw her, 3^ou could give her nothing but promises,” 
said Ingram, quietly. “ Now, what if you were to try to do 
what you know she wishes, and then go to her?” 

“ You mean ,” said Ixivender, glancing up with another 

startled look on his face. “You don’t mean that I am to 
remain away from her a long time — go into banishment, as it 
were — and then, some day, come back to Sheila, and beg her 
to forget all that happened long before ? ” 

“ I mean something very like that,” said Ingram, with com- 
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posure. “ I don’t know that it would be successful. I have no 
means of ascertaining what Sheila would think of such a project 
— whether she would think that she could ever live with you 
again.” 

Lavender seemed fairly stunned by the possibility of Sheila’s 
resolving never to see him again ; and began to recall what 
Ingram had many a time said about the strength of purpose she 
could show when occasion needed. 

“ If her faith in you is v.'holly destroyed, your case is hope- 
less. A woman may cling to her belief in a man, through good 
report and evil report ; but if she once loses it, she never re- 
covers it. But there is this hope for you. I know very well 
that Sheila had a much more accurate notion of you than ever 
you had of her ; and I happen to know, also, that at the very 
time when you were most deeply distressing her, here in London, 
she held the firm conviction that your conduct towards her — 
your habits, your very self — would alter if you could only be 
persuaded to get out of the life you have been leading. That 
was true, at least, up to the time of your leaving Brighton, She 
believed in you then. She believed that if you were to cut 
Society altogether, and go and live a useful and hard-working 
life somewhere, you would soon become once more the man 
she fell in love with up in Lewis. Perhaps she was mistaken — 
I don’t say anything about it myself.” 

The terribly cool way in which Ingram talked — separating, 
defining, exhibiting, so that he and his companion should get 
as near as possible to what he believed to be the truth, of the 
situation — was oddly in contrast with the blind and passionate 
yearning of the other for some glimpse of hope. His whole 
nature seemed to go out in a cry to Sheila, that she would come 
back and give him a chance of atoning for the past. At length 
he rose. He looked strangely haggard, and his eyes scarcely 
seemed to see the things around him. 

“ I must go home,” he said. 

Ingram saw that he merely wanted to get outside and walk 
about in order to find some relief from this anxiety and unrest, 
and said — 

“You ought, I think, to stop here and go to bed. But 
if you would rather go home, I will walk up with you, if 
you like.” 

When the two men went out, the night-air smelt sweet and 
moist, for rain had fallen, and the city trees were still dripping 
with the wet and rustling in the wind. The weather had 
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changed suddenly, and now, in the deep blue overhead, they 
knew the clouds were passing swiftly by. Was it the coming 
light of the morning that seemed to give depth and richness to 
that dark blue vault, while the pavements of the streets and the 
houses grew vaguely distinct and grey ? Suddenly, in turning 
the corner in Piccadilly, they saw the moon appear in a rift of 
those passing clouds ; but it was not the moonlight that shed 
this pale and wan greyness down the lonely streets. It is just 
at this moment, when the dawn of the new day begins to tell, 
that a great city seems at its deadest; and in the profound 
silence and amid the strange transformations of the cold and 
growing light, a man is thrown in upon himself, and holds com- 
munion with himself, as though he and his own thoughts were 
all that was left in the world. Not a word passed between the 
two men ; and Lavender, keenly sensitive to all such impres- 
sions, and now and again shivering slightly, either from cold or 
nervous excitement, walked blindly along the deserted streets, 
seeing far other things than the tall houses, and the drooping 
trees, and the growing light of the sky. 

It seemed to him at this moment that he was looking at 
Sheila’s funeral. There was a great stillness in that small 
house at Borvabost. There was a boat — Sheila’s own boat 
— down at the shore there ; and there were two or three 
figures in black in it. The day was grey and rainy ; the sea 
washed along the melancholy shores ; the far hills were hidden 
in mist. And now he saw some people come out of the 
house into the rain, and the bronzed and bearded men had 
oars with them, and on the crossed oars there was a coffin 
placed. They went down the hill-side. They put the coffin 
in the stern of the boat ; and in absolute silence — except for the 
wailing of the women — they pulled away down the dreary Loch 
Roag till they came to the island where the burial-ground is. 
They carried the coffin up to that small inclosure, with its rank 
grass growing green, and the rain falling on the rude stones and 
memorials. Plow often had he leaned on that low stone wall, 
and read the strange inscriptions, in various tongues, over the 
graves of mariners from distant countries who had met with 
their death on this rocky coast. Had not Sheila herself pointed 
out to him, with a sad air, how many of these memorials bore 
the words “who was drowned and that, too, was the burden 
of the rudely-spelt legends beginning with “ Hier rutt in Gott,” 
or “ Her under hviler stovit,” and sometimes ending with the 
pathetic “ Wunderschen ist unsre Hoffnung.” The fishermen 
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brought the cofiSn to the newly-made grave ; the women stand- 
ing back a bit, old Scarlett MacDonald stroking Mairi’s hair, 
and bidding the girl control her frantic grief, though the old 
woman herself could hardly speak for her tears and her lamen- 
tations. He could read the words “ Sheila Mackenzie ” on the 
small silver plate : she had been taken away from all associa- 
tion with him and his name. And who was this old man with 
the white hair and the white beard, whose hands were tightly 
clenched, and his lips firm, and a look as of death in the 
sunken and wild eyes ? Mackenzie was grey a year before 

“ Ingram,” he said, suddenly, and his voice startled his com- 
panion, “ do you think it possible to make Sheila happy 
again ? ” 

“ How can I tell ? ” said Ingram. 

“You used to know everything she could wish — everything 
she was thinking about. If you find her out now, will you get 
to know ? Will you see what I can do — not by asking her to 
come back, not by trying to get back my own happiness — but 
anything, it does not matter what it is, I can do for her ? If 
she would rather not see me again, I will stay away. Will you 
ask her, Ingram ? ” 

“ We have got to find her first,” said his companion. 

“ A young girl like that,” said Lavender, taking no heed of 
the objection, “ surely she cannot always be unhappy. She is 
so young and beautiful, and takes so much interest in many 
things — surely she may have a happy life.” 

“ She might have had.” 

“ I don’t mean with me,” said Lavender, with his haggard 
face looking still more haggard in the increasing light. “I 
mean anything that can be done — any way of life that will 
make her comfortable and contented — anything that I can do 
for that, will you tiy to find it out, Ingram ? ” 

“ Oh yes, I will,” said the other, who had been thinking with 
much foreboding of all these possibilities ever since they left 
Sloane Street, his only gleam of hope being a consciousness 
that this time at least there could be no doubt of Frank Laven- 
der’s absolute sincerity, of his remorse, and his almost morbid 
craving to make reparation, if that were still possible. 

They reached the house at last. There was a dim orange- 
coloured light shining in the passage. Lavender went on, and 
threw open the small room which Sheila had adorned, asking 
Ingram to follow him. How wild and strange this chamber 
j 5* iked, with the wan glare of the dawn shining in on its bar- 
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baric decorations from the sea-coast — on the shells, and skins, 
and feathers that Sheila had placed around ! That white light 
of the morning was now shining everywhere into the silent and 
desolate house. Lavender found Ingram a bedroom ; and 
then he turned away, not knowing what to do. He looked 
into Sheila’s room ; there were dresses, bits of finery, and what 
not, that he knew so well ; but there was no light breathing 
audible in the silent and empty chamber. He shut the door, 
as reverently as though he were shutting it on the dead ; and 
went down stairs and threw himself almost fainting with despair 
and fatigue on a sofa, while the world outside awoke to a new 
day, with all its countless and joyous activities and duties. 



CHAI>TER XX. 

A SURPRISE. 

There was no letter from Sheila in the morning ; and Lavender, 
so soon as the post had come and gone, went up to Ingram’s 
room and woke him. 

“ I am sorry to disturb you, Ingram,” he said, “ but I am 
going to Lewis. I shall catch the train to Glasgow at ten.” 

“ And what do you want to get to Lewis for?” said Ingram, 
starting up. “ Do you think Sheila would go straight back to 
her own people with all this humiliation upon her? And 
supposing she is not there, how do you propose to meet old 
Mackenzie ? ” 

“ I am not afraid of meeting any man,” said Lavender ; “ I 
want to know where Sheila is. And if I see Mackenzie, I can 
only tell him frankly everything that has happened. He is not 
likely to say anything of me half as bad as v/hat I think of 
myself.” 

“Now listen,” said Ingram, sitting up in bed, with his brown 
beard and greyish hair in a considerably dishevelled condition, 
“ Sheila may have gone home, but it isn’t likely. If she has 
not, your taking the story up there, and spreading it abroad, 
would prepare a great deal of pain for her when she might go 
back at some future time. But suppose you want to make sure 
that she has not gone to her father’s house. She' could not 
have got down to Glasgow sooner than this morning, by last 
night’s train, you know. It is to-morrow morning, not this 
morning, that the Stornoway steamer starts ; and she would be 
certain to go direct to it at the Glasgow Broomielaw, and go 
round the Mull of Cantyre instead of catching it up at Oban, 
because she knows the people in the boat, and she and Maiii 
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Would be among fnends. If you really want to know whether 
she has gone north, perhaps you could do no better than run 
down to Glasgow to-day, and have a look at the boat that starts 
to-morrow morning. I would go with you myself, but I can’t 
escape the office to-day.” 

Lavender agreed to do this ; and was about to go. But 
before he bade his friend good-bye, he lingered for a second or 
two in a hesitating way, and then he said — 

“ Ingram, you were speaking the other night of your going 
up to Borva. If you should go ” 

“ Of course I shan’t go,” said the other, promptly. “ How 
could I face Mackenzie when he began to ask me about Sheila? 
No, I cannot go to Borva while this affair remains in its present 
condition ; and, indeed, Lavender, I mean to stop in London 
till I see you out of your trouble somehow.” 

“ You are heaping coals of fire on my head.” 

“ Oh, don’t look at it in that way. If I can be of any help 
to you, I shall expect, this time, to have a return for it.” 

“ What do you mean ? ” 

“ I will tell you when we get to know something of Sheila's 
intentions.” 

And so Frank Lavender found himself once more, as in the 
old times, in the Euston Station, with the Scotch mail ready to 
start, and all manner of folks bustling about with that unne- 
cessary activity which betokens the excitement of a holiday. 
What a strange holiday was his ! He got into a smoking- 
carriage in order to be alone ; and he looked out on the people 
who were bidding their friends good-bye. Some of them were 
not very pretty; many of them were ordinary, insignificant, 
commonplace-looking folks ; but it was clear that they had those 
about them who loved them and thought much of them. There 
was one man whom, in other circumstances. Lavender would 
have dismissed with contempt as an excellent specimen of the 
unmitigated cad. He wore a white waistcoat, purple gloves, 
and a green sailor’s knot with a diamond in it ; and there 
was a cheery, vacuous, smiling expression on his round face as 
he industriously smoked a cheroot and made small jokes to the 
friends who had come to see him off. One of them was a 
young woman, not very good-looking, perhaps, who did not join 
in the general hilarity : and it occurred to Lavender that the 
jovial man with the cheroot was perhaps cracking his little 
jokes to keep up her spirits. At all events he called her “ my 
good lass ” from time to time, and patted her on the shoulder 
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and was very kind to her. And when the guard came up, and 
bade everybody get in, the man kissed the girl, and shook 
hands with her, and bade her good-bye ; and then she, moved 
by some sudden impulse, caught his face in both her hands and 
kissed him once on each cheek. It was a ridiculous scene. 
People who wear green ties with diamond pins care nothing for 
decorum. And yet Lavender, when he averted his eyes from 
this parting, could not help recalling what Ingram had been 
saying the night before, and wondered whether this outrageous 
person, with his abominable decorations and his genial grin, 
might not be more fortunate than many a great statesman, or 
warrior, or monarch. 

He turned round to find the cad beside him ; and presently 
the man, with an abounding good nature, began to converse 
with him, and explained that it was ’igh ’oliday with him, for 
that he had got a pass to travel first-class as far as Carlisle. 
He hoped they would have a jolly time of it together. He 
explained the object of his journey in the frankest possible 
fashion ; made a kindly little joke upon the hardship of parting 
with one’s sweetheart ; said that a faint heart never won fair lady, 
and that it was no good crying over spilt milk. She would be all 
right, and precious glad to see him back in three weeks’ time, and 
he meant to bring her a present that would be good for sore eyes. 

" Perhaps you’re a married man, sir, and got past all them 
games ? ” said the cad, cheerily. 

“ Yes, I am married,” said Lavender, coldly. 

“ And you’re going further than Carlisle, you say, sir ? I’ll 
be sworn the good lady is up somewhere in that direction, 
and she won’t be disappointed when she sees you — oh no ! 
Scotch, sir?” 

“I am not Scotch,” said Lavender, curtly. 

“ And she ? ” 

Should he have to throw the man out of the window ? 

“ Yes.” 

“ The Scotch are a strange race — very,” said the genial 
person, producing a brandy flask. “ They drink a trifle, don’t 
they ? and yet they keep their wits about them if you’ve deal- 
ings with them. A very strange race of people in my opinion 
— very. Know the story of the master who fancied his man 
was drunk ? ‘ Donald, you’re trunk,’ says he. ‘ It’s a tarn lee,’ 
says Donald. ‘ Donald, ye ken ye’re trunk 1 ’ says the master. 
‘ Ah ken ah wish to Kott ah wass ! ’ says Donald. Good story, 
ain’t it, sir ? ” 

Y 
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Lavender had heard the remarkable old joke a hundred 
times ; but just at this moment there was something odd in 
this vulgar person suddenly imitating, and imitating very well, 
the Highland accent. Had he been away up in the north ? or 
had he merely heard the story related by one who had been ? 
Lavender dared not ask, however, for fear of prolonging a 
conversation in which he had no wish to join. Indeed, to get 
rid of the man, he shoved a whole bundle of the morning 
papers into his hands. 

“ What’s your opinion of politics at present, sir ? ” observed 
his friend, in an off-hand way. 

" I haven’t any," said Lavender, compelled to take back one 
of the newspapers, and open it. 

“ I think, myself, they’re in a bad state. That’s my opinion. 
There ain't a man among ’em who knows how to keep down 
those people. That’s my opinion, sir. What do you think ? ’’ 

“ Oh, I think so too,” said Lavender. “ You’ll find a good 
article in that paper on University Tests." 

The cheery person looked rather blank. 

“ I would like to hear your opinion about ’em, sir,” he said. 
“ It ain’t much good reading only one side of the question ; 
but when you can talk about it and discuss it, now ’’ 

“ I am sorry I can’t oblige you," said Lavender, goaded into 
making some desperate effort to release himself. “ I am 
suffering from relaxed throat at present. My doctor has warned 
me against talking too much.” 

“I beg your pardon, sir. You don’t seem very well — per- 
haps the throat comes with a little feverishness, you see — a 
cold, in fact. Now, if I was you, I’d try tannin lozenges for 
the throat. They’re uncommon good for the throat; and a 
little quinine for the general system — that would put you as 
right as a fiver. I tried it myself when I was down in ’Amp- 
shire last year. And you wouldn’t find a drop of this brandy 
a bad thing either, if you dori’t mind rowing in the same boat 
as myself." 

Lavender declined the proffered flask, and subsided behind 
a newspaper. His fellow-traveller lit another cheroot, took ujd 
B radshaw, and settled himself in a corner. 

Had Sheila come up this very line some dozen hours before ? 
Lavender asked himself, as he looked out on the hills, and 
valleys, and woods of Buckinghamshire. Had the throbbing 
of the engine and the rattle of the wheels kept the piteous eyes 
awake all through the dark night, until the pale dawn showed 
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the girl a wild vision of northern hills and moors, telling her 
she was getting near to her own country ? Not thus had 
Sheila proposed to herself to return home on the first holiday 
time that should occur to them both. He began to think of 
his present journey as it might have been in other circum- 
stances. Would she have remembered any of those pretty 
villages which she saw one early morning, long ago, when they 
were bathed in sunshine, and scarcely awake to the new day.' 
Would she be impatient at the delays at the stations, and 
anxious to hurry on to Westmoreland and Dumfries, to Glasgow, 
and Oban, and Skye, and then from Stornoway across the 
island to the little inn at Garra-na-hina ? Here, as he looked 
out of the window, the first indication of the wilder country 
became visible in the distant Berkshire hills. Close at hand 
the country lay green and bright under a brilliant sun ; but 
over there in the east, some heavy clouds darkened the land- 
scape, and the far hills seemed to be placed amid a gloomy 
stretch of moorland. Would not Slieila have been thrilled 
by this glimpse of the coming north ? She would have fancied 
that greater mountains lay far behind these rounded slopes, 
hidden in mist. She would have imagined that no human 
habitations were near those rising plains of sombre hue, where 
the red-deer and the fox ought to dwell. And in her delight 
at getting away from the fancied brightness of the south, would 
she not have been exceptionally grateful and affectionate to- 
wards himself, and striven to please him with her tender ways ? 

It was not a cheerful journey — this lonely trip to the North. 
Lavender got to Glasgow that night ; and next morning he 
went down, long befoie any passengers could have thought of 
arriving, to the Clansman. He did not go near the big 
steamer, for he was known to the captain and the steward ; 
but he hung about the quays, watching each person who went 
on board. Sheila certainly was not among the passengers by 
the Clansman. 

But she might have gone to Greenock, and waited for the 
steamer there. Accordingly, after the Clansman had started 
on her voyage, he went into a neighbouring hotel and had 
some breakfast, after which he crossed the bridge to the station, 
and took rail for Greenock, where he arrived some time before 
the Clansman made her appearance. He went down to the 
quay. It was yet early morning, and a cool fresh breeze was 
blowing in across the broad waters of the Firth, where the sun- 
light was shining on the white sails of the yachts and on the 

Y 2 
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dipping and screaming sea-gulls. Far away beyond the pale 
blue mountains opposite lay the wonderful network of sea- 
loch and island through which one had to pass to get to the 
distant Lewis. How gladly, at this moment, would he have 
stepped on board the steamer, with Sheila, and put out on that 
gleaming plain of sea, knowing that by and by they would sail 
into Stornoway harbour and find the waggonette there. They 
would not hasten the voyage. She had never been round the 
Mull of Cantyre j and so he would sit by her side, and show 
her the wild tides meeting there, and the long jets of white 
foam shooting up the great wall of rocks. He would show her 
the pale coast of Ireland ; and then they would see Islay, of 
which she had many a ballad and story. They would go through 
the narrow Sound that is overlooked by the gloomy mountains 
of Jura. They would see the distant islands where the chief 
of Colonsay is still mourned for on the still evenings, by the 
hapless mennaiden who sings her wild song across the sea. 
They would keep wide of the dangerous currents of Corry- 
vreckan > and by and by they would sail into tlie harbour of 
Oban, the beautiful sea-town where Sheila first got a notion of 
the greatness of the world lying outside of her native island. 

What if she were to come down now from this busy little 
seaport, which lay under a pale blue smoke, and come out upon 
this pier to meet the fresh sunlight and the fresh sea-air blowing 
all about ? Surely at a great distance he could recognize the 
proud, light step, and the proud, sad face. Would she speak to 
him j or go past him, with firm lips and piteous eyes, to wait 
for the great steamer that was now coming along out of the 
eastern mist ? Lavender glanced vaguely round the quays and 
the thoroughfares leading to them ; but there was no one like 
Sheila there. In the distance he could hear the throbbing of 
the Clansma7i's engines, as the big steamer came on through 
the white plain. The sun was warmer now on the bright 
waters of the Firth ; and the distant haze over the pale blue 
mountains beyond had grown more luminous. Small boats 
went by with here and there a yachtsman, scarlet-capped, and 
in white costume, taking a leisurely breakfast on deck. The 
sea-gulls circled about, or dipped down on the waters, or chased 
each other with screams and cries. Then the Clansman sailed 
into the quay, and there was a flinging of ropes, and general 
hurry and bustle, while people came crowding round the gang- 
ways, calling out to each other in every variety of dialect and 
accent. 
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Sheila was not there. He lingered about, and patiently 
waited for the starting of the steamer, not knowing how long 
she ordinarily remained at Greenock. He was in no hurry, 
indeed ; for after the vessel had gone, he found himself ^vith a 
whole day before him, and with no fixed notion as to how it 
could be passed. 

In other circumstances, he would have been in no difficulty 
as to the spending of a bright forenoon and afternoon by the 
side of the sea. Or he could have run through to Edinburgh, 
and called on some artist-friends there. Or he could have 
crossed the Firth, and had a day’s ramble among the mountains. 
But now that he was satisfied Sheila had not gone home, all 
his fancies and hopes went back to London. She was in 
London. And while he was glad she had not gone straight 
to her own people with a revelation of her wi'ongs, he scarcely 
dared speculate' on what adventures and experiences might 
have befallen those two girls turned out into a great city, of 
which they were about equally ignorant. 

The day passed somehow, and at night he was on his way 
to London. Next morning he went down to Whitehall, and 
saw Ingram. 

“ Sheila has not gone back to the Highlands, so far as I can 
make out," he said. 

“ So much the better,” was the answer. 

“ What am I to do ? She must be in London ; and who 
knows what may befall her ? ’’ 

“ I cannot tell you what you should do. Of course you 
would like to know where she is ; and I fancy she would ha\’e 
no objection herself to letting you know that she is all right, 
so long as she knew that you would not go near her. I don’t 
think she has taken so decided a step merely for the purpose 
of being coaxed back again — that is not Slicila’s way.” 

“ I won’t go near her,” he said. “ I only want to know that 
she is safe and well. I will do whatever she likes ; but I must 
know where she is, and that she has come to no harm.” 

“ Well,” said Ingram, slowly, “ I was talking the matter over 
with Mrs. Lorraine last night ” 

“ Does she know ? ” said Lavender, wincing somewhat. 

“ Certainly,” Ingram answered. “ I did not tell her. I had 
promised to go up there about something quite different, when 
she immediately began to tell me the news. Of course it was 
impossible to conceal such a thing. Don’t all the servants 
about know ? ” 
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“ I don’t care who knows,” said Lavender, moodily. “ What 
does Mrs. Lorraine say about this affair ? ” 

“ Mrs. Lorraine says that it serves you right,” said Ingram, 
bluntly. 

“Thank her very much. I like candour, especially in a 
fair-weather friend.” 

“ Mrs. Lorraine is a better friend to you than you imagine,” 
Ingram said, taking no notice of the sneer. “When she 
thought that your going to their house continually was annoy- 
ing Sheila, she tried to put a .stop to it for Sheila’s sake. And 
now, at this very moment, she is doing her very best to find 
out where Sheila is ; and if she succeeds, she means to go and 
plead jour cause rvith the girl.” 

“ I will not have her do anything of the kind,” said 
Lavender, fiercely. “ I will plead my own cause with Sheila. 
1 will have forgiveness fiom Sheila herself alone — not brought 
to me by any intermeddling woman.” 

“You needn’t call names,” said Ingram, coolly. “But I 
confess I think you are right ; and I told Mrs. Lorraine that 
was what you would doubtless say. In any case, she can do 
no harm in trying to find out where Sheila is.” 

“ And how does she propose to succeed ? Pollaky? The 
‘ Agony ’ Column ? Placards, or a Bellman ? I tell you, 
Ingram, I won’t have that woman meddle in my affairs — 
coming forward as a sister of mercy to heal the wounded — 
bestowing mock compassion, and laughing all the time ” 

“ Lavender, you are beside yourself. That woman is one 
of the most good-natured, shrewd, clever, and amiable women 
I have ever met. What has enraged you ?” 

“ Bah ! She has got hold of you too, has she ? I tell you 
she is a lank impostor.” 

“ An impostor ! ” said Ingram, slowly. “ I have heard a 
good many people called impostois. Did it ever occur to you 
that the blame of the imposture might possibly lie with the 
person imposed on ? I have heard of people falling into the 
delusion that a certain modest and simple-minded man was a 
great politician or a great wit, although he had never claimed 
to be anything of the kind ; and then, when they found out 
that in truth he was just what he had pretended to be, they 
called out against him as an impostor. I have heard, too, of 
young gentlemen accusing women of imposture whose only 
crime was, that they did not possess qualities which they had 
never pretended to possess, but which the young gentlemen 
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fancied they ought to possess. Mrs. Lorraine may be an im- 
postor to you. I think she is a thoroughly good woman, and 
I know she is a very delightful companion And if you want 
to know how she means to find bheila out, I can tell }ou. 
bhe thinks that Sheila would probably go to an hotel, but that 
afterwards she would try to find lodgings with some of the 
people whom she had got to know through her giving them 
assistance. Mrs. Lorraine would like to ask your servants 
about the women who used to come for this help. Then, she 
thinks, Sheila v\ ould probably get some one of these humble 
friends to call for her letters, for she would like to hear from 
her father, and she would not care to tell him that she had left 
your house. There is a great deal of supposition in all this ; 
but Mrs. Lorraine is a shrewd woman, and I would trust her 
instinct in such matters a long w'ay. She is quite sure that 
Sheila would be too proud to tell her father, and very much 
averse, also, to inflicting so severe a blow on him ” 

“ But surely,” Lavender said, hastily, “ if Sheila wishes to 
conceal this attair for a time, she must believe it to be only 
temporary ? She cannot propose to make the separation 
final ? ” 

“ That I don’t know anything about. I would advise you 
to go and see Mrs Lorrai*^.” 

“ I won’t go and see Mrs. Lorraine." 

“Mow, this IS unreasonable. Lavender. You begin to fancy 
that Slicfla had some sort of dislike to Mrs. Lorraine, founded 
on Ignorance , and straightway you think it is your duty to go 
and hate the woman. Whatever you may think of her, she is 
willing to do you a service.” 

“ Will you go, Ingram, and take her to those servants ? ’’ 

“ Certainly, I will, if you commission me to do so,” said 
Ingram, readily. 

“ I suppose they all know?” 

“ They do.” 

“ And every one else ? ” 

“ I should think few of your friends would remain in igno- 
rance of It.” 

“ Ah, well,” said Lavender, “ if only I could get Sheila to 
overlook what is past, this once, I should not trouble my dear 
friends and acquaintances for their sympathy and condolence. 
By the time I saw them again, I fancy they would have for- 
gotten our names.” 

There was no doubt of the fact that the news of Sheila’s 
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flight from her husband’s house had travelled very speedily 
round the circle of Lavender’s friends, and doubtless, in due 
time, it reached the ears of his aunt. At all events, Mrs. 
Lavender sent a message to Ingram, asking him to come and 
see her. When he went, he found the little, dry, hard-eyed 
woman in a terrible passion. She had forgotten all about 
Marcus Aurelius, and the composure of a philosopher, and the 
effect of anger on the nervous system. She was bolstered up 
in bed, for she had had another bad fit ; but she was brisk 
enough in her manner and fierce enough in her language. 

“ Mr. Ingram,” she said, the moment he had entered, “ do 
you consider my nephew a beast?” 

“ I don’t,” he said. 

“ I do,” she retorted. 

“ 'Fhen you are quite mistaken, Mrs. Lavender. Probably 
you have heard some exaggerated story of all this business. 
He has been very inconsiderate and thoughtless, certainly; 
but I don’t believe he quite knew how sensitive his wife was ; 
and he is very repentant now, and I know he will keep his 
promises.” 

“ You would apologize for the devil,” said tlie little old 
woman, fi owning. 

” I would try' to give him his due, at all events,” said Ingram, 
with a laugh. “ I know Frank Lavender very well — I have 
known him for years ; and I know there is good stuff in him, 
which may be developed in proper circumstances. After all, 
what is there more common than for a married man to neglect 
his wife ? He only did unconsciously and thoughtlessly what 
heaps of men do deliberately.” 

“ You are making me angry',” said Mrs. Lavender, in a 
severe voice, 

“ I don’t think it fair to expect men to be demigods,” Ingram 
said, carelessly. “ I never met any demigods myself ; they 
don’t live in my neighbourhood. Perhaps if I had had some 
experience of a batch of them, I should be more censorious 
of other people. If y'ou set up Frank for a Bayard, is it his 
fault, or yours ? ” 

“ I am not going to be talked out of my common sense, and 
me on my death-bed, said the old lady, impatiently, and yet 
with some secret hope tliat Ingram would go on talking and 
amuse her. “ I won’t have you say he is anything but a stupid 
and ungrateful boy, who married a wife far too good for him. 
He is worse than that — he is much worse than that ; but a.s 
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this may be my death-bed, I will keep a civil tongue in my 
head.” 

“ I thought you did not like his unfe very much?” said Ingram. 

“ I am not bound to like her because I think badly of him, 
am I ? She was not a bad sort of girl, after all — temper a 
little stiff, perhaps \ but she was honest. It did one’s eyes 
good to look at her bright face. Yes, she was a good sort of 
creature in her way. But when she ran off from him, why 
didn’t she come to me ? ” 

“ Perhaps you never encouraged her.” 

“ Encouragement ! Where ought a married woman go to 
but to her husband’s relatives ? If she cannot stay with him, 
let her take the next best substitute. It was her duty to come 
to me.” 

“If Sheila had fancied it to be her duty, she would have 
come here, at any cost.” 

“ What do you mean, Mr. Ingram ? ” said Mrs. Lavender, 
severely. 

“Well, supposing she didn’t like you ” he was beginning 

to say, cautiously, when she sharply interrupted him, 

“ She didn’t like me, eh ? ” 

“ I said nothing of the kind. I was about to say that if 
she had thought it her duty to come here, she would have 
come, in any circumstances.” 

“ She might have done worse. A young woman risks a great 
deal in running away from her husband’s home. People will 
talk. Who is to make people believe just the version of the 
story that the husband or wife would prefer ? ” 

“ And what does Sheila care,” said Ingram, with a hot 
flush in his face, “ for the belief of a lot of idle gossips and 
slanderers ? ” 

“ My dear Mr. Ingram," said the old lady, “you are not a 
woman, and you don’t know the bother one has to look after 
one’s reputation. But that is a question not likely to interest 
you. Let us talk of something else. Do you know why I 
wanted you to come and see me to-day ? ” 

“ I am sure I don’t." 

“ I mean to leave you all my money.” 

He stared. She did not appear to be joking. Was it 
possible that her rage against her nephew had carried her to 
this extreme resolve ? 

“ Oh ! ” he stammered ; “ but I won’t have it, Mrs. 
Lavender.” 
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“But you’ll have to have it,” said the little old woman, 
severely. “ You are a poor man. You could make good use 
of my money — better than a charity board — that would starve 
the poor with a penny out of each shilling, and spend the 
other elevenpence in treating their friends to flower-shows and 
dinners. Do you think I mean to leave my money to such 
people ? You shall have it. I think you would look very 
well driving a mail-phaeton in the Park ; and I suppose you 
would give up your pipes and your philosophy, and your 
bachelor walks into the country. You would marry, of course 
— every man is bound to make a fool of himself in that way, 
as soon as he gets enough money to do it with. But i^erhaps 
you might come across a clever and sensible woman, who 
would look after you, and give you your own way while having 
her own. Only don’t marry a fool. Whatever you do, don’t 
marry a fool, or all your philosophers won’t make the house 
bearable to you.” 

“I am not likely to marry anybody, Mrs. Lavender,” said 
Ingram, carelessly. 

“ Is there no woman you know whom you would care to 
marry ? ” 

“Oh,” he said, “there is one woman — yes — who seems to 
me about everything that a man could wish ; but the notion of 
my marrying her is absurd. If I had known in time, don’t you 
see, that I should ever think of such a thing, 1 should have 
begun years ago to dye my hair. I can’t begin now. Grey 
liair inspires reverence, I believe ; but it's a bad thing to go 
courting with.” 

“ You must not talk foolishly,” said the little old lady, with a 
frown. “ Do you think a sensible woman W'ants to marry a 
l>oy, who will torment her with his folly, and his empty head, 
and his running after a dozen different women ? Grey hair ! 
If you think grey hair is a bad thing to go courting with, I 
will give you something belter. I will put something in your 
hand that will make the young lady forget your grey hair. Oh, 
of course, you will say that she cannot be tempted ; that she 
desjhses money. If so, so much the better ; but I have known 
more women than you, and my hair is greyer than yours ; and 
you will find that a little money won’t stand in the way of 
your being accepted.” 

■ He had made some gesture of protest, not against her speak- 
ing of his possible marriage, which scarcely interested him, so 
remote was the possibility, but against her returning to this 
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other proposal. And when he saw the old woman really meant 
to do this thing, he found it necessary to declare himself ex- 
plicitly on the point. 

“Oh, don’t imagine, Mrs. Lavender,” he said, “that I have 
any wild horror of money, or that I suppose anybody else 
would have. I should like to have live times, or ten times as 
much as you seem generously disposed to give me. But here 
is the point, you see. I am a vain person. I am very proud 
of my own opinion of myself; and, if I acceded to what you 
propose — if I took your money — I suppose I should be driving 
about in that fine phaeton you speak of. That is very good — 
I like driving, and 1 should be pleased with the appearance of 
the trap and the horses. But what do you fancy I should think 
of myself — what would be my opinion of my own nobleness, 
and generosity, and humanity — if I saw Sheila Mackenzie 
walking by on the pavement, without any carriage to drive in, 
perhaps without a notion as to where she was going to get her 
dinner? I should be a great hero to myself then, shouldn’t I?” 

“Oh, Sheila again!” said the old woman, in a tone of 
vexation. “ I can’t imagine what there is in that girl to make 
men rave so about her. That Jew-boy is become a thorough 
nuisance — you would fancy she had just stepped down out 
of the clouds to present him with a gold harp, and that he 
couldn’t look up to her face. And you are just as bad. You 
are worse — for you don’t blow it off in steam. Well, there need 
be no difficulty. I meant to leave the girl in your charge. 
You take the money and look after her — I know she won’t 
starve. Take it in trust for her, if you like.” 

“ But that is a fearful responsibility, Mrs. Lavender,” he 
said, in dismay. “ She is a married woman. Her husband is 
the proper person " 

“ I tell you I won’t give him a farthing ! ” she said, with a 
sudden sharpness that startled him. “ Not a farthing ! If 
he wants money, let him work for it, as other people do ; 
and then, when he has done that, if he is to have any of my 
money, he must be beholden for it to his wife and to you.” 

“ Do you think that Sheila would accept anything that she 
would not immediately hand over to him ? ” 

“ Then he must come first to you.” 

“ I have no wish to inflict humiliation on any one,” said 
Ingram, stiffly. “ I don’t wish to play the part of a little 
Providence, and mete out punishment in that way. I might 
have to begin with myself.” 
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“ Now, don’t be foolish,” said the old lady, with a menacing 
composure. “ I give you fair warning. The next fit will do 
for me. If you don’t care to take my money, and keep it 
in trust for this girl you profess to care so much about, 
I will leave it to found an institution. And I have a good 
idea for an institution, mind you. I mean to teach people 
what they should eat and drink, and the various effects of food 
on various constitutions.” 

“ It is an important subject,” Ingram admitted. 

“Is it not? What is the use of giving people laborious 
information about the idle fancies of generations that lived ages 
before they were born, while you are letting them poison their 
system, and lay up for themselves a fearfully ])ainful old age, by 
the continuous use of unsuitable food ? That book you gave 
me, Mr Ingram, is a wonderful book ; but it gives you little 
consolation if you know another fit is coming on. And what 
is the good of knowing about Epictetus, and Zeno, and the 
rest, if you’ve got rheumatism? Now I mean to have classes, 
to teach people what they should eat and drink — and I’ll do it, 
if you won’t assume the guardianship of my nephew’s wife.” 

“But this is the wildest notion I ever heard of!” Ingram 
protested again. “How can I take charge of her? If Sheila 
herself had shown any disposition to place herself under your 
care, it might have been different.” 

“Oh, it would have been different!” cried the old lady, with 
a shrill laugh. “It would have been different ! And what did 
you say about her sense of duty to her husband’s relatives? 
Did you say anything about that ? ” 

“Well ” Ingram was about to say, being lost in amaze- 

ment at the odd glee of this withered old creature. 

“ Where do you think a young wife should go, if she runs off 
from her husband’s house?” cried Mrs. Lavender, apparently 
much amused by his perplexity. “ Where can she best escape 
calumny? Poor man ! I won’t frighten you, or disturb you 
any longer. Ring the bell, will you? I want Paterson.” 

Ingram rang. 

“Paterson,” said Mrs, Lavender, when the tall and grave 
woman appeared, “ask Mrs. Lavender if she can come here 
for a few minutes.” 

Ingram looked at the old woman, to see if she had gone 
mad ; and then, somehow, he instinctively turned to the door. 
He fancied he knew that quick, light step! And then, before 
he well knew how, Sheila had come forward to him, with her 
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hands outstretched, and with something like a smile on her 
pale face. She looked at him for a second ; she tried to speak 
to him, but there was a dangerous quivering of the lips ; and 
then she suddenly burst into tears, and let go his hands and 
turned away. In that brief moment he had seen what havoc 
had been wrought within the past two or three days. There 
were the same proud and handsome features, but they were 
pale and wan ; and there was a piteous and weary look in the 
eyes, that told of the trouble and heartrending of sleepless 
nights. 

“ Sheila,” he said, following her and taking her hand, “ does 
any one know of your being here ? ” 

“No,” she said, stilt holding her head aside, and downcast; 
“ no one. And I do not wish any one to know. I am going 
away.” 

“Where?” 

“ Don’t you ask too much, Mr. Ingram,” said the old lady, 
from amid her cushions and curtains. “ Give her that am- 
monia — the stopper only. Now, sit down, child ; and dry your 
eyes. You need not be ashamed to show Mr. Ingram that you 
knew where )'Ou ought to come to when you left )'our husband's 
house. And if you won’t stop here, of course I can’t compel 
you ; though Mr. Ingram will tell you you might do worse.” 

“ Sheila, why do you wish to go away ? Do you mean to 
go back to the Lewis ? ” 

“ Oh ! no, no ! ” she said, almost shuddering. 

“ Where do you wash to go ? ” 

“ Anywhere — it does not matter. But I cannot remain here. 
I should meet with — with many people I used to know. Mrs. 
Lavender, she is kind enough to say she will get me some 
place, for Mairi and me — that is all as yet that is settled.” 

“ Is Mairi with you ? ” 

“ Yes ; I will go and bring her to you. It is not any one in 
London she will want to see as much as you.” 

Sheila left the room, and by and by came back, leading the 
young Highland girl by the hand. Mairi was greatly em- 
barrassed, scarcely knowing whether she should show any glad- 
ness at meeting this old friend amid so much trouble. But 
when Ingram shook hands with.her, and after she had blushed, 
and looked shy, and said, “ And are you ferry well, sir ? ” she 
managed somehow to lift her eyes to his face ; and then she 
said, suddenly — • 

“ And it is a good day, this day, for Miss Shelia, that you 
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will come to see her, Mr. Ingram; for she will hef a friend 
now.” 

“ You silly girl,” said Mrs. Lavender, sharply, “ why will you 
say ‘ Miss Sheila ’ ? Don’t you know she is a married woman?” 

Mairi glanced in a nervous and timid manner towards the 
bed. She was evidently afraid of the little shrivelled old 
woman with the staring black eyes and the harsh voice. 

“Mairi hasn't forgotten her old habits, that is all,” said 
Ingram, patting her good-naturedly on the head. 

And then he sat down again ; and it seemed so strange to 
him to see these two together again, and to hear the odd in- 
flection of Mairi’s voice, that he almost forgot that he had 
made a great discovery in learning of Sheila’s whereabouts, 
and wholly forgot that he had just been offered, and had just 
refused, a fortune. 



CHAPTER XXL 

MEETING AND PARTING. 

The appearance of Sheila in Mrs. Lavender’s house certainly 
surprised Ingram ; but the motives which led her to go thitlier 
were simple enough. On the morning on which she had left 
her husband’s house, she and Mairi had been driven up to 
Euston Square Station before she seemed capable of coming 
to any decision. Mairi guessed at what had happened with 
a great fear at her heart, and did not dare to speak of it. 
She sat, mute and frightened, in a corner of the cab, and only 
glanced from time to time at her companion’s pale face and 
troubled and distant eyes. 

They were driven in to the station. Sheila got out, still 
seeming to know nothing of what was around her. The cab- 
man took down Mairi’s trunk, and handed it to a porter. 

“ Where for. Miss ? ” said the man. And she started. 

“ Where will you be going. Miss Sheila ? " said Mairi, 
timidly. 

“ It is no matter just now,” said Sheila to the porter ; “ if 
you will be so kind as to take charge of the trunk. And how 
much must I pay the cabman from Netting Hill ? ” 

She gave him the money, and walked into the great stone- 
paved hall, with its lofty roof and sounding echoes. 

“ Mairi,” she said, “I have gone away from my own home, 
and I have no home for you or myself either. What are we 
to do ? ” 

“ Are you quite sure, Miss Sheila,” said the girl, dismayed 
beyond expression, “ that you will not go back to your own 
house? It wass a bad day this day that I wass come to 
London to find you going away from your own house ? ” 



336 A PRINCESS OF THULE. [CHAP. 

And Mairi began to cry. 

“Will we go back to the Lewis, Miss Sheila?” she said. 
“ It is many a one there will be proud and pleased to see 
you again in sa Lewis, and there will be plenty of homes for 
you there — oh, yes j ferry many that will be glad to see you ! 
And it was a bad day sa day you left the Lewis whatever ; and 
if you will go back again, Miss Sheila, you will neffer hef to 
go away again not any more.” 

Sheila looked at the girl — at the pretty pale face, the troubled 
light-blue eyes, and the abundant fair-yellow hair. It was 
Mairi sure enough, who was talking to her ; and yet it was in 
a strange place. There was no sea dashing outside — no tide 
running in from the Atlantic. And where was old Scarlett, 
with her complaints, and her petulance, and her motherly 
kindness ? 

“ It is a pity you have come to London, Mairi,” Sheila said, 
wistfully ; “ for I have no house to take you into ; and we 
must go now and find one." 

“ You will not go back to sa Lewis, Miss Sheila? " 

“ They would not know me in the Lewis any more, Mairi. 
I have been too long away, and I am quite changed. It is 
many a time I will think of going back ; but when I left the 

Lewis, I was married ; and now How could I go back 

to*the Lewis, Mairi ? They would look at me. They would 
ask questions. My father would come down to the quay, and 
he would say, ‘ Sheila have you come back alone 1 ’ And all 
the story of it would go about the island, and every one would 
say I had been a bad wife, and my husband had gone away 
from me.” 

“ There is not any one,” said Mairi, with the tears starting to 
her eyes again, “ not from end of sa island to sa other, would 
say that of you. Miss Sheila ; and there is no one would not 
come to meet you, and be glad sat you will ccme again to 
your own home. And as for going back, I will be ferry glad 
to go back whatever, for it was you I wass come to see, and 
not any town ; and I do not like this town, what I hef seen 
of it, and I will be ferry glad to go away wis you, Miss 
Sheila.” 

Sheila did not answer. She felt that it was impossible she 
could go back to her own people with this disgrace upon her, 
and did not even argue the question with herself. All her 
trouble now was to find some harbour of refuge into which 
she could flee, so that she might have quiet, and solitude, and 
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an opportunity of studying all that had befallen her. The 
noise around her — the arrival of travellers, the transference of 
luggage, the screaming of trains — stunned her and confused 
her; and she could only vaguely think of all the people she 
knew in London, to see to whom she could go for advice and 
direction. They were not many. One after the other she 
went over the acquaintances she had made ; and not one of 
them appeared to her in the light of a, friend. One friend 
she had, who would have rejoic^ to have been of the least 
assistance to 'her; but her husband had forbidden her to hold 
communication with him, and she felt a strange sort of pride, 
even at this moment, in resolving to obey that injunction. In 
all this great city that lay around her, there was no other lo 
whom she could frankly and readily go. That one friend she 
had possessed before she came to London ; in London she 
had not made another. 

And yet it was necessary to do something ; for who could 
tell but that her husband might come to this station in search 
of her? Mairi’s anxiety, too, w'as increasing every moment; 
insomuch that she was fairly trembling with excitement and 
fatigue. Sheila resolved that she would go down and throw 
herself on the tender mercies of that terrible old lady in 
Kensington Gore. For one thing, she instinctively sought 
the help of a woman in her present plight ; and perhaps this 
harshly spoken old lady would be gentle to her when all her 
story was told. Another thing that prompted this decision 
was a sort of secret wish to identify herself even yet with her 
husband’s family ; to prove to herself, as it were, that they had 
not cast her off as being unworthy of him. Nothing was 
further from her mind at this moment than any desire to pave 
the way for reconciliation and reunion with her husband. Her 
whole anxiety was to get away from him ; to put an end to a 
state of things which she had found to be more than she could 
bear. And yet, if she had friends in London called respec- 
tively Mackenzie and Lavender, and if she had been equally 
intimate with both, she would at this moment have preferred 
to go for help to those bearing the name of Lavender. 

There was doubtless something strangely inconsistent in this 
instinct of wifely loyalty and duty in a woman who had just 
voluntarily left her husband’s house. Lavender had desired her 
not to hold communication with Edward Ingram ; even now 
she would respect his wish. Lavender would prefer that she 
should, in any great extremity, go to his aunt for assistance and 

z 
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counsel ; and to his aunt, despite her own dislike of the woman, 
she would go. At this moment, when Sheila’s proud spirit had 
risen up in revolt against a system of treatment that had becoma 
insufferable to her, when she had been forced to leave her home 
and incur the contemptuous compassion of fiiends and ac- 
((uaintances, if Fdward Ingram himself had happened to meet 
her, and had begun to say hard things of Lavender, she would 
have sharply recalled him to a sense of the discretion that one 
must use in speaking to a wi^ of her husband. 

The two homeless girls got into another cab, and were driven 
down to Kensington Gore. Sheila asked if she could see Mrs. 
Lavender. She kpew that the old lady had had another bad 
fit j but she was supposed to be recovering rapidly. Mrs. 
Lavender would see her in her bedroom ; and so Sheila 
went up. 

The girl could not speak. 

“ Yes, I see it — something wrong about that precious 
husband of yours,” said the old lady, watching her keenly. 
“I expected it. Go on. What is the matter?” 

“ I have left him,” Sheila said, with her face very pale, but 
no sign of emotion aliout the fiim lips. 

“ Gh, good gracious, child ! Left liim ? How many people 
know it ? " 

“No one but yourself, and a young Higldand girl who has 
come up to sce me.” 

“ You came to me first of ah ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ Have you no other friends to go to ? ” 

“ I considered that I ought to come to you.” 

There was no cunning in the speech ; it was the simple 
truth. Mrs. Lavender looked at her hard for a second or two, 
and then said, in w'hat she meant to be a kind way — ’ 

“ Come here, and sit down, child ; and tell me all about it. 
If no one else knows it, there is no liarm done. We can easily 
patch it up before it gets abroad.” 

“I did not come to you for that, Mrs. Lavender,” said 
Sheila, calmly. “ That is impossible. That is all over. I 
have come to ask you where I may get lodgings for my friend 
and myself.” 

Tell me all about it first ^ and then we’ll see whether it 
can t be mended. Mind, I am ready to be on your side, 
though I am your husband’s aunt. I think you’re a good girl 

a, bit of a temper, you know — but you manage to keep it 
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quiet ordinarily. You tell me all about it; and you’ll see if I 
haven’t means to bring him to reason. Oh, yes — oh, yes — I’m 
an old woman ; but I can find some means to bring him to 
reason.” And she laughed an odd, shrill laugh. 

A hot flush came over Sheila’s face. Had she come to this 
old woman only to make her husband’s degradation more com- 
plete ? Was he to be intimidated into making friends with her 
by a threat of the withdrawal of that money that Sheila had 
begun to detest? And this was wl^j^t her notions of wifely duty 
had led to ! 

“ Mrs. Lavender,” she said, with the proud lips very proud 
indeed, “ I must say this to you before I tell you anything. It 
is very good of you to say you will take my side ; but I did not 
come to you to complain. And I would rather not have any 
sympathy from you if it only means that you will speak ill of 
my husband. And if you think you can make him do things 
because you give him money — perhaps that is true at present ; 
but it may not always be true, and you cannot expect me to 
wish it to continue. I would rather have my present trouble 
twenty times over than see him being bought over to any 
woman’s wishes.” 

Mrs. Lavender stared at her. 

“ Why, you astonishing girl, I believe you are still in love 
with that man.” 

Sheila said nothing. 

“ Is it true ? ” she said. 

“ I suppose a woman ought to love her husband,” Sheila 
answered. 

“ Even if he turns her out of the house ? ” 

“Perhaps it is she who is to blame,” Sheila said, humbly. 
“ Perhaps her education was wrong — or she expects too much 
tliat is unreasonable — or perhaps she has a bad temper. You 
think I have a bad temper, Mrs. Lavender ; and might it not 
be that ? ” 

“ Well, I think you want your own way ; and doubtless you 
expect it now. I suppose I am to listen to all your story, and 
I must not say a word about my own nephew. But sit down 
and tell me all about it ; and then you can justify him after- 
wards, if you like.” 

It was probably, however, the notion that Sheila Would try 
to justify Lavender that put the old lady on her guard, and 
made her, indeed, regard Lavender’s conduct in an unfairly 
bad light. Sheila told the story as simply as she could, putting 
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everything down to her husband’s advantage that was possible, 
and asking for no sympathy whatsoever. She only wanted to 
remain away from his house •, and by what means could she 
and this young cousin of hers find cheap lodgings where they 
could live quietly, and without much fear of detection ? 

Mrs. Lavender was in a rage ; and, ns she was not allowed 
to vent it on the proper object, she turned upon Sheila herself. 

“ The Highlanders are a proud race,” she said, sharply. 

“ I should have thought that rooms in this house, even with 
the society of a cantankerous old woman, would have been 
tolerated for a time." 

“ It is very kind of you to make the offer,” Sheila said, 

“ but I do not wish to have to meet my husband or any of 
his friends. There is enough trouble without that. If you * 
could tell me where to get lodgings not far from this neigh- 
bourhood, I would come to see you sometimes at such hours 
as I know he cannot be here.” 

“ But I don’t understand what you mean. You won’t go 
back to your husband — although I could manage that for you 
directly. You won’t hear of negotiations, or of any prospect 
of your going back ; and yet you won’t go home to your 
father.” 

“ I cannot do either,” Sheila said. 

“ Do you mean to live in those lodgings always ?” 

How can I tell ? ” said the girl, piteously. “ I only wish 
to be away; and I cannot go back to my papa, with all this 
story to tell him.” 

“ Well, I didn’t want to distress you,” said the old woman. 
“You know your own affairs best. I think you are mad. If 
you would calmly reason with yourself, and show to yourself 
that, in a hundred years, or less than that, it won’t matter 
whether you gratified your pride or no, you would see that 
the wisest thing you can do now is to take an easy and com- 
fortable course. You are in an excited and nervous state at 
present, for example ; and that is destroying so much of the 
vital portion of your frame. If you go into tliese lodgings, 
and live like a rat in a hole, you will have nothing to do but 
nurse these sorrows of yours, and find them grow bigger and 
bigger, while you grow more and more wretched. All that is 
mere pri?le, and sentiment, and folly. On the other hand, 
look at this. Your husband is sorry you are away from him — 
you may take that for granted. You say he was merely 
thoughtless ; now he has got sometbing to make him think, 
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and would without doubt come and beg your pardon, if you 
gave him a chance. I write to him ; he comes down here ; 
you kiss and make good friends again, and to-morrow morning 
you are comfortable and happy again.” 

“ To-morrow morning ! ” said Sheila sadly. “ Do you know 
how we should be situated to-morrow morning ? The story of 
my going away would become known to his friends ; he would 
go among them as though he had suffered some disgrace, and I 
the cause af it. And {hough he is a man, and would soon be 
careless of that, how could I go with him amongst his friends, 
and feel that I had shamed him ? It would be worse than ever 
between us ; and I have no wdsh to begin again what ended 
this morning — none at all, Mrs. Lavender.” 

“ And do you mean to say that you intend to live per- 
manently apart from youi husband ? ” 

“ I do not know,” said Sheila, in a despairing tone. “ I 
cannot tell you. What I feel is that, with all this trouble, it is 
better that our life as it was m that house should come to an 
end.” 

Then she rose. There was a tired look about her face, as if 
she weie too weary to care whether this old woman would help 
her or no. Mrs. Lavender regarded her for a moment, wonder- 
ing, perhaps, that a girl so handsome, fine-coloured, and proud- 
eyed, should be distressing herself wuth imaginary sentiments, 
instead of taking life cheerfully, enjoying the hour as it passed, 
and being quite assured of the interest, and liking, and homage 
of everyone with whom she came in contact. Sheila turned to 
the bed once more, about to say that she had troubled Mrs. 
Lavender too much alieady, and that she would look after these 
lodgings. But the old woman apparently anticipated as much, 
and said, with much deliberation, that if Sheila and her com- 
panion would only remain one or two days in the house, proper 
rooms should be provided for them somewhere. Young girls 
could not venture into lodgings without strict inquiries being 
made. Sheila should have suitable rooms ; and Mrs. Lavender 
would see that she was properly looked after, and that she 
wanted for nothing. In the meantime she must have some 
money. 

“ It is kind of you,” said the girl, blushing hotly, “ but I do 
not require it." 

“ Oh, I suppose we are too proud ! ” said the old woman. 
“ If we disapprove of our husband taking money, we must not 
do it either. Why, child, you have learnt nothing in London. 
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You are a savage yet. You must let me give you somethnig 
for your pocket, or what are you to do ? You say you have 
left every thmg at home; do you think hair-brushes, for example, 
grow on trees, that you can go into Kensington Gardens and 
stock your rooms ? ” 

“I have some money — a few pounds — that my papa gave 
me,” Slieila said. 

“ And when that is done ? ” 

“ He will give me more.” 

“ And yet you don’t wish him to know you have left your 
husband’s house ! What will he make of these repeated 
demands for money ? ” 

" My papa will give me anything I want, without asking any 
questions.” 

“ Then he is a bigger fool than I expected. Oh, don’t get 
into a temper again. Those sudden shocks of colour, child, 
show me that your heart is out of order, llow can you expect 
to have a regular pu'sation if you flare up at anything anyone 
may say? Now go and fetch me your Highland cousin.” 

Mairi came into the room in a very timid fashion, and stared 
with her big, light-blue eyes into the dusky recess in which the 
little old woman sat up in bed. Slieila took her forward. 

“ This is my cousin Mairi, Mrs. Lavender.” 

“ And are you ferry well, ma’am ? ” said Mairi, holding out 
her hand very much as a boy jirctends to liold out his hand to 
a tiger in the Zoological Gardens. 

“ Well, young lady,” said Mrs. Lavender, staring at her, “ and 
a pretty mess you have got us into ! ” 

“ Me ! ” said Mairi, almost with a cry of pain ; she had not 
imagined before that she had anything to do with Sheila’s 
trouble. 

“ No, no, Mairi,” her companion said, taking her hand ; “ it 
was not you. Mrs. Lavender, Mairi does not understand out 
way of joking in London. Perhaps she will learn before she 
goes back to the Highlands.” 

"There is one thing,” said Mrs. Lavender, observing that 
Mairi’s eyes had filled the moment she was charged with 
bringing trouble on Sheila, ‘‘there is one thing you people 
fiom the Highlands seem never disposed to learn, and that is, 
to have a little control over your passions. If one speaks to 
you a couple of words, you either begin to cry or go off into a 
flash of rage. Don’t you know how bad that is for the 
health ? ” 
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“ And yet,” said Sheila, with a smile — and it seemed so 
strange to Mairi to see her smile — “ we will not compare badly 
in health with the people about us here.” 

Mrs. Lavender dropped the question, and began to explain 
to Sheila what she advised her to do. In the meantime both 
the girls were to remain in her house. She would guarantee 
their being met by no one. When suitable rooms had been 
looked out by Paterson, they were to remove thither. The 
whole situation of affairs was at once perceived by Mrs. La- 
vender’s attendant, who was given to understand that no one 
was to know of young Mrs. Lavender’s being in the house. 
Then the old woman, much contented witlr what she had done, 
resolved that she would reward herself with a joke ; and sent 
for Edward Ingram. 

When Sheila, as already described, came into the room, and 
found her old friend there, the resolution she had formed went 
clean out of her mind. She forgot entirely the ban that had 

been placed on Ingram by her husband. But after her first 

emotion on seeing him was over, and when he began to discuss 
what she ought to do, and even to advise her in a diffident 
sort of way, she remembered all that she had forgotten, and 
was ashamed to find lierself sitting there, and talking to him, 
as if it were in her father’s house at Borva. Indeed, when he 

proposed to take the management of her affairs in his own 

hands, and to go and look at certain apartments that Paterson 
had proposed, she W'as forced, with great heart-burning and 
pain, to hint to him that she could not avail herself of his 
kindness. 

“ But why ? ” he asked, with a stare of surprise. 

“ You remember Brighton,” she answered, looking down. 
“ You had a bad return for your kindness to me then.” 

“ Oh, I know,” he said, carelessly. “ And I suppose Mr. 
Lavender wished you to cut me after my impertinent inter- 
ference. But things are very much changed now. But for the 
time he went North, he has been with me nearly every hour 
since you left” 

“ Has Frank been to the Lewis?” she said, suddenly, wdth 
a look of fear on her face. 

“ Oh no ; he has only been to Glasgow to see if you had gone 
to catch the Clansman, and go North from there." 

“ Did he take the trouble to do all that ? ” she asked, slowly 
and wistfully. 

“ Trouble ! ” cried Ingram. “ He appears to me neither to 
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eat nor sleep day or night ; but to go wandering about in search 
of you in every place where he fancies you may be. I never 
saw a man so beside himself with anxiety 

“ I did not wish to make him anxious,” said Sheila, in a low 
voice. “ Will you tell him that I am well ? ” 

Mrs. Lavender began to smile. Were there not evident 
signs of softening? But Ingram, who knew the girl better, 
was not deceived by these appearances. He could see that 
Sheila merely wished that her husband should not suffer pain 
on her account : that was all. 

“ I was about to ask you,” he said, gently, “ what I may say 
to him. He comes to me continually ; for he has always 
fancied that you would communicate with me. What shall I 
say to him, Sheila ? ” 

“You may tell him that I am well.” 

Mairi had by this time stepped out of the room. Sheila sat 
with her eyes fixed on the floor, her fingers working nervously 
with a paper-knife she held. 

“ Nothing more than that?” he said. 

“ Nothing more.” 

He saw by her face, and he could tell by the sound of her 
voice, that her decision was resolute. 

“ Don’t be a fool, child,” said Mrs. Lavender, emphatically. 
“ Here is your husband’s friend, who can make everything 
straight and comfortable for you in an hour or two, and you 
quietly put aside the chance of reconciliation, and bring on 
yourself any amount of misery. I don’t speak for Frank. 
Men can take care of themselves ; they have clubs, and friends, 
and amusements for the whole day long. But you — what a 
pleasant life you would have, shut up in a couple of rooms, 
scarcely daring to show yourself at a window ! Your fine sen- 
timents are all very well ; but they won’t stand in the place of 
a husband to you ; and you will .soon find out the difference 
between living by yourself like that, and having some one in 
the house to look after you. Am I right, Mr. Ingiam, or am 
I wrong ? ” 

Ingram paused for a moment, and said — 

“ I have not the same couiage that you have, Mrs. I^aven- 
der. I dare not advise Sheila one way or the other just at 
present. But if .she feels in her own heart that she would 
rather return now to her husband, I can safely say that she 
would find him deeply grateful to her, and that he would try 
to do everything that she desired. That I know. He wants 
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to see you, Sheila, if only for five minutes — to beg your for- 
giveness ” 

“ I cannot see him,” she said, with the same sad and settled 
air. 

“ I am not to tell him where you are ? ” 

“ Oh no ! ” she cried, with a sudden and startled emphasis : 
“you must not do that, Mr. Ingram. Promise me you will 
not do that ? ” 

“ I do promise you ; but you put a painful duty on me, 
Sheila ■, for you know how he will believe that a short interview 
with you would put everything right, and he will look on me 
as preventing that.” 

“ Do you think a short interview at present would put every 
thing right?" she said, suddenly, looking up, and regarding 
him with her clear and steadfast eyes. 

He dared not answer. He felt in his inmost heart that it 
would not. 

“ Ah, well,” said Mrs. Lavender, “ young people have much 
satisfaction in being proud ; when they come to my age, they 
may find they would have been happier if they had been less 
disdainful. ” 

“ It is not disdain, Mrs. Lavender,” said Sheila, gently. 

“ Whatever it is,” said the old woman, “ I must remind you 
two people that I am an invalid. Go away, and have luncheon. 
Paterson will look after you. Mr. Ingram, give me that book, 
that I may read myself into a nap ; and don’t forget what I 
expect of you.” 

Ingram suddenly remembered. He and Sheila and Mairi 
sat down to luncheon in the dining-room ; and, while he strove 
to get them to talk about Borva, he was thinking all the time 
of the extraordinary position he was expected to assume towards 
Sheila. Not only was he to be the rcpositary of the secret of 
her place of residence, and the message-carrier between herself 
and her husband ; but he was also to take Mrs. Lavender’s 
fortune, in the event of her dying, and hold it in trust for the 
young wife. Surely this old woman, with her suspicious ways 
and her worldly wisdom, would not be so foolish as to hand 
him over all her property, free of conditions, on the simple 
understanding that when he chose he could give what he chose 
to Sheila ? And yet that was what she had vowed she would 
do, to Ingram’s profound dismay. 

He laboured hard to lighten the spirits of those two girls. 
He talked of John the Piper, and said he would invite him up 



346 A PRINCESS OF THULE. [CHAP. 

to London ; and described his probable appearance in the 
Park. He told them stories of his adventures while he was 
camping out with some young artists in the western Highlands j 
and told them anecdotes, old, recent and of his own invention, 
about the people he had met Had they heard of the steward 
on board one of the Clyde steamers, who had a percentage on 
the drink consumed in the cabin, and who would call out to the 
captain, “ Why wass you going so fast ? Dinna put her into 
the quay so fast ! There is a gran’ company down below, and 
they are drinking fine ! ” Had he ever told them of the porter 
at Arran who had demanded sixpence for carrying up 
some luggage, but who, after being sent to get a sovereign 
changed, came back with only eighteen shillings, saying, “ Oh, 
yes, it iss sixpence ! Oh, aye, it iss sixpence ! But it is two 
shullens ta you!" Or of the other, who, after being paid, hung 
about the cottage-door for neailyan hour, until Ingiam, coming 
out, asked him why he waited ; whereupon he said, vvith an air 
of perfect indifference, “ Oo aye, there wass something said 
about a dram; but hoot toots ' it is of no consequence what- 
ever ! ” And was it true that the Sheriff of Stornoway was so 
kind-hearted a man that he remitted the punishment of certain 
culprits, ordained by the statute to be viliipped with birch-rods, 
on the ground that the island of Lewis produced no biich, 
and that he was not bound to import it? And had Main hearel 
any more of the Black dlorse of Loch Suainabhal ? And where 
hail she pulled those splendid bunches of bell-heather ? 

He sudilenly stopped, and Slioila looked up with inquiring 
eyes. How did he know that Main had brought those things 
with her? Sheila saw that he must have gone up with her 
husband, and must have seen the room which she had decorated 
in imitation of the small parlour at Borvabost. She would 
rather not think of that room now. 

“ Wlien are you going to the Lewis ? ” she asked of him, 
with her eyes cast down. 

“ Well, I think I have changed my mind about that, Sheila. 
I don’t think I shall go to the Lewis this autumn.” 

Her face became more and more embarrassed ; how was 
she to thank him for his continued thoughtfulness and self- 
sacrifice ? 

“ There is no necessity,” he said, lightly. “ The man I am 
going with has no particular purpose in view. We shall merely 
go cruising about those wonderful lochs and islands ; and I 
am sure to run against some of those young fellows I knov 
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who are prowling about the fishing-villages with portable easels. 
They are good boys, those boys. They are very hospitable, if 
they have only a single bed-room in a small cottage as their 
studio and reception-room combined. I should not wonder, 
Sheila, if I went ashore somewhere, and put up my lot witli 
those young fellows, and listened to their wicked stones, and 
lived on whisky and herrings for a month. Would you like to 
see me return to Whitehall in kilts? And I should go into 
the office, and salute everybody with ‘ And are you ferry well ? ’ 
just as Mairi docs. But don’t be down hearted, Mairi. You 
speak English a good deal better than many English folks I 
knowj and by the time you go back to the Lewis, we shall 
have you fit to become a school-mistress, not only in Borva, but 
in Stornoway itself.” 

“ I was told It is ferry good English they hef in Stornoway," 
said Mairi, not very sure whether Mr. Ingram was joking or 
not. 

“ My dear child ! ' he cried, “ I tell you it is the best English 
in the world. If the Queen only knew, she would send her 
giandchildren to be educated there. But I must go now. 
Good-bye, Mairi. I mean to come and take you to a theatre 
some night soon.” 

Sheila accompanied him out into the hall. 

“When shall you see him?” she said, with her eyes cast 
down. 

“ This evening,” he answered. 

“ I should like you to tell him that I am well, and that he 
need not be anxious about me.” 

“ And that is all ? ” 

“Yes, that is all.” 

“Very well, Sheila. I wish you had given me a pleasanter 
message to carry ; but when you think of doing that, I shall 
be glad to take it.” 

Ingram left, and hastened in to his office. Sheila’s affaiis 
H'cre considerably interfering with his attendance there, there 
could be no question of that ; but he had the reputation of 
being able to get through his work thoroughly, whatever might 
be the hours he devoted to it ; so that he did not greatly fear 
being rebuked for his present uiegulanties. Perhaps, if a grave 
official warning had been probable, even that would not have 
interfered much with his determination to do what could be 
done for Sheila. 

But this business of carrying a message to Lavender was the 
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most serious he liad as yet undertaken. He had to make 
sundry and solemn resolves to put a bold face on the matter 
at the outset, and declare that wild horses would not tear from 
him any further information. He feared the piteous appeals 
that might be made to him ; the representations that, merely 
for the sake of an imprudent promise, he was delaying a recon- 
ciliation between these two until that might be impossible j 
the reasons tliat would be urged on him for considering Sheila’s 
welfare as paramount to his own scruples. He went through 
the interview, as he foresaw it, a dozen times over ; and con- 
structed replies to each argument and entreaty. Of course it 
would be simple enough to meet all Lavender’s demands with 
a simple “Noj” but there are circumstances in which the 
heroic method of solving difficulties becomes a trifle inhuman. 

He had promised to dine with Lavender that evening at 
his club. When he went along to St. James’s Street at the 
appointed hour, his host had not arrived. He walked about 
for ten minutes, and then Lavendti appeared, haggaid and 
worn-out witli fatigue. 

“ I have heard nothing — I can hear nothing — I have been 
everywhere,” he said, leading the way at once into the dining 
room. “ I am sorry I have kept }ou waiting, Ingram.” 

They sat down at a small side table , there were few men in 
the club at this late season ; so that they could talk freely 
enough when the waiter had come and gone. 

“Well, I have some news for you. Lavender,” Ingram said. 

“ Do you know where she is ? ” said the other, eagerly. 

“ Yes.” 

“ Where ? ” he almost called aloud, in his anxiety. 

“ Well,” Ingram said, slowly, “ she is in Lonaon, and she 
is very well , and you need have no anxiety about her. 

“ But where is she ? ” demanded Lavender, taking no heed 
of the waiter who w'as standing by and uncorking a bottle. 

“ I promised her not to tell you.” 

“You have spokeirwith her, then?" 

“ Yes.” 

“ What did she say ? Where has she been ? Good heavens, 
Ingram ! you don’t mean to say you are going to keep it a 
secret ? ” 

“Oh no,” said the other; “I will tell you everything she 
M.id to me, if you like. Only I will not tell you where she 

“ I will not ask you,” said Lavender, at once, “ if she does 
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not wish me to know. But you can tell me about herself. 
What did she say ? What was she looking like ? Is Maiii 
with her ? ” 

“Yes, Mairi is with her. And of course she is looking a 
little troubled, and pale, and so forth ; but she is very well, 
I should think, and quite comfortably situated. She said I 
was to tell you that she was well, and that you need not be 
anxious.” 

“ She sent a message to me ? ” 

“ That is it.” 

“ By Jove, Ingram ! how can I ever thank you enough ? 
I feel as glad just now as if she had really come home again. 
And how did you manage it ? ” 

Lavender, in his excitement and gratitude, kept filling up 
his friend’s glass the moment the least quantity had been taken 
out of it ; the wonder was he did not fill all the glasses on 
that side of the table, and beseech Ingram to have two or 
three dinners all at once. 

“ Oh, you needn’t give me any credit about it,” Ingram said. 
“ I stumbled against her by accident — at least, I did not find 
her out myself.” 

“ Did she send for you ? ” 

“ No. But look here. Lavender, this sort of cross-examination 
will lead to but one thing ; and you say yourself you won't try 
to find out where she is.” 

“ Not from you, anyway. But how can I help wanting to 
know where she is ? And my aunt was saying just now that 
very likely she had gone right away to the other end of London 
— to Peckham, or some such place.” 

“ You have seen Mrs. Lavender, then ?” 

“ I have just come from there. The old heathen thinks the 
whole affair rather a good joke j but perhaps that was only her 
way of showing her temper, for she was in a bit of a rage, to 
be sure. And so Sheila sent me that message ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ Does she want money ? Would you take her some money 
from me ? ” he said, eagerly. Any bond of union between him 
and Sheila would be of some value. 

“ I don’t think she needs money ; and in any case, I know 
she wouldn’t take it from you.” 

“ Well, now, Ingram, you have seen her, and talked with 
her. What do you think she intends to do ? What do you 
think she would have me do ? ” 
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“These are very dangerous questions for me to answer,” 
Ingram said. “ I don’t see how you can expect me to assume 
the responsibility.” 

“ I don’t ask you to do that at all. But I never found your 
advice to fail. And if you give me any hint as to what I should 
do, I will do It on my own responsibility.” 

“ Then I won’t But this I will do. I will tell you as nearly 
as ever I can what she said ; and you can judge for yourself.” 

Very cautiously indeed did Ingram set out on this perilous 
undertaking. It was no easy matter so to shut out all refer- 
ences to Sheila’s surroundings, that no hint should be given to 
this anxious listener as to her whereabouts. But Ingram got. 
through it successfully ; and when he had finished, Lavender 
sat some time in silence, merely toying with his knife, for, 
indeed, he had eaten nothing. 

“ If it is her wish,” he said, slowly, “that I should not go to 
see her,I will not try to do so. But I should like to know where 
she is. You say she is comfortable, and she has Mairi for a 
companion — and that is something. In the meantime, I suppose 
I must wait.” 

“ I don’t see myself how wailing is likely to do much good,” 
said Ingram. “ That won’t alter your relations much.” 

“It may alter her determination. A woman is sure to soften 
into charity and forgiveness. She can’t help it.” 

“If you were to ask Sheila now, she would say she had 
forgiven you already. But that is a different matter from 
getting her to resume her former method of life with you. To 
tell you the truth, I should strongly advise her, if I were to 
give advice at all, not to attempt anything of the sort. One 
failure is bad enough, and has wrought sufficient trouble. ” 

“ Then what am I to do, Ingram ? ” 

“ You must judge for yourself what is the most likely way 
of winning back Sheila’s confidence in you, and the most 
likely conditions under which she might be induced to join you 
again. You need not expect to get her bark into that Square, 
I should fancy ; f/ra/ experiment has rather broken down.” 

“ Well,” said Lavender, “ I shan’t bore you any more just 
now about my affairs. Look after your dinner, old fellow ; 
your starving yourself won’t help me much.” 

“ I don’t mean to starve myself at all,” said Ingram, steadily 
making his way through the abundant dishes his friend had 
ordered. “But I had a very good luncheon this morning 
with ” 
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“ With Sheila," Lavender said, quickly. 

“ Yes. Does it surprise you to find that she is in a place 
where she can get food ? I wish the poor child had made 
better use of her opportunities.” 

“ Ingram,” he said, after a minute, “could you take some 
money from me, without her knowing of it, and try to get her 
some of the little things she likes — some delicacies, you know — 
they might be smuggled in, as it were, without her knowing 
who had paid for them ? There was ice-pudding, you know, 
with strawberries in it, that she was fond of ” 

“ My dear fellow, a woman in her position thinks of some- 
thing else than ice-pudding in strawberries ” 

“ But why shouldn’t she have it all the same ? I would 
give twenty pounds to get some little gratification of that 
sort conveyed to her ; and if you could try, Ingram ” 

“ My dear fellow, she has got everything she can want ; there 
was no ice-pudding at luncheon, but doubtless there will be at 
dinner.” 

So Sheila was staying in a house in which ices could be 
prepared ? Lavender’s suggestion had had no cunning intention 
in it ; but here was an obvious piece of information. She was 
in no humble lodging-house, then. She was either staying with 
some friends — and she had no friends but Lavender’s friends — 
or she was staying at an hotel. He remembered that she had 
once dined at the Langham, Mrs. Kavanagh having persuaded 
her to go to meet some American visitors. Might she have 
gone thither? 

Lavender was somewhat silent during the rest of that meal ; 
for he was tlninking of other things besides tlie mere question 
as to where Sheila must be staying. He was trying to imagine 
what she may have felt before she was driven to this step. 
He was trying to recall all manner of incidents of their daily 
life that he now saw might have appeared to her in a very 
different light from that in which he saw them. He was 
wondering, too, how' all this could be altered ; and a new life 
begun for them both, if that were still possible. 

They had gone up stairs into the smoking-room, w'hen a 
card was brought to Lavender. 

“ Young Mosenberg is below,” he said to Ingram. “He 
will be a livelier companion for you than I could be. Waiter, 
ask this gentleman to come up.” 

The handsome Jew-boy came eagerly into the room, with 
much excitement visible on his face. 



352 A PRINCESS OF THULE. [chap. 

“ Oh, do you know,” he said to I.^vender, “ I have found 
out where Mrs. Lavender is, yes : she is at your aunt’s house. 
I saw her this afternoon — for one moment 

He stopped , for he saw by the vexation on Ingram’s face 
that he had done something wrong. 

“ Is it a mistake ? ” he said. “ Is it a secret ? ” 

“ It is not likely to be a secret if you have got hold of it,” 
said Ingram, sharply. 

“ I am very sorry,” said the boy. “ I thought you were all 
anxious to know ” 

“ It does not matter in the least,” said Lavender, quietly, 
to both of tliem “ I shall not seek to disturb her. I am 
about to leave London ” 

“ Where are you going ?” said the boy. 

“ I don’t know yet ’ 

That, at least, had been part of the result of his meditations; 
and Ingram, looking at him, wondeied whether he meant to go 
away without trying to say one word to Sheila. 

“ Look here, I avender,” he said, “ you must not fancy we 
were trying to play any useless and impertinent trick To- 
morrow or next day Sheila will leave your aunt’s house , and 
then I should have told you she had been theie, and how the 
old lady received her. It was Sheila’s own wish that the 
lodgings she is going to should not be known. She fancies 
that would save both of you a great deal of unnecessary and 
fruitless pam, do you see. That really is her only object in 
wishing to have any concealment about the matter.” 

“ But there is no need for any such concealment,” he said. 
“ You may tell Sheila that if she likes to stay on with my 
aunt, so much the better , and 1 take it very kind of her that 
she went there, instead of going home, or to a strange house ” 

“ Am I to tell her that you mean to leave London ? ” 

“Yes ” 

They went into the bilhard-room Mosenberg was not per- 
mitted to play, as he had not dined in the club, but Ingram 
and Lavender proceeded to have a game, the former being 
content to accept something like thirty m a hundred It was 
speedily very clear that Lavender’s lieiit was not in the con- 
test. He kept forgetting which ball he had been playing j 
missing easy shots , playing a perversely wrong game ; and so 
foith. And yet his spirits were not much downcast. 

“Is Peter Hewetson still at Tarbert, do you know?” he 
asked of Ingrani 
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“ I believe so. 1 heard of him lately. He and one or two 
more are there.” 

“I suppose you’ll look in on them if you go North?” 

“ Certain. The place is badly perfumed, but picturesque ; 
and there is generally i)lenty of whisky about.” 

“When do you go North?’' 

“ I don’t know. In a week or two.” 

That was all that Lavender hinted of his plans. He went 
home early that night, and spent an hour or two in packing up 
some things, and in writing a long letter to his aunt, which was 
destined consideiably to astonish that lady. Then he lay down, 
and had a few hours’ rest. 

In the early morning he went out and walked across Ken- 
sington Gardens down to the Gore. He wished to have one 
look at the house in which Sheila was; or peihaps he might, 
fiom a distance, see her come out on a simjile errand? He 
knew, foi exanqile, that she had a superstitious liking for 
posting her letters heiself; in wet weather or dry, she inva- 
riably earned her own coirespondencc to the nearest pillar- 
post. I’erhaps he might have one glinqise of hei face to see 
how she was looking, befoie lie left London. 

There weie few people about; one or two well-known 
lawyers and merchants weie iiding by to have their morning 
canter in the Lark ; the shojis weie being oiiened. Over there 
was the house — with us daik fiont of bricks, its hard ivy, 
and its small windows with formal icd cm tains — in which 
Sheila w'as immured. That w'as ccitainly not the palace that 
a beautiful Sea Princess should have inhabited. Where were 
the pine w'oods around it, and the lofty hills, and the wild 
beating of the W'aves on the sands below ? And now’ it seemed 
strange and sad that just as he was about to go aw’ay to the 
North, and breathe the salt air again, and find the strong 
west winds blowing across the mountain peaks and through 
the furze, Sheila, a daughter of the sea and the rocks, should 
be hiding herself in obscure lodgings in the heart of a great 
city. Perhaps — he could not but think at this time — if he 
had only the chance of speaking to her a couple of moments 
he could persuade her to forgive him everything that had hap 
pened, and go away with him — away fiom London and all the 
associations that had vexed her and almost broke her heart— 
to the free, and open, and joyous life on the far sea-coasts of 
the Hebrides. 

Something caused him to turn his head for a second, and he 

A A 
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knew that Sheila was coming along the pavement, not from, 
but towards the house. It was too late to think of getting out 
of her way; and yet he dared not go up to her and speak 
to her, as he had wished to do. She, too, had seen him. 
There was a quick, frightened look in her eyes ; and then she 
came along, with her face pale, and her head downcast. He 
did not seek to interrupt her. His eyes, too, were lowered as 
she passed him without taking any notice of his presence, 
although the sad face and the troubled lips told of the pain 
at her heart. He had hoped, perchance, for one word, for 
even a sign of recognition ; but she went by him calmly, 
gravely, and silently. She went into the house ; and he turned 
away, with a weight at his heart, as though the gates of heaven 
had been closed against him. 



CHAPTER XXII. 

“like HADRIANUS and AUGUSTUS.'’ 

The island of Borva lay warm, and green, and bright under a 
blue sky i there were no white curls of foam on Loch Roag, 
but only the long Atlantic swell coming in to fall on the white 
beach ; away over there in the south the line greys and purples 
of the giant Suainabhal shone in the sunlight amid the clear 
air; and the beautiful seapyots flew about the rocks, their 
screaming being the only sound audible in the stillness. The 
King of Borva was down by the shore, seated on a stool, and 
engaged in the idyllic operation of painting a boat which had 
been hauled up on the sand. It was the Maighdtan-mhara. 
He would let no one else on the island touch Sheila’s boat. 
Duncan, it is true, was permitted to keep her masts and sails 
and seats sound and white ; but as for the decorative painting 
of the small craft — including a little bit of amateur gilding — 
that was the exclusive right of Mr. Mackenzie himself. For of 
course, the old man said to himself, Sheila was coming back to 
Borva one of these days ; and she would be proud to find her 
own boat bright and sound. If she and her husband should 
resolve to spend half the year in Stornoway, would not the 
small craft be of use to her there ; and sure he was that a 
prettier little vessel never entered Stornoway bay. ]\Ir. Mac- 
kenzie was at this moment engaged in putting a thin line of 
green round the white bulwarks that might have been distin- 
guished across Loch Roag, so keen and pure was the colour. 

A much heavier boat, broad-beamed, red-hulled, and brown- 
sailed, was slowly coming round the point at this' moment. 
Mr. Mackenzie raised his eyes from his work, and knew that 
Duncan was coming back from Callernish. Some few minutes 
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thereafter the boat was run in to her moorings, and Duncan 
came along the beach with a pane! in his hand 

“ Here wass your letters, sir,” he said “ And there iss one 
of them w'lll be from Miss Sheila, if I wfass make no mistake.” 

He remained tliere. Duncan generally knew pretty w ell when 
a letter horn Sheila was among the documents he had to deliver ; 
and, on such an occasion, he invariably lingered about to hear 
the news, which was immediately spread abroad throughout the 
island The old King of Borva was not a garrulous man ; but 
he was glad that the people about him should know that his 
Sheila had become a fine lady in the south, and saw fine things, 
and went among fine pcojile Perhajis this notion of his was 
a sort of apology to them — perhaps it was an apology to him- 
self- for his having let her go away fioni the island , but at all 
e' ents the simple folks about Boiva knew that Miss Sheila, as 
they still invariably called her, lived in the same town as 
the Queen herself, and saw many loids and ladies, and was 
present at great festivities, as became Mr Mackenzie’s only 
daughter. And naturally these rumours and stones were ex- 
aggerated by the kindly interest and afifcction of the people 
into something far beyond what Sheila’s fatlier intended , inso- 
much that many an old cione would proudly and sagaciously 
wag her head, and siy that when Miss Sheila came back to 
Borva strange things niiglit be seen, and it would be a proud 
day for Mr Mackenzie if he was to go down to the shore to 
meet Queen Victoiia herself, and the Pimces and Princesses, 
and many fine people, all come to stay at his house and have 
great rejoicings iii Borva 

1 litis It was that Duncan invariably lingered about when he 
bi ought a letter from Sheila , and if her father happened to 
forget, or be pre occupied, Duncan would humbly but firmly 
remind him (jn this occasion Mr Mackenzie put down his 
paint brush and took the bundle of letters and newspapers 
Duncan had brought him He selected that fiom Sheila, and 
threw the others on the beach beside him 

llnie was leillj no news m the letter Sheila merely said 
that she could not as yet answer her father’s question as to the 
time she might probably visit Lewis. She hoped he was well ; 
and that, if she could not get up to Borva that year, he would 
come south to London for a time, when the hard weather set 
in in the north And so forth But there was something in 
the tone of the letter that struck the old man as being unusual 
Ejid strange. It was very formal in its phraseology. He read 
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it twice over, very carefully, and forgot altogether that Duncan 
was waiting. Indeed, he was going 'o turn away, forgetting his 
work and the other letters that still lay on the beat I1, when he 
observed that there was a postcrijit on the other side of the 
last page. It merely said — “ Will you phase address your 
letters now to No. — Pembroke Road, South Kensington, where 
/ may be for some time ?” 

That was an impiudent postscript. If she had shown the 
letter to anyone, she would have been warned of the blunder 
she was committing. But the child had not much cunning ; 
but wrote and posted the letter in the belief that her father 
would simjily do as she asked him, and suspect nothing, and 
ask no questions. 

When old Mackenzie read that postscript, he could only 
stare at the jiaper before him. 

“Will there be anything wrong, sir?” said the tall keeper, 
whose keen grey eyes had been fixed on his master’s face. 

The sound of Duncan’s voice startled and recalled Mr 
Mackenzie, who immediately turned, and said, lightly — 

“Wrong? What vvass you thinking would be wrong? Oil, 
there is nothing wrong whatever. But Mairi, she will be 
greatly surjinsed, and she is going to write no letters until she 
comes back to tell you what she has seen ; that is the message 
there will be for Scarlett. Sheila — she is very well.” 

Duncan picked up the other letters and newspapers. 

“You may tek them to the house, Duncan,” said Mr. Mac- 
kenzie, and then he added, carelessly, “ Did you hear when the 
steamer was thinking of leaving Stornoway this night?” 

“ They were saying it would be seven o’clock or six, as there 
was a great tleal of cargo to go on her.” 

“ Six o’clock ? I’m thinking, Duncan, I wmuld like to go 
with her as far as Oban or Glasgow. Oh yes, I w'ill go with 
her as far as Glasgow. Be sharp, Duncan, and bring in the 
boat.” 

The keeper stared, fearing his master had gone mad. 

“ You wass going with her this ferry night ? ” 

“Yes. Be sharp, Duncan !” said Mackenzie, doing his best 
to conceal his impatience and determination under a careless air. 

“Bit, sir, you canna do it,” said Duncan, peevishly. “You 
hef no things looked out to go. And by the time we would get 
to Callernish, it wass a ferry hard diive there will be to get to 
Stornoway by six o’clock ; and there is the mare sir, she will 
hef lost a shoe ” 
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Mr. Mackenzie’s diplomacy gave way. He turned upon the 
keeper with a sudden fierceness, and with a stamp of his 
foot. 

“ you, Duncan MacDonald, is it you or me that is 

the master? I will go to Stornoway this ferry moment if I 
hef to buy twenty horses ! ” And there was a light under 
the shaggy eyebrows that warned Duncan to have done with 
his remonstrances. 

“ Oh, ferry well, sir — ferry well, sir,” he said, going off to 
the boat, and grumbling as he went. “ If Miss Sheila wass 
here, it would be no going away to Glesca without any things 
wis you, as if you wass a poor traffelin tailor that hass nothing 
in the world but a needle and a thimble mirover. And what 
will the people in Styornoway hef to say, and sa captain of sa 
steamboat; and Scarlett — I will hef no peace from Scarlett 
if you wass going away like this. And as for sa sweerin, it is 
no use sa sweerin, for I will get sa boat ready — oh yes, I will 
get the boat ready — but I do not understand why I will get sa 
boat ready.” 

By this time, indeed, he had got along to the larger boat, 
and his grumblings were inaudible to the object of them. 
Mr. Mackenzie went to the small landing-place, and waited. 
When he got into the boat, and sat down in the stern, taking 
the tiller in his right hand, he still held Sheila’s letter in the 
other hand, although he did not need to re-read it. 

The)' sailed out into the blue waters of the loch, and 
rounded the point of the island, in absolute silence, Duncan 
meanwhile being both sulky and curious. He could not 
make out why his master should so suddenly leave the 
island, without informing anyone, without even taking with 
him that tall and roughly-furred black hat which he ordinarily 
wore on important occasions. Yet there was a letter in his 
hand ; and it was a letter from Miss Sheila. Was the news 
about Mairi the only news in it? 

Duncan kept looking ahead to see that the boat was steering 
her right course for the Narrows, and was anxious, now that he 
had started, to make the voyage in the least possible time j but 
ail the same his eyes would come back to Mr. Mackenzie, who 
sat very much absorbed, steering almost mechanically, seldom 
looking ahead, but instinctively guessing his course by the out- 
lines of the shore close by. 

“Wass there any bad news, sir, from Miss Sheila?” he was 
comoelled to sav at last. 
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“ Miss Sheila ? ” said Mr. Mackenzie, impatiently. “ Is it an 
infant you are, that you will call a married woman by such 
a name ? ” 

Duncan had never been checked before for a habit which 
was common to the whole island of Borva. 

“There iss no bad news,” continued Mackenzie, impatiently. 
“ Is it a story you would like to tek back to the people of 
Borvabost ? ” 

“ It was no thought of such a thing wass come into my head, 
sir,” said Duncan. “ Tliere is no one in sa island would like to 
carry bad news about Miss Sheila; and there is no one in sa 
island would like to hear it — not anyone whatever; and I can 
answer for that." 

“ Then hold your tongue about it — there is no bad news 
from Sheila,” said Macl'.enzie ; and Duncan relapsed into 
silence, not very well content. 

By dint of very hard driving indeed Mr. Mackenzie just 
caught the boat as she was leaving Stornoway harbour ; the 
hurry he was in fortunately saving him from the curiosity and 
inquiries of the people he knew on the pier. As for the frank 
and good-natured captain, he did not show that excessive in- 
terest in Mr. Mackenzie’s affairs that Duncan had feared ; but 
when the steamer was well away from the coast, and bearing 
down on lier route to Skye, he came and had a chat with the 
King of Bor\a about the condition of affairs on the west of the 
island, and he was good enough to ask, too, about the young 
lady who had married the English gentleman. Mr. Mackenzie 
said briefly that she was very well; and returned to the subject 
of the fishing. 

It was on a wet and dreary morning that Mr. Mackenzie 
arrived in London ; and as he was slowly driv^en through the 
long and dismal thoroughfares, with their grey and melancholy 
houses, their passers-by under umbrellas, and their smoke, and 
ddzzle, and dirt, he could not help saying to himself, “My 
poor Sheila ! " It was not a pleasant place surely to live in 
always, although it might be all very well for a visit. Indeed, 
this cheerless day added to the gloomy forebodings in his mind; 
and it needed all his resolve, and his pride in his own diplo- 
macy, to carry out his plan of approaching Sheila. 

When he got to Pembroke Road, he stopped the cab at the 
corner, and paid the man. Then he walked along the thorough- 
fiu'e. having a look at the houses. At length he came to the 
number mentioned in Sheila’s letter, and he found that there 
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was a brass plate on the door bearing an unfamiliar name. His 
suspicions were confirmed. He went up the steps and knocked: 
a small girl .Tnswered the summons. 

“ Is Mrs. Lavender living here ? ” 

She looked for a moment with some surprise at the short, 
thick-set man, with his sailor costume, his peaked cap, and his 
great grey beard and shaggy eyebrows ; and then she said that 
she would ask, and what was his name ? But Mr. Mackenzie 
was too sharp not to know what that meant. 

“ I am her father. It will do ferry well if you will show me 
the room.” 

And he stepped inside. The small girl obediently shut the 
door, and then led the way upstairs. The next minute Mr, 
Mackenzie had entered the room, and there, before him, was 
Sheila, bending over Mairi, and teaching her how to do some 
fancy-work. 

I'he girl looked up, on hearing some one enter, and then, 
when she suddenly saw her father there, she uttered a slight cry 
of alarm, and shrunk back. If he had been less intent on his 
own plans, he would have been amazed and pained by this 
action on the part of his daughter, who used to run to him, on 
great occasions and small, whenever she saw him ; but the girl 
had for the last few days been so habitually schooling herself 
into the notion that she was keeping a secret from him — she had 
become so deeply conscious of the concealment intended in 
that brief letter— that she instinctively shrank from him when 
he suddenly appeared. It w.is but for a moment. Mr. Mac- 
kenzie came forward, with a fine assumption of carelessness, 
and shook hands with Sheila and with Mairi, and said — 

“How do you do, hlairi? And are you ferry well, Sheila? 
And you will not expect me this morning - but when a man will 
not pay you what he wass owing, it was no good letting it go on 
in that way, and I hef come to London ” 

He shook the rain-drops from his cap, and was a little 
embarrassed. 

“ Yes, I hef come to London to have an account settled up ; 
for it wass no good letting the man go on for efler and eflfer. 
Ay, and how are you, Sheila ? ” 

He glanced about the room — he would not look at her. She 
stood there, unable to speak, and with her face grown wild and 
pale. 

“ Ay, it wass raining hard all the last night, and there wass a 
good deal of water came into the carriage ; and it is a fery 
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hard bed you will make of a third-class carriage. Ay, it wass 
so. And this is a new house you will hef, Sheila ” 

She had been coming nearer to him, witli her face down, and 
the speechless lips trembling. And then suddenly, with a strange 
sob, she threw herself into his aims, and hid her head, and burst 
into a wild fit of cr3ing. 

“Sheila,” he said, “what ails you? What iss all the matter?” 

Mairi had covertly got out of the room. 

“ Oh, papa, I have left him,” the girl cried. 

“ Ay,” said her father, quite cheerfully, “ oh, ay, I thought 
there was some little thing wrong when your letter wass come 
to us the other day. But it is no use making a great deal of 
trouble about it, Sheila ; for it is easy to have all those things 
put light again — oh 3"es, ferry easy. And you hef left 3mur own 
home, Sheila? And where is Mr. Lavemler ?” 

“ Oh, papa,” she cried, “ yon must not try to see him. You 
must promise not to go to see him. I should have told you 
everything when I wiote, but I thought you would come up, 
and blame it all on him, and I think it is I wdio am to 
blame ” 

“ But I do not want to blame anyone,” said her father. 
“ You must not make so much of these things, Slieila. It is a 
pity — yes, it is a ferry gieat pity — 3'Oiir husband and 3'Ou will 
hef a qtiairel , but it iss no uncommon thing for these troubles 
to happen ; and I am coming to you this morning, not to make 
any more trouble, but to see if it cannot be put right again. 
And I do not want to know’ any more than that ; and I will not 
blame anyone; but if I wass to see Mr. Lavender ” 

A bitter anger had filled his heart from the moment he had 
learned how matters stood ; and 3Ct he wsrs talking in such a 
bland, matter-of fact, almost cheerful fashion, that his own 
daughter was imjiosed upon, and began to giow comforted. 
The mere fact that her father now knew of all her tioubles, and 
was not disposed to take a very gloomy view of them, was of 
Itself a great relief to her. And she was gieatly pleased, too, 
to hear her father talk in the same light and even friendly 
fashion of her husband. She had dreaded the possible results 
of her writing home and relating what had occurred. She knew 
the powerful passion of which this lonely old man was capable ; 
and if he had come suddenly down south, w’lth a wild desire to 
revenge the wrongs of his daughter, what might not have 
happened ? 

Sheila sat down, and with averted eyes told her father the 
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whole story, ingenuously making all possible excuses for her 
husband, and intimating strongly that the more she looked over 
the history of the past time, the more she was convinced that 
she was herself to blame. It was but natural that Mr. Lavender 
should like to live in the manner to which he had been 
accustomed. She had tried to live that way too ; and the 
failure to do so was surely her fault. He had been very kind 
to her. He was always buying her new dresses, jewellery, and 
what not ; and was always pleased to take her to be amused 
anywhere. All this she said, and a great deal more; and 
although Mr. Mackenzie did not believe the half of it, he did 
not say so. 

“ Ay, ay, Sheila,” he said, cheerfully, “ but if everything was 
right like that, what for will you be here ? ” 

“ But everything was not right, papa,” the girl said, still with 
her eyes cast down. “ I could not live any longer like that ; 
and I had to come away. That is my fault ; and I could not 
help it. And there was a — a misunderstanding between us 
about Mairi’s visit — for I had said nothing about it — and he 
was surprised — and he had some friends coming to see us that 
day ” 

Oh, well, there iss no great harm done — none at all," said 
her father lightly, and perhaps beginning to think tliat after all 
something was to be said on Lavender’s side of the question. 
“ And you will not suppose, Sheila, that I am coming to make 
any trouble by quarrelling with anyone. There are some men — 
oh yes, there are ferry many — that would hef no judgment at 
such a time, and they would think only about their daughter, 
and hef no regard for anyone else, and they would only make 
effery one angrier than before. But you will tell me, Sheila, 
where Mr. Lavender is ” 

“ I do not know,” she said. “And I am anxious, papa, you 
should not go to see him. I have asked you to promise that 
to please me.” 

He hesitated. There were not many things he could refuse 
his daughter ; but he was not sure he ought to yield to her in 
this. For were not these two a couple of foolish young things, 
who wanted an experienced, and cool, and shrewd person to 
come with a little dexterous management and arrange their 
affairs for them ? 

“ I do not think I have half explained the difference between 
us,” said Sheila, in the same low voice. “ It is no passing 
quarrel to be mended up and forgotten — it is nothing like that. 
You must leave it alone, papa,” 
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“ That is foolishness, Sheila,” said the old man, with a little 
impatience. “ You are making big things out of ferry little j 
and you will only bring trouble to yourself. How do you know 
but that he wishes to hef all this misunderstandmg removed, 
and hef you go back to him ? ” 

“ I know that he wishes that,” she said, calmly. 

“ And you speak as if you wass in great trouble here, and 
yet you will not go back?” he said, in gieat surprise. 

“Yes, that is so,” she said. “There is no use in my going 
back to the same sort of life : it was not happiness for either of 
us — and to me it was misery. If I am to blame for it, that is 
only a misfortune.” 

“ But if you will not go back to him, Sheila.” her father said, 
“at least you will go back with me to Borva.” 

“ 1 cannot do that either,” said the girl, with the same quiet 
yet decisive manner. 

Mr. Mackeni'ie rose, with an impatient gesture, and walked 
to the window. He did not know what to say. He was very 
well aware that when Sheila had resolved upon anything, she 
had thought it well over beforehand, and was not likely to 
change her mind. And yet the notion of bis daughter living in 
lodgings m a strange town — her only companion a young girl 
who had never been m the place before — was vexatiously 
absurd. 

“ Sheila,” he said, “ you wall come to a better understanding 
about that. I suppose you wass afraid the people would wonder 
at your coming back alone. But they will know nothing about 
It. Main she is a feiiy good lass ; she will do anything you 
wall ask of her ; you kef no need to think she will carry stones. 
And everyone wass thinking you will be coming to the Lewis 
this year, and it is ferry glad they will be to see you , and if the 
house at Borvabost has not enough amusement for you, after 
you hef been in a big town like this, you will live in Styornoway 
with some of our friends there, and you will come over to 
Borva when you please.” 

“ If I went up to the Lewis,” said Sheila, “ do you think I 
could live anywhere but in Borva ? It is not any amusements 
I wall be thinking about. But I cannot go back to the Lewis 
alone.” 

Her father saw how the pride of the giil had driven her to 
this decision , and saw, too, how useless it was for him to 
reason with her just at the present moment Still there was 
plenty of occasion here for the use of a little diplomacy, merely 
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to smooth the way for the reconciliation of husband and wife ; 
and Mr. Mackenzie concluded in his own mind that it was far 
from injudicious to allow Sheila to convince herself that she bore 
part of the blame of this separation. For example, he now 
proposed that the discussion of the whole question should be 
postponed for the present ; and that Sheila should take him 
about London and show him all that she had learned ; and he 
suggested that they should then and there get a hansom cab 
and drive to some exhibition or other. 

“ A hansom, papa ? ” said Sheila. “ Mairi must go with us, 
you know.” 

This was precisely what he had angled for; and he said, with 
a show of impatience — 

“ Mairi ; how can we take about Mairi to every place ? Mairi 
is a ferry good lass — oh, yes — but she is a servant-lass.” 

The words nearly stuck in his throat ; and, indeed, had any 
other addressed such a phrase to one of his kith and kin there 
would have been an explosion of rage ; but now he was de- 
termined to show to Sheila that her husband Iiad some cause 
for objecting to this girl sitting down witlr his friends. 

But neither husband nor father could make Sheila forswear 
allegiance to what her own heart told her was just, and honour- 
able, and generous ; and indeed her father at this moment 
was not disjjleased to see her turn round on himself, with just 
a touch of indignation in her voice. 

"Mairi is my guest, papa,” she said. "It is not like you to 
think of leaving her at home.” 

“ Oh, it wass of no consequence,” said old Mackenzie, care- 
lessly — indeed he was not sorry to have met with this rebuff. 
“ Mairi is a ferry good girl — oh, yes — but there are many who 
would not forget she is a servant-lass, and would not like to be 
always taking her with them. And you hef lived a long time 
in London ” 

“ I have not lived long enough in London to make me forget 
my friends, or insult them,” Sheila said, with proud lips, and 
yet turning to the window to hide her face. 

“ My lass, I did not mean any harm whatever,” her father 
said, gently ; “ I was saying nothing against Mairi. Go away 
and bring her into the room, Sheila; and we will see what we 
can do now, and if there is a theatre we can go to this evening. 
And I must go out, too, to buy some things ; for you are a ferry 
fine lady now, Sheila, and I was coming away in such a 
hurry ” 
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'* v\^here is your luggage, papa?” she said, suddenly. 

“ Oh, luggage ? ” said Mackenzie, looking round in great 
embarrassment. It wass luggage you said, Sheila? Ay, well, it 
was a hurry I wass in when I came away — for this man he will 
hef to pay me at once whate/er — and there wass no time foi 
any luggage — oh no, there wass no time, because Duncan he 
wass late with the boat, and the mare she had a shoe to put 
on — and — and — oh no, there wass no time for any luggage.” 

“ But w'hat was Scarlett about, to let you come away like 
that ? ” Sheila said. 

“Scarlett? Well, Scailett did not know — it was all m such 
a hiiiry. Now go and bring in Mairi, Sheila j and ive will 
speak about the theatre.” 

But there was to be no theatie for any of them that evening. 
Sheila was just about to leave the room to summon Mairi, 
when the small girl who had let Mackenzie into the house 
appeared and said — 

“ Please m’m, there is a young woman below who wishes to 
see you. She has a message to you fiom Mrs. Pateison.” 

“Mis Paterson?” Sheila said, ivondering how Mis. Laven- 
der’s henchwoman should base been entrusted with any such 
commission. *■ Will 3011 ask her to come up ?” 

The gill came up stairs, looking ratii«r frightened, and much 
out of bieath. 

“ Please m’ln, Mrs. Paterson lias sent me to tell you, and 
W'ould you please come as soon as it is convenient. Mrs. 
Lavender has died. It w’as cjuite sudden — only she lecovered 
a little after the fit, and then sank ; the doctor is there now ; 
but he wasn’t in tune, it was all so sudd-n. Will you please 
come round, m’ni ?” 

“ Yes — I shall be there directly,” .said Sheila, too bewildered 
and stunned to think of the possibility of meeting her husband 
there. 

The girl left ; and Sheila still stood in the middle of the 
room apparently stupefied. That old wom.an had got into 
such a habit of talking about her approaching death that Sheila 
had ceased to believe her, and had grown to fancy that these 
morbid speculations were indulged in chiefly for the sake of 
shocking bystanders. But a dead man or a dead woman is 
suddenly invested with a great solemnity ; and Sheila, with a 
pang of remorse, thought of the fashion in which she had 
suspected this old woman of a godless hypocrisy. She felt, 
too, that she had unjustly disliked Mrs. Lavender — that she 
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had feared to go near her, and blamed her unfairly for many 
things that had happened. In her own way that old woman 
in Kensington Gore had been kind to her, perhaps the girl was 
a little ashamed of herself at this moment that she did not cry. 

Her father went out with her and up to the house with the 
dusty ivy and the red curtains. How strangely like was the 
aspect of the house inside to the very picture that Mrs. 
Lavender had herself drawn of her death. Sheila could 
remember all the ghastly details that the old woman seemed 
to have a malicious delight in describing, and here they were 
— the shutters drawn down the servants walking about on 
tiptoe, the strange silence in one particular room. The little 
shrivelled old body lay quite still and calm now; and yet as 
Sheila went to the bedside, she could hardly believe that 
within that forehead there was not some consciousness of the 
scene around Lying almost in the same position the old 
woman, with a sardonic smile on her face, had spoken of the 
time when she should be speediless, sightless, and deaf, while 
Paterson would go about stealthily as if she was afraid the 
corpse would hear. Was it possible to believe that the dead 
body was not conscious at this moment that Paterson was 
really going about in that fashion — tliat the blinds were down, 
friends standing some little distance from the bed, a couple of 
doctors talking to each othei in the passage outside ? 

Then they went into another room, and then Sheila, with a 
sudden shiver, remembered that soon her husband would be 
coming, and might meet her and her father there. 

“You have sent for Mr Lavender?” she said, calmly, to 
Mrs Paterson. 

“No, ma’am,” Paterson said, wiih more than her ordinary 
gravity and formality “I did not know where to send for 
him. He left London some days ago Perhaps you would 
read the letter, ma’am.” 

She offered Sheila an open letter. The girl saw that it was 
in her husband’s handwriting; but she shrank from it as 
though she were violating the secrets of the grave. 

“ Oh no,” she said, “ I cannot do that.” 

“ Mrs. Lavender, ma’am, meant you to read it, after she had 
had her will altered. She told me so. It is a very sad thing, 
ma’am, that she did not live to carry out her intentions ; for 
she has been inquiring, ma’.am, these last few da) s as to how 
she could leave everything to you, ma’am, which she intended, 
and now the other will ” 
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“ Oh, don’t talk about that ! ” said Sheila. It seemed to her 
that the dead body in the other room would be laughing 
hideously, if only it could, at this fulfilment of all the sardonic 
prophecies that Mrs. Lavender used to make. 

“ I beg your pardon, ma’am,” Paterson said, in the same 
formal way, as if she were a machine set to work in a particular 
direction, “I only mentioned the will to explain why Mrs. 
lavender wished you to read this letter.” 

“ Read the letter, Sheila,” said her father. 

The girl took it and carried it to the window. While she 
was there, old Mackenzie, who had fewer scruples about such 
matters, and who had the curiosity natural to a man of the 
world, said to Mrs. Paterson — not loud enough for Sheila to 
overhear — 

“ I suppose, then, the poor old lady has left her property to 
her nephew? ” 

“ Oh no, sir,” said Mrs. Paterson, somewhat sadly, for she 
fancied she was the bearer of bad news. “ See had a will 
drawn out only a short time ago, and nearly everything is left 
to Mr. Ingram.” 

“ To Mr. Ingram? ” 

“Yes,” said the woman, amazed to see that Mackenzie’s 
face, so far from evincing displeasure, seemed to be as delighted 
as it was surprised. 

“ Yes, sir,” said Mrs. Paterson, “I was one of tire witnesses. 
But Mrs, Lavender changed her mind ; and was very anxious 
that everything should go to your daughter, if it could be done, 
and Mr. Appleyard, sir, was to come here to-morrow fore- 
noon.” 

“And has Mr. Lavender got no money whatever?” said 
Sheila’s father, with an air that convinced Mrs. Paterson that 
he was a revengeful man, and was glad that his son-in-law 
should be so se crely punished. 

“ I don’t kn( w, sir,” she replied, careful not to go beyond 
her own sphere. 

Sheila came back from the window. She had taken a long 
time to read and ponder over that letter ; though it was not a 
lengthy one. This was what Frank Lavender had written to 
his aunt : — “ My dear Aunt Lavender, — I suppose when you 
read this you will think I am in a bad temper because of what 
you said to me. It is not so. But I am leaving London ; and 
I wish to hand over to you before I go the charge of my house, 
and to ask you to take possession of everj'thing in it that does 
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not belong to Sheila. These things are yours, as you know : 
and I have to thank you very much for the loan of them. I 
have to thank you for tlie far too liberal allowance you have 
made me for many years back. Will you think I have gone 
mad if I ask you to stop that now ? I'lie fact is, I am going 
to have a try at earning something, for the fun of the thing ; 
and, to make the experiment satisfactory, I start to-morrow 
morning for a district in the West Highlands, where the most 
ingenious fellow i know couldn’t get a penny-loaf on credit. 
You have been very good to me. Aunt Lavender ; I wish I had 
made a better use of ) our kindness. So good bye just now, 
and if ever I come back to London again I shall call on you 
and thank you in person. 

“ I am, your aftectionate nephew, 

Frank Lavender.” 

So) far the letter was almost businesslike. There was no 
refeience to the causes nhich were sending him away from 
London, and which had already driven him to this extraordinary 
resolution about the money he got from his aunt. But at the 
end of the letter there was a brief postscript, apparently written 
at tlie last moment, the words of which were these : — 

“ Be kind to Sheila. Be as khid to her as I ha".'e been a uel 
to her. In going away ft om lur / feci as though I were exiled 
by man and forsaken by God.” 

She came back fiom the window wdth the letter in her hand. 

“ 1 think jou may read it, too. Papa,” she said j for she was 
anxious that her father should know that Lavender had volun- 
tarily sunendered this money before he was deprived of it. 
Then she went back to the window. 

The slow rain fell from the dismal skies, c i the pavement 
and the railings, and the now almost leafless t es. The atmo- 
sphere was filled with a thin wdiite mist, and the people going 
by were hidden under umbrellas. It W'as a dreary pictuie 
enough; and jet Sheila was thinking of how much drearier 
such a day would be on some lonely coast in the north, with 
the hills obscuied behind the ram, and the sea beating hope- 
lessly on the sand. She thought of some small and damp 
Highland cottage, with narrow windows, a smell of wet wood 
about, and the monotonous drip from over the door. And it 
seemed to her that a stranger there would be very lonely, not 
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knowing the ways or the speech of the simple folk, careless 
perhaps of his own comfort, and only listen. ng to the plashing 
of the sea and the incessant ram on the bushes and on the 
pebbles of the beach. Was there any picture of desolation, 
she thought, like that of a sea under ram, with a slight fog 
obscuring the air, and with no wind to stir the pulse with the 
noise of waves? And if Fiank T.avender had only gone as 
far as the Western Highlands, and was living m some house on 
the coast, how sad and still the Atlantic must have been all this 
wet forenoon, with the islands of Colonsay and Oronsay lying 
remote, and grey, and misty in the far and desolate plain of 
the sea. 

“ It will take a great deal of responsibility from me, sir,” 
Mrs. Paterson said to old Mackenzie, who was absently thinking 
of all the strange possibilities now opening out befoie him, “ if 
you will tell me what is to be done. Mrs. Lavender had no 
relatives in London, except her nephew.” 

“ Oh yes,” said Mackenzie, waking up ; “ oh yes ; we will 
see what is to be done. There will be the boat wanted for the 
funeral ” 

He recalled himself with an impatient gesture. 

“bless me,” he said, “what was I saying? You must ask 
some one else— you must ask Mr. Ingram. Hef you not sent 
for Ml. Ingram ?” 

“ Oh yes, sir, I have sent to him ; and he ill most likely 
come m the afternoon.” 

“Then there aie the executors mentioned in the will — that 
wass something you should know about ; and they will tell 
you what to do. As for me, it is ferry little 1 will know about 
such things.” 

“ Perhaps your daughter, sir,” suggested Mis. Paterson, 
“would tell me what she thinks should be done with the rooms 
And as for luncheon, sir, if you would wait ’’ 

“ Oh, my daughtei ? ” said Mr. Mackenzie, as if struck by a 
new idea, but determined all the same that Sheila should not 
have this new responsibility thrust on her. “ My daughter? — 
well, you wass saying, mem, that my daughter would help you ? 
Oh yes, but she is a ferry young thing, and you wass saying 
we must hef luncheon ? Oh yes, but we will not give you 
so much trouble, and we hef luncheon ordered at the other 
house whatever ; and there is the young girl there that we 
cannot leave all by herself. And you hef a great experience, 
mem, and whatever you do, that will be right ; do not have 
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any fear of tliat. And I will come round when you want me 
— oh yes, I will come round at any time ; but my daughter, she 
is a ferry young thing, and she would be of no use to you 
whatever — none whatever. And when Mr. Ingram comes you 
will send him round to the place where my daughter is, for we 
will want to see him if he bass the time to come. But where 
is Sheila ? ” 

Sheila had quietly left the room and stolen into the silent 
chamber in which the dead woman lay. They found her 
standing close by the bedside, almost in a trance. 

“Sheila," said her father, taking her hand, “come away now, 
like a good girl. It is no use your waiting here ; and Maiii — 
what will Mairi be doing ? ” 

She suffered herself to be led away ; and they went home 
and had luncheon, but the girl could not eat for the notion 
that somewhere or other a pair of eyes were looking at her, 
and were hideously laughing at her, as if to remind her of the 
prophecy of that old woman, that her friends would sit down 
to a comfortable meal and begin to wonder what sort of 
mourning they would have. 

It was not until the evening that Ingram called. lie had 
been greatly surprised to hear from Mrs. Paterson that Mr. 
Mackenzie had been there, along with his daughter; and he 
now expected to find the old King of Borva in a towering 
passion. He found him, on the contrary, as bland and as 
pleased as decency would admit of in view of the tragedy 
that had occurred in the morning ; and, indeed, as Mackenzie 
had never seen Mrs. Lavender, there was less reason why he 
should wear the outward semblance of grief. Sheila’s father 
asked her to go out of the room for a little while ; and when 
she and Mairi had gone, he said cheerfully — 

“ Well, Mr. Ingram, and it is a rich man you are at last.” 

“ Mrs. Paterson said she had told you,” Ingram said, with a 
shrug. “ You never expected to find me rich, did you? ” 

“Never,” said Mackenzie, frankly. “But it is a ferry good 
thing — oh yes, it is a ferry good thing — to hef money and be 
independent of people. And you will make a good use of it, 
I know." 

“ You don’t seem disposed, sir, to regret that Lavender has 
been robbed of what should have belonged to him ? ” 

“ Oh, not at all,” said Mackenzie, gravely and cautiously, 
for he did not want his plans to be displayed prematurely. 
“ But I hef no quarrel with him ; so you will not think I am 



XXII.] LIKE HADRIANUS AND AUGUSTUS^ 371 

glad to hef the money taken away for that. Oh no ; I hef 
seen a great many men and women ; and it wass no strange 
thing that these two young ones living all by themselves in 
London, should hef a quarrel. But it will come all right again 
if we do not make too much about it. If they like one 
another, they will soon come together again, tck my word for 
it, Mr. Ingram ; and I hef seen a great many men and women. 
And as for the money — well, as for the money, I hef plenty 
for my Sheila, and she will not starv’e when I die, no, nor 
before that either ; and as for the poor old woman that has 
died, I am ferry glad she left her money to one that will make 
a good use of it, and w'ill not throw it away whatever.” 

Oh, but you know, Mr. Mackenzie, you aie congratulating 
me without cause. I must tell you how the matter stands. 
The money does not belong to me at all — Mrs. Lavender never 

intended it should. It was meant to go to Sheila ” 

“ Oh, I know, I know,” said Mr. Mackenzie, with a wave of 
his hand “ I wass hearing all that fiom the woman at the 
house. But how will you know what Mrs. Lavender intended ? 
You hef only that woman’s story of it. And here is the will, 

and you hef the money, and — and ” 

Mackenzie hesitated for a moment; and then said with a 
sudden vehemence — 

“ and, by Kott, you shall keep it I ” 

Ingram was a trifle startled. 

“ But look here, sir,” he said in a tone of expostulation, “ you 
make a mistake. I myself know Mis. Lavender’s intentions. 1 
don’t go by any story of Mrs. Pateisoii’s. Mrs. Lavender made 
over the money to me with express injunctions to place it at 
the disposal of Sheila whenever I should see fit. C3h, there’s 
no mistake about it, so you need not protest, sir. If the 
money belonged to me, I should be delighted to keep it. No 
man in the country more desires to be iich than I; so don’t 
fancy I am flinging away a fortune out of generosity. If any 
nch and kind-hearted old lady will send me ;^S,ooo or 
^10,000, you will see how I shall stick to it. But the simple 
truth is, this money is not mine at all. It was never intended 
to be mine. It belongs to Sheila.” 

Ingram talked in a very matter-of fart w'ay ; the old man 
feared what he said w^as true. 

“ Ay, it is a ferry good story,” said Mackenzie, ca*atiously, 
“ and may be it is all true. And you wass saying you would 
like to hef money?” 
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"I most decidedly should like to have money.” 

“ Well, then,” said the old man, watching his friend’s face, 
“ there iss no one to say that the story is true ; and who will 
believe it ? And if Sheila wass to come to you and say she 
did not believe it, and she would not hef the money from you, 
you would hef to keep it, eh ?” 

Ingram’s sallow face blushed crimson. 

“I don’t know what you mean,” he said, stiffly. “ Do you 
propose to pervert the girl’s mind, and make me a party to a 
fraud ? ” 

“ Oh, there is no use getting into an anger,” said Mackenzie, 
suavely, “ when common sense will do as well whatever. And 
there wass no perversion, and there wass no fraud talked about. 
It wass just this, Mr, Ingram, that if the old lady’s will leaves 
you her property, who will you be getting to believe that she 
did not mean to give it to you ? ” 

“ I tell you now whom she meant to give it to,” said Ingram, 
still somewhat holly. 

“ Oh yes, oh yes, that is ferry well. But who will believe it ?” 

“ Good heavens, sir, who will believe I could be such a fool 
as to fling away this property if it belonged to me ? ” 

“ They will think you a fool to do it now — yes, that is sure 
enough,” said Mackenzie. 

“ 1 don’t care what they think. And it seems rather odd, 
Mr. Mackenzie, that you should be trying to deprive your own 
daughter of what belongs to her ? ” 

“ Oh, my daughter is ferry well off whatever — she does not 
want any one’s money,” said Mackenzie ; and then a new 
notion struck him. “ Will you tell me this, Mr. Ingram ? If 
Mrs. Lavender left you her property in this way, wfflat for did 
she want to change her will, eh ? ” 

“ Well, to tell you the truth, I refused to take the respon- 
sibility. She was anxious to have this money given to Sheila 
so that Lavender should not touch it — and I don’t think it 
was a wise intention, for there is not a prouder man in the 
world than Lavender, and I know that Sheila would not con- 
sent to hold a penny that did not equally belong to him. 
However, that was her notion ; and I was the first victim of it. 
I protested against it ; and I suppose that set her to inquiring 
whether the money could not be absolutely bequeathed to 
Sheila direct. I don’t know anything about it myself; but 
that’s how the matter stands as far as I’m concerned.” 

“ But you will think it over, Mr. Ingram ” said Mackenzie 
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quietly; you will think it over and be in no hurry. It is not 
every man that hass a lot of money given to Iiim. And it is 
no wrong to my Sheila at all: for she will hef quite plenty; 
and she would be ferry sorry to take the money away from you, 
that is sure enough ; and you will not be hasty, Mr. Ingram, 
but be cautious and reasonable, and you will see the money 
will do you far more good than it would do to my Sheila.” 

Ingram began to think that he had tied a millstone round 
his neck. 



CHAPTER XXril. 

IN EXILE. 

One evening, in the olden time, Lavender and Sheila and 
Ingrain and old Mackenzie were all sitting high up on the rocks 
near Borvabost, chatting to each other, and watching the red 
light pale on the bosom of the Atlantic as the sun sank 
behind the edge of the world. Ingrain was smoking a wooden 
pipe. Lavender sat with Sheila’s hand in his. The old King 
of Borva was discoursing of the fishing populations round the 
western coasts, and of their various ways and habits. 

“ I wish I could have seen Tarbert,” Lavender was saying, 
“ but the just passes the mouth of the little harbour as 
she comes up Loch Fyne. I know two or three men who go 
there every year to paint the fishing life of the place. It is an 
odd little place, isn’t it ? ” 

“Tarbert?” said Mr. Mackenzie; “you wass wanting to 
know about Tarbert? Ah, well, it is getting to be a better 
place now, but a year or two ago it -was ferry like hell. Oh, 
yes, it wass, Sheila, so you need not say anything. And this 
v/ass the way of it, Mr. lavender, that the trawling was not 
made legal then, and the men they were just like tefiles, with 
the swearing, and the drinking, and the fighting that went on ; 
and if you went into the harbour in the open day, you would 
find them drunk, and fighting, and some of them with blood 
on their faces, for it wass a ferry wild time. It wass many a 
one will say that the Tarbert men would run down the police- 
boat some dark night. And what wass the use of catching the 
trawlers now and again, and taking their boats and their nets 
to be sold at Greenock, when they would go themselves over 
to Greenock to the auction, and buy them back ? Oh, it 
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wass a great deal of money they made then — I hef heard of a 
crew of eight men getting ^^30 each man in the course of one 
night, and that not seldom mirover.” 

“ But why didn’t the government put it down?” Lavender 
asked. 

“ Well you, see,” Mackenzie answered, with the air of a 
man well acquainted with the difficulties of ruling ; “ you see 
that it wass not quite sure that the trawling did much harm to 
the fishing. And the Jackal — that wass the government 
steamer — she wass not much good in getting the better of the 
I’arbert men, who are ferry good with their boats in the rowing, 
and are ferry cunning whatever. For the buying boats they 
would go out to sea, and take the herring there, and then the 
trawlers they would sink their nets and come home in the 
morning as if they had not caught one fish, although the boat 
would be white with the scales of the herring. And what is 
more, sir, the government knew ferry well that if trawling 
wass put down then, there would be a ferry good many 
murders ; for the Tarbert men, when they came home to 
drink whisky, and wash the whisky down with porter, they 
were ready to fight anybody.” 

“ It must be a delightful place to live in,” Lavender said. 

“ Oh, but it is ferry different now,” Mackenzie continued, 
“ ferry different. The men they are nearly all Good Templars 
now, and there is no drinking whatever, and theie is reading- 
rooms and such things, and the place is ferry quiet and 
respectable.” 

“ I hear," Ingram remarked, “ that good people attribute 
the change to moral suasion, and that wicked people put it 
down to want of money.” 

“ Papa, this boy will have to be put to bed,” Sheila said. 

“ Well,” Mackenzie answered, “there is not so much money 
In the place as there wass in the old times. The shopkeepers 
do not make so much money as before, when the men were 
wild and drunk in the daytime, and had plenty to spend when 
the police-boat did not catch them. But the fishennen they 
are ferry much better without the money ; and I can say for 
them, Mr. Lavender, that there is no better fishermen on the 
coast They are ferry fine, tall men; and they are ferry well 
dressed in their blue clothes; and they are manly fellows, whether 
they are drunk or whether they are sober. Now look at this, sir, 
that in the worst of weather they will neffer tek whisky with 
them when they go out to the sea at niuht, for they think it is 
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cowardly. And they are ferry fine fellows and gentlemanly in 
their ways, and they aie ferry good natured to strangers.” 

” I have heard that of them on all hands,” Lavender said, 
“ and some day I hope to put their civility and good fellow- 
ship to the proof.” 

That was merely the idle conversation of a summer evening ; 
no one paid any fnithtr attention to it, nor did even Lavender 
himself think again of his vaguely expressed hope of some day 
visiting Tarbert Let us now shift the scene of this narrative 
to Tarbert itself 

When you pass from the broad and blue waters of Loch 
Fyne into the nairow and rocky channel leading to Tarbert 
harbour, you find bcfoie you an almost circular bay, round 
which stietches an irregular line of white houses. There is an 
abundance of fishing craft in the harbour, lying in careless 
and picturesque gioups, with their biown hulls and spars sending 
a luddy reflection down on the lapping water, which is green 
under the shadow of each boat Along the shore stand the 
tall poles on which the fishermen dry their nets; and above 
these, on the summit of a rocky crag, rise the ruins of an old 
castle, with the ch} light shining through the empty windows. 
Beyond the houses, again, he successive lines of hills, at this 
moment lit up by shafts of sunlight that lend a glowing warmth 
and richness to the fine colours of a late autumn The hills 
are red and blown with lusted bracken and heather , and here 
and there the smooth waters of the bay catch a tinge of their 
varied hues In one of the fishing smacks that lie almost 
underneath the shadow of the tall crag on which the castle rums 
stand, an artist has put up a lough and ready easel, and is ap- 
parently busy at work painMng a group of boats just beyond 
Some indication of the rich colouis of the craft — their ruddy 
sails, brown nets and bladders, and their varnished but not 
painted hulls — already appears on the canvas ; and by and by 
some vision may arise of the fai hills in their soft autumnal tints 
and of the bold blue and white sky moving overhead. Perhaps 
the old man who is smoking m the stern of one of the boats 
has been placed there on purpose. A boy seated on some nets 
occasionally casts an anxious glance towards the painter, as if 
to inquire when his penance will be over. 

A small open boat, with a heap of stones for ballast, and with 
no great elegance in shape of rigging, comes slowly in from the 
mouth of the harbour, and is gently run alongside the boat in 
which the man is painting. A fresh-coloured young fellow, with 
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plenty of curly brown hair, who has dressed himself as a 
yachtsman, calls out — 

“ Lavender, do you know the White Rose, a big schooner 
yacht, about eighty tons I sliouhl think ? ” 

“Yes,” Lavender said, witltout turning round oi taking his 
eyes off the canvas. 

“ Whose is she ? ” 

“Lord Newstead’s.” 

“ Well, either he or his skipper hailed me j ust now and wanted 
to know whether you were here. I said you were. The fellow 
asked me if 1 was going into the harbour. 1 said I was. So 
he gave me a message for you ; that they would hang about 
outside for half an hour or so, it you would go out to them, 
and take a run up to Ardnshaig.” 

“ I can’t, Johnny.” 

“ Td take you out, you know.” 

“ 1 don’t want to go.” 

“ But look here, Lavcndei,” said the youngei man, seLing hold 
of Lavender’s boat, and causing the easel to shake dangerously ; 
“ he a.sked me to luncheon, too.” 

“ Why don’t you go, then ? ” was the only reply, uttered 
rather absently. 

“I can’t go without you.” 

“ Well, I don't mean to go.” 

The younger man looked vexed for a moment, and then said, 
in a tone of expostulation — 

“You know it is ’'eiy si surd of you going on like this, 
Lavender. No fellow can jiaint decently if he gets out of bed 
in the middle of the night and waits for daylight to rush up to 
his easel. How many hours hate you been at work already 
to-day ? If you don’t give your eyes a rest, they will get colour- 
blind to a dead certainty. Do you think you will paint the w hole 
place off the face of the earth, now that the other fellows have 
gone ? ” 

“I can’t be bothered talking to you, Johnny. You’ll make 
me throw something at you. Go away.” 

“ I think it’s rather mean, you know,” continued the per- 
sistent Johnny, “ for a fellow like you, who doesn’t need it, to 
come and fill the maikct all at once, while we unfortunate devils 
can scarcely get a crust. And there are two heron just round 
the point, and I have my breechloader and a dozen cartridges 
heie.” 

“ Go away Johnny,”- -that was all the answer he got. 
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“I’ll go out and tell Lord Newstead that you are a can- 
tankerous brute. I suppose he’ll have the decency to offer me 
luncheon ; and I dare say I could get him a shot at these heron. 
You are a fool not to come, Lavender ; ” and, so saying, the 
young man put out again, and he was heard to go away talking 
to himself about obstinate idiots, and greed, and the certainty 
of getting a shot at the heron. 

When he had quite gone. Lavender, who had scarcely raised 
his eyes from his work, suddenly put down his palette and 
brushes — he almost dropped them, indeed — and quickly put up 
both his hands to his head, pressing them on the side of his 
temples. The old fisherman in the boat beyond noticed this 
strange movement, and forthwith caught a rope, hauled the boat 
across a stretch of water, and then came scrambling over 
bowsprits, lowered sails, and nets, to where Lavender had just 
sat down. 

“ Wass there anything the matter, sir?” he said, with much 
evidence of concern. 

“ My head is a little bad, Donald,” Lavender said, still 
pressing his hands on his temple, as if to get rid of some 
strange feeling •, “ I wish you would pull into the shore and 
get me .some whisk}’.” 

“ Oh ay,” said the old man, hastily scrambling into the little 
black boat lying beside the smack; “and it is no wonder to 
me this will come to you, sir, for I hef never seen any of the 
gentlemen so long at the pentin as you — from tlie morning till 
the night — and it is no wonder to me this will come to you. 
But I will get you the whushkey — it is a grand thing, the 
whushkey.” 

The old fisherman was not long in getting ashore, and 
running up to the cottage in which Lavender lived, and getting 
a bottle of whisky and a glass. Then he got down to the boat 
again, and was surprised that he could nowhere see Mr. 
Lavender on board the smack. Perhaps he had lain down 
on the nets in the bottom of the boat. 

When Donald got out to the smack, he found the young 
man lying insensible, his face white, and his teeth clenched. 
With something of a cry, the old fisherman jumped into the 
boat, knelt down, and proceeded in a rough-and-ready fashion 
to force some whisky into Lavender’s mouth. 

“ Oh ay, oh yes, it is a grand thing, the whushkey,” he mut- 
tered to himself ; “ oh yes, sir, you must hef some more — it 
is no matter if you will choke — it is very goot whushkey, and 
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will do you no harm whatever — and, oh yes, sir, that is ferry 
well, and you are all right again, and you will sit quite quiet 
now, and you will hef a little more whushkey.” 

The young man looked round him. 

“ Have you been ashore, Donald ? Oh, yes ; I suppose so. 
Did I fall down ? Well, I am all light now ; it was the glare 
of the sea that made me giddy, 'lake a dram for yourself, 
Donald.” 

“ There is but one glass, sir," said Donald, u ho had picked 
up something of the notions of gentlefolks, “ but I will just 
tek the bottle ; " and so, to avoid drinking out of the same 
glass (which was rather a small one), he was good enough 
to take a pull, and a strong pull, at the black bottle. Then 
he heaved a sigh, and wiped the top of the bottle with his 
sleeve. 

“Yes, as I was saying, sir, there was none of the gentlemen 
I hef effer seen in Tarbert will keep at the pen tin so long ass 
you ; and many of them will be stronger ass you, and will be 
more accustomed to it whatever. But when a man iss making 
money — ” and Donald shook his head; he knew it was useless 
to argue. 

“ But I am not making money, Donald,” Lavender said, still 
looking a tiifle pale. “ 1 doubt whether I have made as much 
as you have since I came to 'Farbert.” 

“ Oh yes,” said Donald, contentedly, “ all the gentlemen will 
say tliat. 'fhey never hef any money. But wass you ever with 
them when they could not get a dram because they had no 
money to pay for it ? ” 

Donald’s test of impecuniosity could not be gainsayed. 
Lavender laughed, and bade him get back into the other boat. 

“ Deed I will not,” said Donald, sturdily. 

Lavender stared at him. 

“ Oh no ; you wass doing quite enough the day already, or 
you would not hef tumbled into the boat whatever. And 
supposing that you wass to hef tumbled into the water, you 
would have been trooned as sure as you wass alive.” 

“ And a good job too, Donald,” said the younger^ man, idly 
looking at the lapping green water. 

Donald shook his head gravely. 

“ You would not say that if you had friends of y'ours that 
wass trooned, and if you had seen tuem when they went down 
in the water.” 

“ They say it is an easy death, Donald.” 
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“They neffer tried it that said that/’ said the old fisherman, 
gloomily. “ It wass one day the son of my sister wass coming 
over from Saltcoats — but I hef no wish to speak of it; and 
that wass but one among ferry many that I have known.” 

“ How long is it since you were in the Lewis, did you say ? ” 
Lavender asked, changing the subject. Donald was accus- 
tomed to have the talk suddenly diverted into this channel. 
He could not tell why the young English stranger wanted him 
continually to be talking about the Lewis. 

“ Oh, it is many and many a year ago, as I hef said ; and 
you wall know far more about the Lewis than 1 will. But 
Stornoway, that is a fine big town ; and I hef a cousin there 
that keeps a shop, and is a ferry rich man whatever, and many’s 
the time he will ask me to come and see him. And if the 
Lord be spared, maybe 1 will some day.” 

“You mean if you be spared, Donald.” 

“ Oh ay ; it is all wan,” said Donald. 

Lavender had brought with him some bread and cheese in a 
piece of paper, for luncheon ; and this store of frugal pro- 
visions having been opened out, the old fisherman was invited 
to join in ; an invitation he gravely, but not eagerly, accepted. 
He took off his blue bonnet and said grace ; then he took the 
bread and cheese in his hand, and looked round inquiringly, 
There was a stone jar of water in the bottom of the boat ; that 
was not what Donald was looking after. Lavender handed 
him the black bottle he had brought out from the cottage, 
which was more to bis mind. And then, this humble meal 
despatched, the old man was persuaded to go back to his post, 
and Lavender continued his work. 

The short afternoon was drawing to a close when young 
Johnny Eyre came sailing in from Loch Eyne, himself and 
a boy of ten or twelve managing that crank little boat with 
its top-heavy sails. 

“Aie you at work yet, Lavender?” he said. “ I never saw 
such a beggar. It’s getting quite dark.” 

“ What sort of luncheon did Newstead give you, Johnny ? ” 

“ Oh, something worth going for, I can tell you. You want 
to live in Tarbert for a month or two to find out the value of 
decent cooking and good wine. He was awfully surprised 
when I described this place to him. He wouldn’t believe you 
were living here in a cottage — I said a garret, for I pitched it 
hot and strong, mind you. I said you were living in a garret, 
that you never saw a razor, and lived on oatmeal porridge and 
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whisky, and that your only amusement was going out at night 
and risking your neck in this delightful boat of mine. You 
should have seen him examining this remarkable vessel. And 
there were two ladies on board, and they were asking after you, 
too.” 

“ Who were they ? ” 

“ I don’t know. I didn’t catch their names when I was in- 
troduced ; but the noble skipper called one of them Polly.” 

“ Oh, I know.” 

^ Ain’t you coming ashore. Lavender? You can't see to 
work now.” 

“ All right. I shall put my traps ashore ; and ther. I'll have 
a run with you down Loch Fyne, if you like, Johnry.” 

“Well, I don't like,” said the handsome lad, fiankly; “for 
it’s looking rather squally about. It seems to me you’re bent 
on drowning yourself. Before those other fellows went, they 
came to the conclusion that you had committed a murder.” 

“ Did they really? ” Lavender said, with little inteiest. 

“ And if you go away and live in that wild jilace you were 
talking of during the winter, they will be quite sure of it. 
Why, man, you’d come back with your hair tuiiied white. 
You might as well think of living by } ourself at tlic Arctic 
Pole.’; 

Neither Johnny Eyre nor any of the men who had just left 
Tarbert knew anything of Frank Lavendci s recent history ; 
and Lavender himself was not disposed to be communicative. 
'J'hey would know soon enough when they went up to London. 
In the meantime they were .siirpiised to find that Lavender’s 
habits wmre very singularly altered. He had growm miserly. 
They laughed when he told them he had no money ; and he 
did not seek to persuade them of the fact ; but it was clear, at 
at all events, that none of them lived so fiugallyy or worked so 
anxiously, as he. Then, when his work was done in the even- 
ing, and when they met alternately at each other's rooms, to 
dine off mutton and potatoes, with a glass of whisky, and a 
pipe, and a game of cards to follow, what was the meaning of 
those sudden fits of silence that would strike in when the 
general hilarity was at its pitch ? And what was the meaning 
of the utter recklessness he displayed when they would go out 
of an evening in their open sailing boats to shoot sea-fowl, or 
make a voyage along the rocky coast m the dead of night, to 
wait for the dawn to show them the haunts of the seals ? The 
Lavender they had met occasionally in London was a fasti- 
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dious, dilettante, self-possessed, and yet not disagreeable young 
fe'low ; this man was almost pathetically anxious about bis 
work, oftentimes he was morose and silent, and then again 
there was no sort of danger or difficulty he was not ready to 
plunge into when they were sailing about that iron-bound coast. 
They could not make it out , but the joke among themselves 
was that he had committed a murder, and therefore had grown 
reckless 

This Johnny Eyre was not much of an artist; but he liked 
the society of artists ; he had a little money of his own, plenty 
of time, and a love of boating and shooting , and so he had 
pitched his tent at Farbert, and was proud to cherish the delu- 
sion that he was working hard and earning fame and wealth. 
As a mattei of fact, he never earned anything; but he had 
very good spirits, and living in Tarbert is cheap. 

From the moment that Lavender had come to the place, 
Johnny Eyre made him his special companion. He had a 
great respect for a man who could shoot anything anywhere , 
and when he and Lavender came back together from a cruise, 
there was no use saying which had actually done the bnlliant 
deeds the evidence of which was carried ashore. But Laven- 
der, oddly enough, knew little about sailing, and Johnny was 
pleased to assume the airs of an instructor on this point , his 
only difficulty being that his pupil had more than the ordinary 
hardihood of an ignoramus, and was inclined to do reckless 
things even after he had sufficient skill to know that they were 
dangerous 

Lavender got into the small boat, taking his canvas with him, 
but leaving his easel m the fishing smack. He pulled himself 
and Johnny Eyre ashore ; they scrambled up the rocks and 
into the road , and then they went into tne small white cottage 
in which Lavender lived The picture was, for greater safety, 
left in Lavender’s bedroom, which already contained about a 
dozen canvases with sketches m vanous stages on them. Then 
he went out to his fiiend again 

“ I’ve had a long day to-day, Johnny. I wish you'd go out 
with me , the excitement of a squall would clear one’s brain, J 
fancy.” 

“ Oh, I’ll go out if you like,” Eyre said , “ but I shall take 
very good care to run in befoie the squall comes, if there’s any 
about. I don’t think there will be, after all. I fancied I saw 
a flash of lightning about half an hour ago, down in the south ; 
but nothing has come of it. There are some curlew about ; 
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and the guillemots are in thousands. You don’t seem to care 
about shooting guillemots, Lavender.” 

“ Well, you see, potting a bird that is sitting on the water 
” said Lavender, with a shrug. 

“ Oh, it isn't as easy as you might imagine. Of course, you 
could kill them if you liked, but everybody ain’t such a swell 
as you are with a gun ; and, mind you, it’s uncommonly awk- 
ward to catch the right moment for firing when the bird goes 
bobbing up and down on the waves, disappearing altogether 
every second. I think it’s very good fun myself. It is very 
exciting when you don’t know the moment the bird will dive, 
and whether you can afford to go any nearer. And as for 
shooting them on the water, you have to do that ; for when 
do you get a chance of shooting them flying ? ” 

“ I don’t see much necessity for shooting them at any time,” 
said Lavender, as he went down to the shore again, “ but I am 
glad to see you get some amusement out of it. Have you got 
cartridges with you ? Is your gun in the boat ? ” 

“ Yes. Come along. We’ll have a run out, anyhow.” 

When they pulled out again to that cockle-shell craft with its 
stone ballast and big brown mainsail, tlie boy was sent ashore, 
and the two companions set out by themselves. By this time 
the sun had gone down, and a strange green twilight was shin- 
ing over the sea. As they got further out, the dusky shores 
seemed to have a pale mist hanging around them ; but there 
were no clouds on the hills, for a clear sky shone overhead, 
awaiting the coming of the stars. Strange, indeed, was the 
silence out here, broken only by the Lipping of the water on 
the sides of the boat, and the calling of birds in the distance. 
Far away the orange ray of a lighthouse began to quiver in the 
lambent dusk. The pale green light on the waves did not die 
out ; but the shadows grew darker, so that Eyre, with his gun 
close at hand, could not make out his groups of guillemots, 
although he heard them calling all around. They had come 
out too late, indeed, for any such purpose. 

Thither, on those beautiful evenings, after his day’s work was 
over, Lavender was accustomed to come, either by himself or 
with his present companion, Johnny Eyre did not intrude on 
his solitude ; he was invariably too eager to get a shot, his 
chief delight being to get to the bow, to let the boat drift for a 
while silently through the waves, so that she might come un- 
awares on some flock of sea-birds. Lavender, sitting in the 
stern, with the tiller in his hand, was really alone in this world 
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of water and sky, with all the majesty of the night and the stars 
around him. 

And on these occasions he used to sit and dieam of the 
beautiful time long ago in Loch Roag, when nights such as 
these used to come over the Atlantic, and find Sheila and 
himself sailing on the peaceful waters, or seated high up on 
the rocks listening to the murmur of the tide. Here was the 
same strange silence, the same solemn and pale light in the 
sky, the same mystery of the moving plain all around them 
that seemed somehow to be alive and yet voiceless and sad. 
Many a time his heart became so full of recollections, that he 
had almost called aloud “ Sheila ' Sheila i ” and waited for the 
sea and the sky to answer him with the sound of her ' oice. In 
these bygone days he had pleased himself with the fancy that 
the girl was somehow the product of all the beautiful aspects of 
nature around her It was the sea that was in her eyes , it 
was the fair sunlight that shone m her face , the bieath of her 
life was the breatr. of the mooiland winds. He had wTitlen 
verses about this fancy of hers , and he had conveyed them 
secretly to her, sure that she, at least, would find no defects in 
them. And many a time, far away from J och Roag, and from 
Sheila, lines of this conceit would wander through his brain, set 
to the saddest of all music, the music of irreparable loss 
What did they say to him now that he recalled them like some 
half forgotten voice out of the strange past ? ” — 


For she and the clouds and the hieezes were one, 

And the hills and tlie sta had conspired with the sun 
To cliarm and bewildei all men wilh tlie ^race 
They combined and conferred on hei wonderful face 

* 

The sea lapped around tne boat , the green light on the waves 
grew less intense, in the silence the first of the stais came out 
and somehow the time in whhh he had seen Sheila in these 
rare and magical colours seemed to become more and more 
remote. 

* It * ■«• * 

An angel m passing loohed downward and smiled, 

And Gained to heaven the fame of tlie child , 

And then what the waves and the sky and the sun 
And the tremulous breath of the hills had begun. 

Required but one touch. To finish the whole, 

God loved her, and gave her a beautiful soul ! 
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And what had he done with this rare treasure entrusted to 
him ? His companions, jesting among themselves, had said 
that he had committed a murder ; in his own heart there was 
something at this moment of a murderer’s remorse. 

John Eyre uttered a short cry. Lavender looked ahead, and 
saw that some Idack object was disappearing among the waves. 

“ What a fright I got ! ” Eyre said, with a laugh. “ I never 
saw the fellow come near; and he came up just below the 
bowsprit. He came heeling over as quiet as a mouse. I say, 
Lavender, I think we might as well cut it now ; .my eyes are 
quite bewildered with the light on the water ; I couldn’t make 
out a kraken if it was coming across our bow'.” 

“ Don’t be in a huny, Johnny. We’ll put her out a bit, and 
then let her drift back. I want to tell you a story.” 

“ Oh, all right,” he said; and so they fjut her head round, 
and soon she was lying over before the breeze, and slowly 
drawing away from those outlines of the coast winch showed 
them where I’arbett harbour cut into the land. And then, 
once more, they let her drift, and young Eyre took a nip of 
whisky and settled himself so as to hear Lavender’s story, 
whatever it might be. 

“ You knew I was married ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ Didn't you ever wonder why my wife did not come here ? ” 

“Whysliould I wonder? Plenty of fellows have to spend 
half the year apart fiom their wives; the only thing in your 
case I couldn’t understand tvas the nec essity for your doing it. 
T or you know tluit’s all nonsense about your rvant of funds.” 

“ It isn’t nonsense, Jolmny. But now, if you like, I will tell 
you why my wife has never come here.” 

Then he told the story, out there under the stars, with no 
thougitt of interruption, for there was a w'orld of moving water 
around them. It was the first time he had let anyone into his 
confidence ; and perhaps the darkness aided his revelations ; 
but at any rate he went over all the old time until it seemed to 
his companion that he was talking to himself, so aimless and 
desultory were his pathetic reminiscences. He called her 
Sheila, though Eyre had never heard her name. He spoke of 
her father as though Eyre must have known him. And yet this 
rambling series of confession, and self-reproaches, and tender 
memories did form a certain sort of narrative, so that the 
young fellow sitting quietly in the boat there got a pretty fair 
notion of what had happened. 


c c 
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“ You are an unlucky fellow,” he said to Lavender, “ I 
never heard anything like that. But you know you must 
have exaggerated a good deal about it — I should like to 
hear her story. I am sure you could not have treated her like 
that.” 

“ God knows how I did, but the truth is just as I have told 
you ; and although I was blind enough at the time, I can read 
the whole story now in letters of fire. I hope you will never 
have such a thing constantly before your eyes, Johnny.” 

The lad was silent for some time ; and then he said, rather 
timidly — 

“ Do you think, Lavender, she knows how sorry you are ? ” 

“If she did, what good would that do ? ” said the other. 

“ Women are awfully forgiving, you know,” Johnny said, in a 
hesitating fashion. “ I — I don’t think it is quite fair not to give 
her a chance — a chance of — of being generous, you know. 
You know, I think the better a woman is, the more inclined 
she is to be charitable to other folks who mayn't be quite up to 
the mark, you know ; and you sec, it ain’t everyone who can 
claim to be always doing the right thing ; and the next best 
thing to diat is to be sorry for what you have done and try to 
do better. It’s rather cheeky, you know, my advising you — or 
trying to make you pluck up your spirits — but I’ll tell you what 
it is. Lavender, if I knew her well enough I’d go straight to 
her to-morrow, and I’d put in a good word for you, and tell 
her some things she doesn’t know, and you’d see if she wouldn’t 
write you a letter, or even come and see you ” 

“That is all nonsense, Johnny, though it’s very good of you 
to think of it. The mischief 1 have done isn’t to be put aside 
by the mere writing of a letter ” 

“But it seems to me,” Johnny said, with some warmth, 
“ that you are as unfair to her as to yourself in not giving her 
a chance. You don’t know how willing she may be to overlook 
everything that is past ” 

“ If she were, I am not fit to go near her. I couldn’t have 
the cheek to try, Johnny.” 

“ But what more can you be than sorry for what is past ? ” 
said the younger fellow, persistently. “ And you don’t know 
how pleased it makes a good woman to give her a chance of 
forgiving anybody. And if we were all to set up for being 
archangels, and if there was to be no sort of getting back for 
us after we had made a slip, where should we be ? And in 
]dace of going to her, and making it all right, you start away 



XXIII.I IN EXILE. 3S7 

for the Sound of Islay, and, by Jove, won’t you find out what 
spending a winter under these Jura mountains means ! ” 

A flash of lightning — somewhere down among the Arran 
hills — interrupted the speaker, and drew the attention of the 
two young men to the fact that in the east and south-east the 
stars were no longer visible, while something of a brisk breeze 
had sprung up. 

“ This breeze will take us back splendidly,” Johnny said, 
getting ready again for the run in to Taibeit. 

He had scarcely spoken when Lavender called attention to a 
fishing-smack that was apparently making for the harbour. 
With all sails set, she was sweeping by them like some black 
phantom across the dark plain of the sea. They could not 
make out the figures on board of her ; but as she passed, some 
one called out to them. 

“ What did he say ? ” Lavender asked. 

“ I don’t know,” his companion said, “ but it was some sort 
of warning, I suppose. By Jove, Lavender, what is that?” 

Behind them there was a strange hiccing and rumbling noise 
that the wind brought along to them, but notliing could be seen. 

“ Ram, isn’t it?” Lavender said. 

“Theie never was rain like that,” his companion .said. 
“ That is a squall, and it will be here presently. We must 
liaul down the sails — for God’s sake, look sharp. Lavender 1 ” 

'fherc was cert.ainly no time to lose, for the noise behind 
them was increasing and deepening into a roar ; and the 
heavens h.id grown black overhead, so that the spars and 
ropes of the crank little boat could scarcely be made out. Thev 
had just got the sails down when the first gust of the squall 
struck the boat as with a blow of iron, and sent her staggering 
forward into the trough of the sea. d'hen all around them 
came the fury of the storm ; and the cause of the sound they 
had heard was apparent in the foaming water that was torn 
and scattered abroad by the gale. Up from the black south- 
east came the fierce hurricane, sweeping everything before it, 
and hurling this creaking and straining boat about as if it were 
a cork. They could see little of the sea around them, but they 
could heal the awful noise of it, and they knew they were 
being swept along on those hurrying waves, towards a coast 
which was invisible in the blackness of the night. 

“ Johnny, we’ll never make the harbour. I can’t see a light,” 
Lavender cried. “ Hadn’t we better try to keep her up the 
loch?” 


c c 2 
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“We must make the harbour,” his companion saidj “she 
can’t stand this much longer.” 

Blinding torrents of rain were now being driven down by the 
force of the wind, so that all around them nothing was visible 
but a wild boiling and seething of clouds and waves. Eyre 
was up at the bow, trying to catch some glimpse of the out- 
lines of the coast, or to make out some light that would show 
them where the entrance to Tarbert harbour lay. If only some 
lurid shaft of lightning would pierce the gloom ! — for they 
knew that they were being driven headlong on an iron-bound 
coast, and amid all the noise of the wind and the sea they 
listened with a fear that had no words for the first roar of the 
waves along the rocks. 

Suddenly Lavender heard a shrill scream — almost like the 
cry that a hare gives when it finds the dog’s fangs in its neck ; 
and at the same moment, amid all the darkness of the night, 
a still blacker object seemed to start out of the gloom, right 
ahead of them. The boy had no time to shout any warning 
beyond that cry of despair ; for with a wild crash the boat 
struck on the rocks, rose and struck again, and was then dashed 
over by a heavy sea, both of its occupants being thrown into 
the fierce swirls of foam that were dashing in and through the 
rocky channels. Strangely enough they were thrown together \ 
and Lavender, clinging to the seaweed, instinctively laid hold 
of his companion just as the latter ajrpcared to be slipping 
into the gulf beneath. 

“Johnny,” he cried, “hold on! hold on to me, or we shall 
both go in a minute.” 

But the lad had no life left in him, and lay like a log there, 
while each wave that struck and rolled hissing and gurgling 
through the channels between the rocks, seemed to drag at 
him and seek to suck him down into the darkness. With one 
despairing effort, Lavender struggled to get him further up on 
the slippery seaweed, and succeeded. But his success had 
lost him his own vantage-ground ; and he knew that he was 
going down into the swirling waters beneath, close by the 
broken boat that was still being dashed about by the waves. 
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“ HAME FAIN WOUI.D I III',.” 

Unexpected circumsfances had detained Mrs. Kavanagh and 
her daughter in London long after everybody else had left ; 
but at lengtii they were ready to start for tlieir projected trip 
into Switzerland. On the day before their departure Ingram 
dined with them — on liis own invitation. He had got into a 
habit of letting them know when il would suit him to devote 
an evening to their instruction ; and it vv^as difficult, indeed, to 
say which of the two ladies submitted the more readily and 
meekly to the dictatorial enunciation of his opinions. Mrs. 
Kavanagh, it is true, sometimes dissented in so far as a smile 
indicated dissent ; but her daughter scarcely reserved to her- 
self so much liberty. Mr. Ingram had taken her in hand ; 
and expected of her the obedience and respect due to his 
superior age. 

And yet, somehow or other, he occasionally found himself 
indirectly soliciting the advice of this gentle, clear-eyed, and 
clear-headed young person, more especially as legarded the 
difficulties surroumling Sheila ; and sometimes a chance remark 
of hers, uttered in a timid, or careless, or even mocking fashion, 
would astonish him by the rapid light it threw on these dark 
troubles. On this evening — the Last evening they were spending 
in London — it was his own affairs which he proposed to mention 
to Mrs. Lorraine ; and he had no more hesitation in doing so 
than if she had been his oldest friend. He wanted to ask her 
what he should do about the money that Mrs. Lavender had 
left him ; and he inleuiied to be a good deal more frank with 
Mrs Lorraine than with any of the others to whom he had 
spoken about the mattei. .For he was well aware that Mrs. 
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Lavender had at first resolved that he should have at least a 
considerable portion of her wealth; or why should she have 
asked him how he would like to be a rich man ? 

“ I do not think,” said Mrs. Lorraine, quietly, “that there is 
much use in your asking me what you should do ; for I know 
what you will do, whether it accords with anyone’s opinion 
or no. And yet you would find a great advantage in having 
money.” 

“ Oh, I know that,” he said readily. “ I should like to be 
rich beyond anything that ever happened in a drama ; and I 
should take my chance of all the evil influences that money is 
supposed to exert. Do you know, I think you rich people are 
very unfairly treated ” 

“But we are not rich,” said Mrs. Kavanagh, passing at the 
time. “Cecilia and I find ourselves very poor sometimes.” 

“ But I quite agree with Mr. Ingram, mamma,” said Cecilia, 
as if anyone had the courage to disagree with Mr. Ingram ; 
“ rich peoj)le are shamefully ill-treated. If you go to a theatre, 
now, you find that all the virtues are on the side of the poor ; 
and if there are a few vices, you get a thousand excuses for 
them. No one takes account of the temptations of the rich. 
You have people educated from their infancy to imagine that 
the whole world was made for them — every wish they have, 
gratified — every day showing them people dependent on them 
and grateful for favours ; and no allowance is made for such a 
temptation to become haughty, self-willed, and overbearing. 
But of couise it stands to reason that the rich never have justice 
done them in plays and stories ; for the people who write are 
poor.” 

“ Not all of them.” 

“But enough to strike an aierage of injustice. And it is 
very hard. For it is the rich who buy books and who take 
boxes at the theatres, and then they find themselves grossly 
abused* whereas the humble peasant who can scarcely read 
at all, and who never pays more than sixpence for a seat in 
the gallery, is flattered, and coaxed, and caressed until one 
wonders whether the source of virtue is the drinking of sour 
ale. Mr. Ingram, you do it yourself. You impress mamma 
and me with the belief that we are miserable sinners if we are 
not continually doing some act of charity. Well, that is all 
very pleasant and necessary, in moderation ; but you don’t 
find the poor folks so very anxious to live for other people. 
They don’t care much what becomes of us. They take your 
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port wine and flannels as if they were confeiring a favour on 
you ; but as for your condition and prospects, in this world and 
the next, they don’t trouble much about that. Now, mamma, 
just wait a moment ” 

“ I will not. You area bad girl,” said Mrs. Kavanagh, severely. 

“ Here has Mr. Ingram been teaching you and making you 
better for ever so long back, and you pretend to accept his 
counsel and reform yourself; and then all at once you break 
out, and throw down the tablets of the law, and conduct 
yourself like a heathen.” 

“ Because I want him to explain, mamma. I suppose he 
considers it wicked of us to start for Switzerland to-morrow. 
The money we shall spend in travelling might have despatched 
a cargo of muskets to some missionary station, so that ” 

“ Cecilia 1 ” 

“ Oh no,” Ingiam said, carelessly, and nursing his knee with 
both his hands as usual, “ travelling is not wicked — it is only 
unreasonable. A traveller, you know, is a person n ho has a 
house in one town, and who goes to live in a house in another 
town, in order to have the pleasure of paying for both.” 

“Mr. Ingram,” said Mrs. Kavanagh, “will you talk seriously 
for one minute, and tell me whether we are to expect to see 
you m the Tjrol ? ’’ 

But Ingram was not in a mood for talking seriously; and he 
waited to hear Mrs. I.orraine stiike in with some calmly auda- 
cious invitation. She did not, however ; and he turned round 
from her mother to question her. He was surprised to find 
that her eyes were fixed on the ground, and that something like 
a tinge of colour w'as in her face. He turned rapidly away 
agam. 

“ Well, Mrs. Kavanagh,” he said, with a fine air of indiffer- 
ence, “ the last time we spoke about that, I was not in the 
difficulty I am in at present. How could I go travelling just 
now, without knowing how to regulate my daily expenses? 
Am I to travel with six white horses and silver bells, or trudge 
on foot with a wallet ? ” 

“ But you know quite well,” said Mrs. Lorraine, warmly — 
“ you know you will not touch that money that Mrs. Lavender 
has left you.” 

“ Oh, pardon me,” he said ; “ I should rejoice to have it if 
it did not properly belong to someone else. And the difficulty 
is that Mr. Mackenzie is obviously very anxious that neither 
Mr. Lavender nor Sheila should have it. If Sheila gets it, of 
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course she will give it to her husband. Now, if it is not to be 
given to her, do you think I should regard the money with any 
particular horror, and refuse to touch it ? That would be very 
romantic, perhaps ; but I should be sorry, you know, to give 
my friends the most disquieting doubts about my sanity. 
Romance goes out of a man’s head when the hair gets grey.” 

“ Until a man has grey hair,” Mrs. Lorraine said, still with 
some unnecessary fervour, “ he does not know that there are 
things much more valuable than money. You wouldn’t touch 
that money just now ; and all the thinking and reasoning in 
the world will never get you to touch it.” 

“ What am I to do with it ? ” he said, meekly. 

“ Give it to Mr. Mackenzie, in trust for his daughter,” Mrs. 
Lorraine said, promptly ; and then, seeing that her mother had 
gone to the end of the drawing-room, to fetch something or 
other, she added quickly ; “ I should be more soiry than I 
can tell you to find you accepting this money. You do not 
wish to have it. You do not need it. And if you did take it, 
it would prove a source of continual embarrassment and regret 
to you ; and no assurances on the part of Mr, Mackenzie would 
be able to convince you that you had acted rightly by his 
daughter. Now, if you simply hand over your responsibilities 
to him, he cannot refuse them, for the sake of his own child, 
and you are left with the sense of having acted nobly and 
generously. I hope there are many men who would do what 
I ask you to do ; but I have not met many to whom I could 
make such an appeal with any hope. But, after all, that is 
only advice. I have no right to ask you to do anything like 

that. You asked me for my opinion about it Well, that is 

it. But I should not have asked you to act on it.” 

“ But I will,” he said, in a low voice ; and then he went to 
the other end of the room, for Mrs. Kavanagh was calling him 
to help her in finding something she had lost. 

Before he left, that evening, Mrs. Lorraine said to him — 

“ We go by the night mail to Baris to-morrow night ; and we 
shall dine here at five. Would you have the courage to come 
up and join us in that melancholy ceremony? ” 

“Oh, yes,” he said, “if 1 may go down to the station to 
see you away afterwards.” 

“ I think if we got you so far, we .should persuade you to go 
with us,” Mrs. Kavanagh said, with a smile. 

He sat silent for a minute. Of course, she could not 
seriously mean such a thing. But at all events she would not 
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be displeased if he crossed their path while they were actually 
abroad. 

“ It is getting too late in the year to go to Scotland noi\,” 
he said, with some hesitation. 

“ Oh, most certainly,” Mrs. I^oriaine said. 

“ I don’t know where the man in w'hose yacht I was to have 
gone may be now. I might spend half my holiday in tiying to 
catch him.” 

“And duiing that time you would be alone,” Mrs. Lorraine 
said. 

“ I suppose the T\iol is a \eiy nice place,” he suggested. 

“Oil, most dehglitful,” she exclaimed. “You know, we 
should go loiind by Switzerland, and go up by Lucerne and 

Zuiich to tlie end of the Lake of Constance Eiegenz, 

mamma, isn t that the place whcie we hired that good natured 
man the jeai li' foie last?” 

“\cs, child ’ 

“ Now, )ou see, Mr. Ingram, if \ou had less time than we — 
if }ou could not start wall us tomorrow — you might come 
stiaightdown by .SchafI hausen and the steamer, and catch us 
up dieie, and t! en mamma would become your guide. I am 
suit we should ha\e some jileasant dajs together, till you got 
tiled ol us, and then you could go off on a walking tour if you 
pleased. And then, you know, thcie would be no difficulty 
about our meeting at Hregenz , for mamma and I have plenty 
of tune, and we should wait there for a iew' days so as to make 
sure ” 

“Cecilia,” said Mis. Kavanagh, “you must not persuade 
Mr. Ingiam against Ins will. He may have other duties — 
other fi lends to see peihaps.” 

“ Who pioposed it, mamma?” said the daughter, calmly. 

“ I did, as a nicic joke. Hut, of course, if Mr. Ingiam thinks of 
going to the Tyrol, we should be most pleased to see inm there.” 

“ Uh, I have no other fiiends whom I am bound to see,” 
Ingiam said, with some hesitation, “and 1 should like to go 
to the 'f yrol. Hut — the fact is — I am afiaid ” 

“ May I inteiiupt you ?” said Mis. Loiiau’e. “ You do not 
like to leave London so long as your fiiencl Sheila is in trouble. 
Is not that the case? And yet she has her father to look aftei 
her. iVnd it is cleai you cannot do much lor her when you 
do not even know where Mr. Lavender is. On the whole, I 
think you should consider yourself a little bit now, and not 
get cheated out of your holidays for the year.” 
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“Very well,” Ingram said, “I shall be able to tell you to- 
morrow.” 

To be so phlegmatic and matter-of-fact a person, Mr. Ingram 
was sorely disturbed on going home that eyening, nor did he 
sleep much during the night. For the more that he speculated 
on all the possibilities that might arise from his meeting those 
people in the Tyrol, the more pertinaciously did this refrain 
follow these excursive fancies — “ If I go to the Tyrol, I shall 
fall in love with that girl and ask her to marry me. And if J 
do so, what position should I hold with regard to her, as a penni- 
less via7i with a rich wife ? ” 

He did not look at the question in such a light as the opinion 
of the world might throw on it. The difSculty was what she 
herself might afterwards come to think of their mutual relations. 
True it was that no one could be more gentle and submissive 
to him than she appeared to be. In matters of opinion and 
discussion he already ruled with an autocratic authority which 
he fully perceived himself, and exercised, too, with some sort 
of notion that it was good for this clear-headed young woman 
to have to submit to control. Bat of what avail would this 
moral authority be as against the consciousness she would have 
that it was her fortune that was supplying both with the means 
of living? 

He went down to his office in the morning with no plans 
formed. The forenoon passed; and he had decided on nothing. 
At mid-day he suddenly bethought him that it would be very 
pleasant if Sheila would go and see Mrs. Lorraine; and forth- 
with he did that which would have driven Frank Lavender out 
of his senses — he telegraphed to Mrs, l^orraine for ])ermission 
to bring Sheila and her father to dinner at five. He certainly 
knew that such a request was a trifle cool ; but he had dis- 
covered that Mrs. Lorraine was not easily shocked by such 
audacious experiments on her good-nature. AVhen he received 
the telegram in reply, he knew it granted what he asked. I'he 
words were merely “ Certainly — by all means — but not later 
than five.” 

Then he hastened down to the house in which Sheila lived, 
and found that she and her father had just returned from 
visiting some exhibition. Mr. Mackenzie was not in the 
room. 

“ Sheila,” Ingram said, “ what would you think of my get- 
ting married ? ” 

Sheila looked up with a bright smile and said — 
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“ It would please me very much — it would be a great pleasure 
to me; and I have expected it for some time.” 

“ You have expected it ?” he repeated, with a stare. 

“ Yes,” she said, quietly. 

“ Then you fancy you know ” he said, or rather stam- 

mered, in great embarrassment, when she internipted him by 
saying — 

“ Oh, yes, I think I know. When you came down every 
evening to tell me all the praises of Mrs. Lorraine, and how 
clever she was, and kind, I expected you would come some 
day with another message ; and now 1 am very glad to hear 
it ; you have changed all my opinions about her, and ” 

Then she rose and took both his hands, and looked frankly 
into his face. 

“ — And I do hope most sincerely you will be happy, my 
dear friend.” 

Ingram was fairly taken aback at tlie consequences of his 
own imprudence. He had never dreamed for a moment that 
anyone would have suspected such a thing ; and he had thrown 
out the suggestion to Sheila almost as a jest, believing, of course, 
that it compromised no one. And here — before he had spoken 
a word to Mrs. Lorraine on the subject — he w'as being con- 
gratulated on his approaching marriage. 

“ Oh, Sheila,” he said, “ this is all a mistake. It was a joke 
of mine — if I had known you would think of Mrs. Lorraine, I 
should not have said a word about it ” 

“ But it is Mrs. Lorraine ? ” Sheila said. 

“ Well, but I have never mentioned such a thing to her — 
never hinted it in the remotest manner. I dare say if I had, 
she might laugh the matter aside as too absurd.” 

“ She will not do that,” Sheila said ; “ if you ask her to marry 
you, she wilt marry you. I am sure of that from what I have 
heard, and she would be very foolish if she was not proud and 
glad to do that. And you — what doubt can you have, after 
all that you have been saying of late ? " 

“ But you don’t marry a woman merely because you admire 
her cleverness and kindness,” he said; and then he added 
suddenly, “ Sheila, would you do me a great favour ? Mrs. 
Lorraine and her mother are leaving for the continent to-night. 
They dine at five ; and I am commissioned to ask you and your 
papa if you would go up with me and have some dinner with 
them, you know, before they start. Won’t you do that, Sheila? ” 

The girl shook her head, without answering. She had not 
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gone to any friend’s house since her husband had left London ; 
and that house above all others was calculated to awaken in 
her bitter recollections. 

“Won’t you, Sheila?” he said. “You used to go there. 
I know they like you very much. I have seen you very well 
pleased and comfortable there, and I thought you were enjoying 
yourself.” 

“ Yes, that is true,” she said ; and then she looked up, with 
a strange sort of smile on her lips, “ but ‘ what made the 
assembly shine I ’ ” 

That forced smile did not last long : the girl suddenly burst 
into tears, and rose, and went away to the window. Mackenzie 
came into the room ; he did not see his daughter was crying. 

“Well, Mr. Ingram, and are you coming with us to I.ewis ? 
We cannot always be staying in London, for there will be many 
things wanting the looking after in Borva, as you will know 
ferry well. And yet Sheila she will not go back ; and Mairi, 
too, she will be forgetting the ferry sight of her own people; 
but if you wass coming with us, Mr. Ingram, Sheila she would 
come too, and it would be feny good for her whatever.” 

“ I have brought you another jiroposal. Will you lake Sheila 
to see the Tyrol, and I will go with you ? ” 

“ The Tyrol ?” said Mr. Mackenzie. “ Ay, it is a ferry long 
way away, but if Sheila will care to go to the Tyrol — oh, yes 
I will go to the Tyrol, or anywhere if she will go out of London, 
for it is not good for a young girl to be always in the one house, 
and no company, and no variety; and I wass saying to Sheila 
what good will she do sitting by the window, and thinking over 
things, and crying sometimes — by Kott, it is a foolish thing 
for a young girl, and I will hef no more of it ! ” 

In other circumstances Ingram would have laughed at this 
dreadful threat. Despite the frown on the old man’s face, the 
sudden stamp of his foot, and the vehemence of his words, 
Ingram knew that if Sheila had turned round and said that 
she wished to be shut up in a dark room for the rest of her 
life, the old King of Borva would have said, “Terry well, 
Sheila,” in the meekest way, and would have been satisfied if 
only he could share her imprisonment with her. 

“ But first of all, Mr. Mackenzie, I have another proposal to 
make to you,” Ingram said ; and then he urged upon Sheila’s 
father to accept Mrs. Lorraine’s invitation. Mr. Mackenzie 
was nothing loth ; Sheila was living by far too monotonous a 
life. He went over to the window to her and said — 
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*• Sheila, my lass, you wass going nowhere else this evening ; 
and it would be ferry convenient to go with Mr Ingram, and 
he would see his friends away, and we could go to a theatre 
then. And it is no new thing for you to go to fine houses, and 
see other people, but it is new lo me, and you wass saying 
what a beautiful house it wass many a time, and I hef wished 
to see It And the people they are ferry kind, Sheila, to send 
me an invitation, and if they wass to come to the Lewis, what 
would you think if you asked them to come to your house, and 
they paid no heed to it ? Now, it is after four, Sheila, and if 
you w'ass to get ready novv ” 

“ Yes, I will go and get ready, papa,” she said 

Ingram had a vague consciousness that he was taking Sheila 
up to introduce to her Mrs Lorraine in a new character. 
Would Sheila look at the woman she used to fear and dislike 
m a wholly different fashion, and be prepared to adorn hei 
with all the graces which he had so oiten described to her? 
Ingram hoped that Shell i would get lo life Mrs Loriame, 
and that by and by a better aciiuamtani e betw^een them might 
lead to a warm and friendl) intimacy Somehow' he felt that if 
Sheila would betiay such a liking —if she would come to him 
and say honestly that she was rejoiced he meant to many — all 
his doubts would be cleaied away Sheih had already said 
pietty nearly as much as that, but then it followed whit she 
understood to be an announcement of his apj » caching mar- 
riage, and, of course, the girl’s kindly nituie at once suggested 
a few pictly specelus Sheila now knew that nothing was 
settled , after looking at ]\Irs Lorraine in the light of these 
new possibilities, would she eon e to him and council him to 
go on and challenge a decision ? 

Ml Mackenzie received with a grave dij nity and politeness 
the more than friendly welcome given him both by Mrs. 
Kavaingh and her daughter, and, m view of tneir approach 
mg tom, he gave them to undei stand that he had himself 
established somewhat familiar relations with foreign countries 
by reason of his meeting with the ships and sailois hailing from 
these distant shores He displayed a profound knowledge of 
the habits and customs, and of the natural products, of many 
remote lands, which were much further afield than a little bit 
of inland Germany. He lepresented the island of Eorva. 
indeed, as a sort of lighthouse fiom which you could survey 
pretty nearly all the countries of the globe ; and broadly hinted 
that, so far from insular prejudice being the fiiiit of living in 
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such a place, a general intercourse with diverse peoples tended 
to widen the understanding and throw light on the various 
social experiments that had been made by the lawgivers, the 
philanthropists, the philosophers of the world. 

It seemed to Sheila, as she sat and listened, that the pale, 
calm, and clear-eyed young lady opposite her was not quite so 
self-possessed as usual. She seemed shy, and a little self-con- 
scious. Did she suspect that she was being observed, Sheila 
wondered ; and the reason ? When dinner was announced 
she took Sheila’s arm, and allowed Mr. Ingiam to follow them, 
protesting, into the other room ; but there was much more ol 
embarrassment and timidity than of an audacious mischief in 
her look. She was very kind indeed to Slieila ; but she had 
wholly abandoned that air of maternal patronage which she 
used to assume towards the girl. She seemed to wish to be 
more friendly and confidential with her ; and, indeed, scarcely 
spoke a word to Ingram during dinner, so persistently did she 
talk to Sheila, who sat next her. 

Ingram gof vexed. 

“Mrs. Lorraine,” he said, “you seem to forget that this is a 
solemn occasion. You ask us to a farewell banquet ; but 
instead of observing the proper ceremonies, you pass the time 
in talking about fancy-work, and music, and other ordinary 
every-day trifles.” 

“ W[)at are the ceremonies?” she said. 

“ Well,” he answered, “ you need not occupy the time with 
crochet ” 

“ Mrs. Lavender and I are very well pleased to talk about 
trifles.” 

“But I am not,” he said, bluntly, “ and I am not going to be 
shut out by a conspiracy. Come, let us talk about your journey.” 

“ Will my lord give his commands as to the point at which 
we shall start the conversation ? ” 

“You may skip the Channel." 

“ I wish I could,” she rem.arked with a sigh. 

“ We shall land you in Paris. How are we to know that 
you have arrived safely ? ” 

She looked embarrassed for a moment, and then said — 

“ If it is of any consequence for you to know, I shall be 
writing in any case to Mrs. Lavender, about some little private 
matter.” 

Ingram did not receive this promise with any great show of 
delight. 
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" You see,” he said, somewhat glumly, “ if I am to meet you 
anywhere, I should like to know the various stages of your 
route, so that I could guard against our missing each other.” 

“ You have decided to go then ? ” 

Ingram, not looking at her, but looking at Sheila, said 
“ Yes ! ” and Sheila, despite all her efforts, could not help 
glancing up with a brief smile and blush of pleasure that were 
quite visible to everybody. Mrs. Lorraine struck in, with a 
sort of nervous haste, — 

“ Oh, that will be very pleasant for mamma ; for she gets 
rather tired of me at times when we are travelling. Two 
women who always read the same sort of books, and have the 
same opinions about the people they meet, and have precisely 
the same tastes in everything, are not very amusing com- 
panions for each other. You want a little discussion thrown 
in ” 

“ And if w'e meet Mr. Ingram we are sure to have that,” 
Mrs. Kavanagh said, benignly. 

“ And you want somebody to give you new opinions, and 
put things differently, you know. I am sure mamma will be 
most kind to you, if you can make it convenient to spend a few 
days with us, Mr. Ingram,” 

“And I have been trying to persuade Mr. Mackenzie and 
this young lady to come also,” said Ingram. 

“ Oh, that would be delightful!” Mrs. Lorraine cried, sud- 
denly taking Sheila’s hand. “ You will come, won’t you? We 
should have such a pleasant party. I am sure your papa would 
be most interested ; and we are not tied to any route — tv'e 
should go wherever you pleased.” 

She would have gone on beseeching and .advising, but she 
saw something in Sheila’s face which told her that all her 
efforts would be unavailing. 

“It is very kind of you,” Sheila said, “but I do not think 
1 can go to the Tyrol.” 

“ Then you will go back to the Lewis, Sheila ? ” her father 
said. 

“ I cannot go back to the Lewis, papa,” she said simply ; 
and at tliis point Ingram, perceiving how painful the discus- 
sion was for the girl, suddenly called attention to the hour, 
and asked Mrs. Kavanagh if all her portmanteaus were 
strapped up. 

They drove in a body down to the station j and Mr. Ingram 
was most assiduous in supplying the two travellers with an 
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abundance of everything they could not possibly want. He 
got them a reading-lamp, though both of them declared they 
never read in a train. He got them some eau-de-cologne, 
though they had plenty in their travelling case. He purchased 
for them an amount of miscellaneous literature that would have 
been of benefit to a fiospital — provided that the patients were 
strong enough to bear it ■, and then bade them good-bye at 
least half-a dozen times as tlie tiain was slowly moving out of 
the station, and made the most solemn vosvs about meeting 
them at Bregenz. 

“ Now, Sheila,” he said, “shall we go to a theatre ? ” 

“ I do not care to go unless you wish,” was the answer. 

“She does not care to go anywhere now,” her father said ; 
and then the girl, seeing th.at he was rather distressed about 
her apparent want of interest, pulled herself together and said, 
cheerfully — 

“ Is it not too late to go to a theatie ^ And I am sure we 
could be veiy comfortable at home. Mairi, she will think it 
very unkind if we go to the theatre by ourselves.” 

“ Mairi ? ” said her father, impatiently, forlie never lost an 
opportunity of indirectly justifying Lavender. “Main has 
more sense than you, Sheila, and she knows that a servant-lass 
has to stay at home, and she knows that .she is ferry different 
from you, and she is a feriy good girl whatever, and bass no 
pride, and she does not expect nonsense in going about and 
such things.” 

“ I am quite sure, papa, you would rather go home and sit 
down and have a talk with Mr. Ingram, and a pipe, and a little 
whisky, than go to any theatre.” 

“ what I would do ' And what I would like ! ” said her 
father, in a vexed way. “Sheila, you have no more sense as a 
lass that wass still at the school. I want you to go to the 
theatre, and amuse yourself, instead of sitting in the house, 
and thinking, thinking, thinking. And all for what ? ” 

“ But if one has something to be sorry for, is it not better 
to tliink of it ? ” 

“And what hef jw/ to be sorry for?” said her father, in 
amazement, and forgetting that, in his diplomatic fashion, he 
had been accustoming Sheila to the notion that she, too, might 
have erred grievously and been in part responsible for all that 
had occurred. 

“ I have a great deal to be sorry for, papa,” she said ; and 
then she renewed her entreaties that her two companions should 
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abandon their notion of going to a theatre, and resolved to 
spend the rest of the evening in what she consented to call her 
home. 

After all they formed a comfortable little company when they 
sat round the fire, which had been lit for cheerfulness rather 
than for warmth ; and Ingram, at least, was in a particularly 
pleasant mood. For Sheila had seized the oppoitunity, when 
her father had gone out of the room for a few minutes, to say 
suddenly — 

“ Oh, my dear friend, if you care for her, you have a great 
happiness before you.” 

“ Why, Sheila ? ” he said, staring. 

“ She cares for you more tlian you can think — I saw it to- 
night in everything she said and did.” 

“ I thought she was just a trifle saucy, do you know. She 
shunted me out of the conversation altogether.” 

Sheila shook her head and smiled. 

“ She was embarrassed. She suspects that you like her, and 
that I know it, and that I came to see her. If you ask her to 
marry you, she will do it gladly.” 

“ Sheila,” Ingram said, with a severity that was not in his 
heart, “you must not say such things. You might make fearful 
mischief by putting these wild notions into people’s heads.” 

“ They are not wild notions,” she said, quietly. “ A woman 
can tell what another woman is thinking about better than a 
man.” 

“ And am I to go to the Tyrol and ask her to marry me ? ” 
he said, with the air of a meek scholar. 

“ I should like to see you married — very, very much indeed,” 
Sheila said. 

“ And to her ? ” 

“ Yes, to her,” the girl said, frankly. “ For I am sure she 
has a great regard for you, and she is clever enough to put value 
on — on — but I cannot flatter you, Mr. Ingram.” 

“ Shall I send you word about what happens in the Tyrol ?” 
he said, still with the humble air of one receiving instructions. 

“ Yes.” 

“ And if she rejects me, w'hat shall I do ? ” 

“ She will not reject you.” 

“ Shall I come to you for consolation, and ask you what you 
meant by driving me on such a blunder ? ” 

“If she rejects you,” Sheila said, with a smile, “it will be 
your own fault, and you will deserve it. For you are a little 
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too harsh with her, and you have too much authority, and I am 
surprised that she will be so amiable under it. Because, you 
know, a woman expects to be treated with much gentleness and 
deference before she has said she will marry — she likes to be 
entreated, and coaxed, and made much of ; but instead of that, 
you are very overbearing with Mrs. I^orraine.” 

“ I did not mean to be, Sheila,” he said, honestly enough. 
“ If anything of the kind happened, it must have been in a 
joke.” 

“ Oh no, not a joke,” Sheila said ; “and I have noticed it 
before — the very first evening you came to their house. And 
perhaps you did not know of it yourself ; and then Mrs. 
Lorraine, she is clever enough to see that you did not mean to be 
disrespectful. But she will expect you to alter that a great deal 
if you ask her to marry you — ^that is, until you are married.” 

“ Have I ever been overbearing to you, Sheila ? ” he asked. 

“To me? Oh no. You have always been very gentle to 
me ; but I know how that is. AVhen you first knew me, I was 
almost a child, and you treated me like a child ; and ever since 
then it has always been the same. But to others — yes, you are 
too unceremonious ; and Mrs. Lorraine will expect you to be 
much more mild and amiable, and you must let her have 
opinions of her own ” 

“ Sheila, you give me to understand that I am a bear,” he 
said, in tones of injured protest. 

Sheila laughed. 

“ Have I told you the truth at last ? It was no matter as 
long as you had ordinary acquaintances to deal with. But now, 
if you wish to marry that pretty lady, you must be much more 
gentle if you are discussing anything with her ; and if she says 
anything that is not very wise, you must not say bluntly that it 
is foolish, but you must smooth it away, and put her right 
gently, and then she will be grateful to you. But if you say to 
her, ‘ Oh, that is nonsense,’ as you might say to a man, you will 
hurt her very much. The man would not care ; he would 
think you were stupid to have a different opinion from him ; 
but a woman fears she is not as clever as the man she is talking 
to, and likes his good opinion ; and if he says something care- 
less like that, she is sensitive to it, and it wounds her. To- 
night you contradicted Mrs. Lorraine about the h in those 
Italian words ; and I am quite sure you were rvrong. She 
knows Italian much better than you do ; and yet she yielded 
to you very prettily.” 
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“ Go on, Sheila ; go on,” he said, with a resigned air 
“ What else did T do ? ” 

“ Oh, a great many rude things. You should not have 
contradicted Mrs. Kavanagh about the colour of an amethyst ' ” 

“But why? You know she was wrong, and she said her 
self a minute afterwards that she was thinking of a sapphire ” 

“ But you ought not to contradict a person older than your- 
self,” said Sheila, sententiously. 

“ Goodness gracious me ' Because one person is bom in 
one year, and one in another, is that any reason why you should 
say that an amethyst is blue ? Mr. Mackenzie, come and talk 
to this girl She is trying to pervert my principles. She says 
that in talking to a woman you have to abandon all hope of 
being accurate, and that respect for the truth is not to be thought 
of. Because a woman has a pretty face she is to be allowed to 
say that black is white, and white pea green. And if you say 
.inything to the contrary, you are a brute, and had better go 
and bellow by yourself in a wilderness ” 

“ Sheila IS quite right,” said old Mackenzie, at a venture. 

“ Oh, do you think so ? ” Ingram asked, coolly. “ Then I 
can understand how her moral sentiment has been destroyed ; 
and It IS easy to see where she has got a set of opinions that 
strike at the very roots of a respectable and decent society.” 

“ Do you know,” said Sheila, seriously, “ that it is very rude 
of you to say so, even in jest ? If you treat Mrs. Lorraine in 
this way ” 

She suddenly stopped Her father had not heard, being 
busy among his pipes. So the subject was discreetly dropped, 
Ingram reluctantly promising to pay some attention to Sheila’s 
precepts of politeness 

Altogether, it was a pleasant evening they had , but when 
Ingram had left, Mr. Mackenzie said to his daughter — 

“Now, look at this, Sheila When Mr Ingrain goes away 
from London, you hef no friend at all then in the place, and 
you are quite alone. Why will you not come to the Lewus, 
Sheila ? It IS no one there will know anything of what has 
happened here , and Main she is a good girl, and she will 
hold her tongue” 

“They will ask me why I come back without my husband,” 
Sheila said, looking down. 

“ Oh, you will leave that all to me,” said her father, who 
knew he had surely sufficient skill to thwart the curiosity of a 
few simple creatures m Borva. “ There is many a girl hass to 
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go hou.e for a time, while her husband he is away on his busi- 
ness ; and there will no one hef the right to ask you any more 
than I will tell them, and I will tell them what they should 
know — oh, yes, I will tell them ferry well, and you will hef no 
trouble about it. And Sheila, you are a good lass, and you 
know that I hef many things to attend to that is not easy to 
write about ” 

“ I do know that, papa,” the girl said, “ and many a time 
have I wished you would go back to the Lewis.” 

“And leave you here by yourself ? Why, you are talking 
foolishly, Sheila But now, Sheila, you will see how you could 
go back with me. and it would be a ferry different thing for you 
running about m the fresh air than shut up in a room m the 
middle of a town. And you are not looking ferry well, my lass, 
and Scarlett she will hef to take the chaige of you.” 

“ I will go to the Lewis with you, papa, when you please,” 
she said , and he was glad and proud to hear her decision , but 
there was no happy light of anticipation in her eyes, such as 
ought to have been awakened by this projected journey to the 
far island which she had known as her home. 

And so It was, that one rough and blustering afternoon the 
Clansman steamed into Stornoway harbour , and Sheila, casting 
timid and furtive glances towaids the quay, saw Duncan stand- 
ing there, with the waggonette some little distance back, under 
charge of a boy. Duncan was a proud man that day. He 
was the first to shove the gangway on to the vessel, and he was 
the first to get on board ; and in another minute Sheila found 
the tall, keen-eyed, brown faced keeper before her, and he was 
talking in a rapid and eager fasnion, throwing m an occasional 
scrap of Gaelic in the mere hurry of liis words 

“ Oh yes, Miss Sheila, Scarlett she is ferry well whatever, but 
there is nothing will make her so well as your coming back to 
sa Lewis, and w e wass saying yesterday that it looked as if it 
wass more as three or four years, or six years, since you went 
away from sa Lewis, but now it iss no time at all, for you are 
just the same Miss Sheila as we knew before , and there is not 
one m all Borva but will think it iss a good day this day that 
you will come back ” 

“ Duncan ! ” said Mackenzie, with an impatient stamp of his 
foot, “ why will you talk like a foolish man ? Get the luggage 
to the shore, instead of keeping us all the day in the boat.” 

“ Oh, ferry well, Mr. Mackenzie,” said Duncan, departing 
with an injured air, and grumbling as he went; “ it iss no new 
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tiling to you to see Miss Sheila, and you will have no thocht 
for anyone but yourself. But I will get out the luggage— oh, 
yes , I will get out the luggage.” 

Sheila, in trutli, had but little luggage with her; but she 
remained on board the boat until Duncan was quite ready to 
start, for she did not wish just then to meet any of her friends 
in Stornoway. Then she stepped ashoie, and crossed the quay, 
and got into the waggonette; and the two horses, whom she 
had caressed for moment, seemed to know that they were carry- 
ing Sheila back to her own countiy, from the speed with which 
they rattled out of the town, and away into the lonely moorland. 

Mackenzie let them have their way Past the solitary lakes 
they went, fiast the long stretches of undulating morass, past 
the lonely sheilmgs perched far up on the hills ; and the rough 
and blustering ivind blew about them, and the grey clouds 
hurried by, and the old, strong bearded man who shook the 
reins and gave the horses ihcir heads, could have laughed aloud 
in his joy that he was diiving his daughter home But Sheila 
— she sat there as one dead , and Main, timidly regarding her, 
wondered what the impassible face and the bewildeied, sad 
eyes meant. Did she not smell the sweet strong scent of the 
heather? JIad she no interest in the great birds that were 
circling in the air o\er by the Baiblias mountains > Where was 
the pleasure she used to exhibit in remembering the curious 
names of the small lakes they jiassed ? 

And lo ! the rough grey day broke asunder, and a great blaze 
of fire ajipeared in the west, shining across the moors and 
touching the blue slopes of the distant hills. Sheila was getting 
near to the region of beautiful sunsets and lambent twilights, 
and the constant movement and mystery of the sea. Over- 
head the heavy clouds were still hurned on by the wand ; and 
in the south the eastern slopes of the hills and the moors weie 
getting to be of a soft pm pie, but all along the ivest, where 
her home was, lay a great flush of gold, and she knew that Loch 
Roig was shining there, and the gable of the house at Bona- 
bost getting warm in the be.autiful light 

“It IS a good afternoon you will be getting lo see Eorva 
again,” her father said to her, but all the answer she made was 
to ask her father not to stop at Garra-na hina, but to drive 
straight on to Callernish. She would visit the people at Gan a 
na hina some other day. 

The boat was waiting for them at Callernish, and the boa 
was the Maighdean-mhai a 
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“ How pretty she is ! How have you kept her so well, Dun- 
can? ” said Sheila, her face lighting up for the first time, as she 
went down the path to the bright-painted little vessel that 
scarcely rocked in the water below. 

“ Bekass we neffer knew but that it was this week, or the 
week before, or the next week you would come back, Miss 
Sheila, and you would want your boat ; but it wass Mr. Mac- 
kenzie himself, it wass he that did all the pentin of the boat, 
and it iss as well done as Mr. McNicol could have done it, and 
a great deal better than that mirover.” 

“ Won’t you steer her yourself, Sheila ? ” her father suggested, 
glad to see that she was at last being interested and pleased. 

“ Oh, yes ; I will steer her, if I have not forgotten all the 
points that Duncan taught me.” 

“ And I am sure you hef not done that, Miss Sheila,” Duncan 
said ; “ for there wass no one knew Loch Roag better as you, 
not one, and you hef not been so long away ; and when you 
tek the tiller in your hand, it will all come back to you just as 
if you wass going away from Borva the day before yesterday.” 

She certainly had not forgotten ; and she was proud and 
pleased to see how well the shapely little craft performed its 
duties. They had a favourable wind, and ran rapidly along the 
opening channels, until, in due course, they glided into the well- 
known bay over which, and shining in the yellow light from the 
sunset, they saw Sheila’s house. 

She had escaped so far the trouble of meeting friends ; but 
she could not escape her friends in Borvabost. They had 
waited for her for hours, not knowing when the Clansman might 
arrive at Stornoway ; and now they crowded down to the shore, 
and there was a great shaking of hands, and an occasional sob 
from some old crone, and a thousand repetitions of the familiar 
“ And are you ferry well, Miss Sheila ? ” from small children 
who had come across from the village in defiance of mothers 
and fathers. And Sheila’s face brightened into a wonderful 
gladness, and she had a hundred questions to ask for one answer 
she got, and she did not know what to do with the number of 
small brown fists that wanted to shake hands with her. 

“ Will you let Miss Sheila alone ? ” Duncan called out, adding 
something in Gaelic which came strangely from a man who 
sometimes reproved his own master for swearing. “ Get away 
with you, you brats j it wass better you would be in your 
beds than bothering people that wass come all the way from 
Styornoway.” 
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Then they all went up in a body to the house ; and Scarlett^ 
who had neither eyes, ears, nor hands but for the young gir\ 
who had been the very pride of her heart, was nigh driven to 
distraction by Mackenzie’s stormy demands for oatcake, and 
glasses, and whisky. Scarlett angrily remonstrated with her 
husband for allowing this rabble of people to interfere with 
the comfort of Miss Sheila , and Duncan, taking her reproaches 
with great good humour, contented himself with doing her 
work, and went and got the cheese, and the plates, and the 
whisky, while Scarlett, with a hundred endearing phrases, was 
helping Sheila to take off her travelling things. And Sheila, it 
turned out, had brought with her in her portmanteau certain 
huge and wonderful cakes, not of oatmeal, from Glasgow ; and 
these were soon on the great table m the kitchen, and Sheila 
herself distributing pieces to those small folks who were so 
awe -stricken by tlie sight of this strange dainty, that they forgot 
her injunctions and thanked her timidly in Gaelic. 

“ Well, Sheila, my lass,” said her father to her, as they stood 
at the door of the house and watched the troop of their friends, 
children and all, go over the hill to Boivabost, in the red light 
of the sunset, “ and are you glad to be home again ?” 

“ Oh, yes,” she said, heartily enough , and Mackenzie thought 
that things weie going on fav'ourably. 

“ You hef no such sunsets in the south, Sheila,” he observed, 
loftily casting his eye around, .although he did not usually pay 
much attention to the picturesqueness of his native island; 
“now look at the light there iss on Suamabhal. Do you see 
the led on the watci down thcie, She.la ? Oh yes, 1 thought 
you would say it was ferry beautiful — it is a feiry good colour 
on the water. 1 he water looks ferry well when it is red. You 
hef no such things in London — not any', Slieila. Now we 
must go indoors ; for these things you can see any day here, 
and we must not keep our friends waiting ” 

An ordinary, dullwitted, or careless man might have been 
glad to have a litde quiet after so long and tedious a jouiney , 
but Mr. Mackenzie was no such person. He had resolved to 
guard against Sheila’s first evening at home being in any way 
languid or monotonous ; and so he had asked one or two of 
his especial friends to remain and have supper with them. 
Moreover, he did not w>ish the girl to spend the rest of the 
evening out-of-doors, when the melancholy time of the twilight 
drew over the hills, and the sea began to sound remote and 
sad. Sheila should have a comfortable evening indoors ; and 
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be would himself, after supper, when the small parlour was well 
lit up, sing for her one or two songs, just to keep the thing 
going, as It were. He would let nobody else sing. These 
Gaelic songs were not the sort of music to make people 
cheerful. And if Sheila herself would sing for them ? 

And Sheila did. And her father chose the songs for hei, 
and they were the blithest he could find, and the girl seemed 
really in excellent spirits. They had their pipes and their hot 
whisky and water in this little parlour , Mr. Mackenzie ex- 
plaining that although his daughter was accustomed to spacious 
and gilded drawing rooms, where such a thing was impossible 
she would do anything to make her friends welcome and com- 
fortable, and they might fill their glasses and their pipes with 
impunity. And Sheila sang again and again, all cheerful and 
sensible English songs ; and she listened to the odd jokes and 
stories her friends had to tell her ; and Mackenzie was delighted 
with the success of his plans and precautions. Was not hei 
very appearance now a triumph? She w'as laughing, smiling, 
talking to everyone , he had not seen her so happy for many 
a day 

In the midst of it all, when the night had come on apace, 
what was this wild skirl outside that made everybody start ? 
Mackenzie jumped to his feet, with an angry vow in his heart, 
that if this “ teffle of a piper John” should come down the 
hill playing “ Lochaber no more ” or “ Cha till mi tuilich,” or 
any other mournful tune, he would have his chanter broken in 
a thousand sphnieis over his head But what was the wild 
air that came nearer and nearer, until John marched into the 
house, and came, with ribbons and pipes, to the very door of 
the room which was flung open to him ? Not a very appro- 
pnate air, perhaps, for it was — 

“ The Campbells are coming, oho ' ono ' 

The C impbells, are coming, oho ' oho ! 

The Campbells are coming to bonny Lochleven > 

The Campbells are coming, oho ! oho 1 ” 

but it was, to Mr. Mackenzie’s rare delight, a right good joyous 
tune, and it was meant as a welcome to Sheila, and forthwith 
he caught the white-haired piper by the shoulder, and dragged 
him in, and said — 

“ Put down your pipes and come into the house, John ! 
Put down your pipes, and tek off your bonnet, and we shall 
hef a good dram together this night, by Kott ! And it is 
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Sheila herself will pour out the whisky for you, John; and she 
IS a good Highland girl, and she knows the piper was never 
born that could be hurt by whisky, and the whisky was neffer 
yet made that could hurt a piper. What do you say to that, 
John ? ” 

John did not answer; he was standing before Sheila, with 
his bonnet in his hand, but with his pipes still proudly over 
his shoulder. And he took the glass ftom her, and called out 
“Shlainte !” and drained every drop of it out to welcome 
Mackenzie’s daughter home. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

THE VOYAGE OF THE “ PHCEBE.” 

It was a cold morning in January, and up here among the 
Jura hills the clouds had melted into a small and chilling rain 
that fell ceaselessly. The great “Paps of Jura” were hidden 
in the mist ; even the valleys near at hand were vague and 
dismal in the pale fog ; and the Sound of Islay, lying below, 
and the far sea beyond, were gradually growing indistinguish- 
able. In a rude little sheiling, built on one of the plateaus ot 
rock, Frank Lavender sat alone, listening to the plashing of 
the rain without. A rifle that he had just carefully dried lay 
across his knees. A brace of deerhounds had stretched out 
their paws on the earthen floor, and had put their long noses 
between their paws to produce a little warmth. It was, indeed, 
a cold and damp morning; and the little hut was pervaded 
with a smell of wet wood, and also of peat-ashes, for one of 
the gillies had tried to light a fire, but the peats had gone out. 

It was Lavender who had let the fire go out. He had for- 
gotten it. He was thinking of other things — of a song, mostly, 
that Sheila used to sing ; and lines of it went hither and 
thither through his brain, as he recalled the sound of her 
voice ; — 

“ Haste to thy barque, 

Coastwise steer not ; 

Sail wide of Mull, 

J lira near not ! 

“ Farewell, she said. 

Her last pang subduing, 

Brave MacIntyre, 

Costly thy wooing 1 ’’ 
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There came into the sheiling a little wiry old keeper, with 
shaggy grey hair and keen black eyes. 

“ Cosh bless me ! ” he said, petulantly, as he wrung the rain 
out of his bonnet, “ you hef let the peats go out, Mr. Lavender, 
and who will tell when the rain will go off?” 

“ It can’t last long, Neil. It came on too suddenly for that. 
I thought we were going to get one fine day when we started 
this morning ; but you don’t often manage that here, Neil." 

“ Indeed no, sir,” said Neil, who was not a native of Jura, 
and was as eager as anyone to abuse the weather prevailing 
there ; “ it is a ferry bad place for the weather. If the 
Almichty were to tek the sun away a’ tagether, it would be days 
and weeks and days before you would find it oot. But it iss a 
good thing, sir, you will get the one stag before the mist came 
down ; and he is not a stag, mirover, but a fine big hart, and 
a royal, too, and I hef not seen many finer in the Jura hills. 
Oh, yes, sir, when he wass crossing the burn, I made out his 
points ferry well, and I wass saying to myself, ‘ Now, if Mr. 
Lavender will get this one, it will be a grand day this day, and 
it will make up for many a wet day among the hills.’ ” 

“ They haven’t come back with the pony yet ? ” Lavender 
asked, laying down his gun and going to the door of the 
hut. 

“ Oh no,” Neil said, following him, “ it i.ss a long way to get 
the powny, and maybe they will stop at Mr. MacDougall’s to 
hef a dram. And Mr. MacDougall was saying to me yesterday 
that the ferry next time you wass shoot a royal, he would have 
the horns dressed and the head stuffed to make you a present, 
for he is ferry proud of the picture of Miss Margaret, and he 
will say to me many’s sa time that 1 wass to gif you the ferry 
best shooting, and not to be afraid of disturbing sa deer, when 
you had a mind to go out. And I am not sure, sir, we will 
not get another stag to tek down with us yet, if the wind would 
carry away the mist, for the rain, that is nearly off now, and as 
you are very wet, sir, already, it iss no matter if we go down 
through the glen and cross the water to get the side of Ben 
Bheulah.” 

“That is true enough, Neil; and I fancy the clouds are 
beginning to lift. And there they come with the pony.” 

Neil directed his glass towards a small group that appeared 
to be coming up the side of the valley below them, and that 
was still at some considerable distance. 

“ Cosh bless me ! ” he cried, “ what is that ? There iss two 
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strangers — oh yes, indeed, and mirover and there is one of 
them on the pony.” 

Lavender’s heart leaped within him. If they were strangers, 
they were coming to see him ; and how long was it since he 
had seen the face of any one of his old friends and companions ? 
It seemed to him years. 

“Is it a man or a woman on the pony, Neil?” he asked, 
hurriedly, with some wild fancy flashing through his brain. 
“ Give me the glass ! ” 

“ Oil, it is a man,” said Neil, handing over the glass. 
“ What would a woman be doing up sa hills on a morning like 
this ? ” 

The small party below came up out of the grey mist ; and 
Lavender in the distance heard a long view-halloo. 

“ Cott tarn them!” said Neil, at a venture “There is not 
a deer on Benan Cabrach that will not hear them ! " 

“But if these strangers are coming to see me, I fear we 
must leave the deer alone, Neil.” 

“Ferry well, sir, ferry well, sir, it is a b.ad day whatever; 
and it is not many strangers will come to Jura. I suppose 
they hef come to Port Ascaig, and taken the ferry across the 
Sound.” 

“ I am going to meet them on chance,” Lavender said ; and 
he set off along the side of the deep valley, leaving Neil with 
the dogs and the rifles. 

“ Hillo, Johnny ! ” he cried, in amazement, when he came 
upon the advancing group. “And you, Mosenberg! By Jove, 
how did you ever get here? ” 

There was an abundance of hand-shaking and incoherent 
questions when young Mosenberg jumped down on the wet 
heather, and the three friends had actually met. Lavender 
scarcely knew what to say : these two faces were so strange, 
and yet so familiar ; their appearance there was so unexpected, 
his pleasure so great. 

“ I can’t believe my eyes yet, Johnny. Why did you bring 
him here ? Don’t you know what you will have to put up with 
in this place. Well, this docs do a fellow’s heart good. I am 
awfully pleased to see you, and it is very kind of you ” 

“But I am very cold,” the handsome Jew-boy said, swinging 
his arms and stamping his feet “Wet boots, wet carts, wet 
roads, wet saddles, and everywhere cold, cold, cold ” 

“ And he won’t drink whisky, so what is he to expect ? ” 
Johnny Eyre said. 
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“ Cot.^e along up to a little hut here," Lavender said, “ and 
we’ll try to get a fire lit. And I have some brandy tliere ” 

“ And you have plenty of water to mix with it,” said the bey, 
looking mournfully around. “Very good. Let us hav^ the 
fire and the warm drink ; and then, you know the story oi the 
music that was frozen in the trumpet, and that all came out 
when it was thawed at a fire? When we get warm we have 
very great news to tell you — oh, veiy great news indeed.” 

“ I dbn’t want any news — I want your company. Come 
along, like good fellows, and leave the news for afterwards. 
The men are going on with a pony to fetch a stag that has 
been shot — they won’t be back for an hour, I suppose, at the 
soonest. This is the sheiling up here, where the brandy is 
secreted. Now, Neil, help us to get up a bla/e. If any of 
you have newspapers, letters, or anything that will set a few 
sticks on fire ” 

“ I have a box of wax matches,” Jolinny said, “and I krou 
how to light a peat-fire better than any man in the country.” 

He was not very successful at first, for the peats were a trifle 
damp ; but in the end he conquered, and a very fair blaze was 
produced, although the smoke that filled the shelling had nearly 
blinded Mosenberg's eyes. Ihen Lavender jiroduced a small 
tin pot and a solitary tumbler; and they boiled some water, 
and lit their pipes, and made themselves seats of peat round 
the lire. Ail the while a brisk conveisation was going on, some 
portions of which astonished Lavender considerably. 

For months back, indeed, he had almost cut himself off from 
the civilized world. His addiess was known to one or two 
persons ; and sometimes they sent him a letter ; but he was 
a bad coirespondciit. The news of Ins aunt’s death did not 
reach him till a fortnight after the funeral , and then it was by 
a singular chance that he noticed it m the columns of an old 
new.spapcr. 

“ That IS the only thing I regret about comiug away,” he was 
saying to these twm friends of liis, “ I should like to have seen 
the old woman before she died. She w'as veiy kind to me.” 

“Well,” said Johnny F.yre, with a shake of tlie head, “that 
is all very well ; but a mere outsider like myself — you see it 
looks to me a little unnatural that she should go and leave her 
money to a mere friend, and not to her owm relations ” 

“ I am very glad she did,” lavender said. “ I had as good 
as asked her to do it long before. And Ted Ingram will 
make a better use of it than I ever did.” 
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It is all very well for you to say so now, after all this fuss 
about those two pictures; but suppose she had left you to 
starve ? ’’ 

“ Never mind suppositions," Lavender said, to get rid of the 
subject. “ Tell me, Mosenberg, how is that overture of yours 
getting on ? " 

“ It is nearly finished," said the lad, with a flush of pleasure, 
“ and I have shown it in rough to two or three good friends, 
and — shall I tell you? — it may be performed at the Crystal 
Palace. But that is a chance. And the fate of it, that is also 
a chance. But you — you have succeeded all at once, and 
brilliantly, and all the world is talking of you ; and yet you go 
away among mountains, and live in the cold and wet, and you 
might as well be dead.” 

“ What an ungrateful boy it is ! " Lavender cried. “ Here 
you have a comfortable fire, and hot brandy-and-water, and 
biscuits, and cigars if you wish ; and you talk about people 
wishing to leave these things and die ! Don’t you know that 
in half-an-hour’s time you will see that pony come back with a 
deer — a royal hart — slung across it ; and won’t you be proud 
when MacDougall takes you out and gives you a chance of 
driving home such a prize? Then you will carry the horns 
back to lyondon, and you will have them put up, and you will 
discourse to your friends of the span, and the pearls of the 
antlers, and the crockets ! To-night after supper you will see 
the horns and the head brought into the room, and if you 
fancy that you yourself shot the stag, you will see that this life 
among the hills has its compensations.’’ 

“ It is a very cold life," the lad said, passing his hands over 
the fire. 

“ That is because you won’t drink anything,” said Johnny 
Eyre, against whom no such charge could be brought. “ And 
don’t you know that the drinking of whisky is a provision in- 
vented by nature to guard human beings like you and me from 
cold and wet ? You are flying in the face of Providence if you 
don't drink whisky among the Scotch hills.” 

“And have you people to talk to ?” said Mosenberg, looking 
at Lavender with a vague wonder, for he could not understand 
why any man should choose such a life. 

“Not many.” 

“ Yfliat do you do on the long evenings when you are by 

urself?” 

“ Well it isn’t very cheerful ; but it does a man good service 
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sometimes to be alone for a time ; it lets him find himself 
out.” 

“You ought to be up in London, to have all the praise of 
the people about your two pictures. Everyone is talking of 
them ; the newspapers, too — have you seen the newspapers ? ” 

“ One or two. But all I know of these two pictures is de- 
rived from offers forwarded me by the Secretary at the Exhibition 
Rooms. I was surprised when I got them at first. But never 
mind them. Tell me more about the people one used to 
know. What about Ingram now ? Has he cut the Board of 
Trade ? Does he drive in the Park ? Is he still in his rooms 
in Sloane Street ? ” 

“ Then you have had no letters from him ? ” Mosenberg said, 
with some surprise. 

“ No. Probably he does not know where I am. In any 
case ” 

“ But he is going to be married ! ” Mosenberg cried. “ You 
did not know that ? And to Mrs. Lorraine ? ” 

“ You don’t say so ! Why, he used to hate her — but that 
was before he knew her. To Mrs. Lorraine ?” 

“ Yes. And it is amusing. She is so proud of him. And 
if he speaks at the table, she will turn away from you, as if 
you were not worth listening to, and have all her attention for 
him. And whatever is his opinion, she will defend that, and 
you must not disagree with her — oh, it is very amusing ! " And 
the lad laughed, and shook back his curls. 

“ It is an odd thing,” Lavender said ; “ but many a time, 
long before Ingram ever saw Mrs. Lorraine, I used to imagine 
these two married. I knew she was just the sort of clever, 
independent, clear-headed woman, to see Ingram’s strong 
points, and rate them at their proper value. But I never 
expected anything of the sort, of course j for I had always a 
notion that some day or other he would be led into marrying 
some pretty, gentle, and soft-headed young thing, whom he 
would have to take through life in a protecting sort of way, 
and who would never be a real companion for him. So he is to 
many Mrs. Lorraine, after all ! Well, he won’t become a man 
of fashion, despite all his money. He is sure to start a yacht, 
for one thing. And they will travel a deal, I suppose. I must 
write and congratulate him.” 

“ I met him on the day I went to see your picture,” Mosen- 
berg said. “ Mrs. Lorraine was looking at it a long time, and 
at last she came back and said, ‘ The sea in that picture makes 
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me feel cold.’ That was a compliment, was it not ? Only you 
cannot get a good view very often ; for the people will not 
stand oack from the pictures. But everyone asks why you did 
noi keep these two over for the Academy.” 

“ I shall have other two for the Academy, 1 hope.” 

“ Commissions ? ” Johnny asked, with a practical air. 

“No. I have had some offers ; but I prefer to leave the 
thing open. But you have not told me how you got here yet,” 
Lavender added, continually breaking away from this subject of 
the pictures. 

“ In the Phoebe,” Eyre said. 

“ Is she in the bay ? ” 

“ Oh no. We had to leave her at Port Ellen to get a few 
small repairs done, and Mosenberg and I came on by road to 
Port Ascaig. Mind you, she was quite small enough to come 
round the Mull at this time of the year.” 

“ I should tliink so. What’s your crew ? ” 

“ Two men and a lad, besides Mosenberg and myself, and I 
can tell you we had our hands full sometimes.” 

“You’ve given up open boats with stone ballast now,” La- 
vender said, with a laugh. 

“ Rather. But it was no laughing matter,” Eyre added, with 
a sudden gravity coming over his face. “ It was the narrowest 
squeak I ever had, and I don’t know now how I clung on to 
that place till the day broke. When I came to myself and 
called out for you, I never expected to hear you answer ; and 
in the darkness, by Jove ! your voice sounded like the voice of 
a ghost. Plow you managed to drag me so far up that seaweed 
I can’t imagine ; and then the dipping down and under the 
boat ” 

“ It was that dip down that saved me,” Lavender said. “ It 
brought me to ; and made me scramble like a rat up the 
other side as soon as I felt my hands on the rock again. It 
was a narrow squeak, as you say, Johnny. Do you remember 
how black the place looked when the first light began to show 
in the sky ; and how we kept each other awake by calling ; 
and how you called ‘huirah !’ when we heard Donald ; and 
how strange it was to find ourselves so near the mouth of the 
harbour, after all ? During the night I fancied we must have 
been thrown on Battie Island, you know ” 

“ I do not like to hear about that,” young Mosenberg said. 
“ And always, if the wind came on strong, or if the skies grew 
black, Eyre would tell me all the story over again when we were 
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in this boat coming down by Arran and Cantyre. Let us go 
out and see if they come with the deer. Has the rain 
stopped ? ” 

At this moment, indeed, sounds of the approaching party 
were heard, and when Lavender and his friends went to the 
door, the pony, with the deer slung on to him, was just coming 
up. It was a sufficiently picturesque sight — the rude little 
sheiling with its peat-fire, the brown and wiry gillies, the slain 
deer roped on to the pony, and all around tlie wild magnificence 
of hill and valley clothed in moving mists. The rain had, 
indeed, cleared off ; but these pale white fogs still clung around 
the mountains, and rendered the valleys vague and shadowy. 
Lavender informed Neil that he would make no further effort 
that day ; he gave the men a glass of whisky all round ; and 
then, with his friends, he proceeded to make his way down to 
the small white cottage fronting the Sound of Islay, which had 
oeen his home for months back. 

Just before setting off, however, he managed to take young 
Mosenberg aside for a moment. 

“ I suppose,” he said, with his eyes cast down, “ I suppose 
you heard something from Ingram of— of Sheila?” 

“ Yes,” said the lad, rather bashfully. " Ingram had heard 
from her. She was still in Lewis.” 

“And well?” 

“ I think so ; yes,” said Mosenberg ; and then he added, 
with some hesitation, “ I should like to speak to you about it 
when we have the opportunity. There were some things that 
Mrs. Ingram said — I am sure he would like you to know 
them.” 

“ There was no message to me ? ” Lavender asked in a 
low voice. 

“ From her ? No But it was the opinion of Mr. Ing- 
ram " 

“ Oh, never mind that, Mosenberg,” said the other, turning 
away we.arily. “ I suppose you won’t find it too fatiguing to 
walk from here back ? It will warm you, you know ; and the 
old woman down there will get you something to eat. You may 
make it luncheon or dinner, as you like, for it will be nearly two 
by the time you get down. Then you can go for a prowl round 
the coast ; if it does not rain, I shall be working as long as there 
is daylight. Then we can have a dinner and supper combined 
in the evening. You will get venison and whisky.” 

“ Don’t you ever have anything else ? ” 
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“ Oh yes. The venison will be in honour of you. I generally 
have mutton and whisky." 

“Look here, Lavender,” the lad said, with considerable 
confusion, “the fact is — Eyre and I — we brought you a few 
things in the Phetbe — a little wine, you know, and some such 
things. To-morrow, if you could get a messenger to go down 
to Port Ellen — but no, I suppose we must go and work the 
boat up the Sound.” 

“ If you do that, I must go with you,” Lavender said, “ for 
the chances are that your skipper doesn’t know the currents in 
the Sound, and they are rather peculiar, I can tell you. So 
Johnny and you have brought me some wine. I wish we had 
it now, to celebrate your arrival; for I am afraid I can offer you 
nothing but whisky.” 

The old Highland woman who had charge of the odd little 
cottage in which Lavender lived was put into a state of violent 
consternation by the arrival of these two strangers ; but as 
Lavender said he would sleep on a couple of chairs, and give 
his bed to Mosenberg, and the sofa to Eyre, and as Mosenberg 
declared that the house was a marvel of neatness and comfort, 
and as Johnny assured her that he had frequently slept in a 
herring-barrel, she grew gradually pacified. There was little 
difficulty about plates and knives and forks at luncheon, which 
consisted of cold mutton and two bottles of ale that had some- 
how been overlooked; but all these minor inconveniences were 
soon smoothed over ; and then Lavender, carrying his canvas 
under his arm, and a portable easel over his shoulder, went 
down to the shore, bade his companions good-bye for a couple 
of hours, and left them to explore the winding and rocky coast 
of Jura. 

In the evening they had dinner in a small pailour, which was 
pretty well filled with a chest of drawers, a sofa, and a series of 
large canvasses. There was a peat-fire burning in the grate, 
and two candles on the table ; but the small room did not get 
oppressively hot, for each time the door was opened a draught 
of cold sea-air rushed in from the passage, sometimes blowing 
out one of the candles, but always sweetening the atmosphere. 
Then Johnny had some fine tobacco with him ; and Mosenberg 
had brought Lavender a present of a meerschaum pipe ; and 
presently a small kettla of hot water was put in requisition, and 
the friends drew round the fire. 

“ Well, it is good of you to come and see a fellow like this,” 
Lavender said, with a very apparent and hearty gratitude in Ids 
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face; “I can scarcely believe my eyes that it is true. And 
can you make any stay, Johnny? Have you brought your 
colours with you ? ” 

“ Oh no, I don’t mean to work," Johnny said. “ I have 
always had a fancy for a mid-winter cruise. It’s a hardening 
sort of thing, you know. You soon get used to it, don’t you, 
Mosenberg ? ’’ 

And Johnny grinned. 

“Not yet — I may afterwards,” said the lad. “ But at present 
this is more comfortable than being on deck at night when it 
rains and you know not where you are going.’’ 

“ But that was only your own perversity. You might just as 
well have stopped in the cabin and played that cornopean, and 
made yourself warm and comfortable. Really, Lavender, it’s 
very good fun ; and if you only watch for decent weather, you 
can go anywhere. Fancy our coming round the Mull with the 
Fhabe yesterday ! And we had quite a pleasant trip across to 
Islay.” 

“And where do you propose to go after leaving Jura?” 
Lavender asked. 

“ Well, you know, the main object of our cruise was to come 
and see you. But if you care to come with us for a few days, 
we will go wherever you like.” 

“ If you are going further north, I must go with you,” 
Lavender said, “for you are bound to drown yourself some day, 
Johnny if some one doesn’t take care of you.’’ 

There was no deep design in this project of Johnny’s ; but he 
had had a vague impression that Lavender might like to go north, 
if only to have a passing glimpse at the island he used to know. 

“ One of my fellows is well acquainted with the Hebrides," 
he said ; “ if you don’t think it too much of a risk, I should 
like it myself; for those northern islands must look uncommonly 
wild and savage in winter ; and one likes to have new ex- 
periences. Fancy, Mosenberg, what material you will get for 
your next piece — it will be full of storms, and seas, and thunder 
— you know how the wind whistles through the overture to the 
Diamants de la Couronne 

“ It will whistle through us,” said the boy, with an antici- 
patory shiver ; “ but I do not mind the wind if it is not wet. It 
is the wet that makes a boat so disagreeable — everything is so 
cold and clammy — you can touch nothing, and when you put 
your head up in the morning — pah ! a dash of rain and mist, 
and salt water altogether gives you a shock ” 
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“ What made you come round the Mull, Johnny, instead of 
cutting through tlie Crinan ? ” lavender asked of his friend. 

“Well,” said the youth, modestly, “nothing except that two 
or three men said we couldn’t do it.” 

“I thought so,” Lavender said. “And I see I must go with 
you, Johnny. You must play no more of these tricks. You 
must watch your time, and run her quietly up the Sound of 
Jura to Crinan ; and watch again and get her up to Oban ; * 
and watch again and get her up to Loch Sligachan. Then you 
may consider. It is quite possible you may have fine, clear 
weather if there is a moderate north-east wind blowing — — " 

“ A north-east wind ! ” Mosenberg cried. 

“Yes,” Lavender replied, confidently, for he had not for- 
gotten what Sheila used to teach him ; “ that is your only 
chance. If you have been living in fog for a fortnight, you 
will never forget your gratitude to a north-easter when it sud- 
denly sets in to lift the clouds and show you a bit of blue sky. 
But it may knock us about a bit in crossing the Minch.” 

“ We have come round the Mull, and we can go anywhere,” 
Johnny said. “ I’d back the Phccbe to take you safely to the 
West Indies; wouldn’t you, Mosenberg?” 

“ Oh no,” the boy said. “ I would back her to take you, 
not to lake me.” 

Two or three days thereafter the Fhcebe was brought up tlie 
Sound from Port Ellen, and such things as were meant as a 
present to Lavender were landed. Then the three friends 
embarked ; for the weather had cleared considerably, and there 
was, indeed, when they set out, a pale, wintry sunshine gleaming 
on lire sea, and on the white deck and spars of the handsome 
little cutter which Johnny commanded. The Phoebe was cer- 
tainly a great improvement on the crank craft in which he 
used to adventure his life on Loch Fyne : she was big enough, 
indeed, to give plenty of work to everybody on board of her, 
and when once she had got into harbour, and things put to ■ 
rights, her chief state-room proved a jolly and comfortable little 
place enough. They had some pleasant evenings in this way 
after the work of the day was over ; when the swinging lamps 
shone down on the table that was furnished with wine-glasses, 
bottles, cigars, and cards. Johnny was very proud of being in 
command, and of his exploit in doubling the Mull. He was 
continually consulting charts and compasses, and going on deck 
to communicate his last opinion to his skipper. Mosenberg, 
Loo, w'as getting better accustomed to the hardships of yachting. 
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and learning how to secure a fair amount of comfort. Lavender 
never said that he wished to go near Lewis ; but there was a 
sort of tacit understanding that their voyage should tend in 
that direction. 

They had a little rough weather on reaching Skye, and, in 
consequence, remained in harbour a couple of days. At the 
end of that time a happy opportunity presented itself of cutting 
across the Little Minch — the Great Minch was considered a 
trifle risky — to Loch Maddy in North Uist. They were now 
in the Western Islands ; and strange indeed was the appear- 
ance which the bleak region presented at this time of the year 
— the lonely coasts, the multitudes of wild fowl, the half- 
savage, wondering inhabitants, the treeless wastes, and deso- 
late rocks. What these remote and melancholy islands might 
have looked like in fog and misty rain could only be imagined, 
however; for fortunately, the longed-for north-easter had set 
in, and there were wan glimmerings of sunshine across the sea 
and the solitary shores. They remained in Loch Maddy but 
a single day; and then, still favoured by a brisk north-east 
breeze, made their way through the Sound of Harris, ami 
got to leeward of the conjoint island of Harris and Lewis. 
There, indeed, were the great mountains which Lavender had 
seen many a time from the north ; and now they were close at 
hand, and dark, and forbidding. The days were brief at this 
time, and they were glad to put into Loch Resoit, which 
Lavender had once seen in company with old Mackenzie, 
when they had come into the neighbourhood on a salmon- 
fishing excursion. 

The Plioibe was at her anchorage, the clatter on deck over, 
and Johnny came below to see what sort of repast could bo 
got for the evening. It vwis not a very grand meal, but he 
said — 

“ I propose that we have a bottle of champagne to celebrate 
our arrival at the island of Lewis. Did you ever see anything 
more successfully done? And now, if this wind continues, we 
can creep up to-morrow to Loch Roag, Lai^ender, if you would 
like to have a look at it,” 

For a moment the colour forsook Lavender’s face. 

“ No, thank you, Johnny,” he was about to say, when his 
friend interrupted him. 

“ Look here. Lavender ; I know you would like to see the 
place, and you can do it easily without being seen. No one 
knows me. When we anchor in the bay, I suppose Mr. 
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Mackenzie^as is the hospitable and praiseworthy custom of 
these parts — will send a message to the yacht and ask us to 
dine with him. I, at any rate, can go up and call on him, 
and make, excuses for you ; and then I could tell you, you 
know ” 

Johnny hesitated. 

“ Would you do that for me, Johnny ? ” Lavender said. 
“ Well, you are a good fellow.” 

“Oh,” Johnny said, lightly, “it’s a capital adventure for 
me j and perhaps I could ask Mackenzie — Mr. Mackenzie, I 
beg your pardon — to let me have two or three clay pipes, for 
this briar root is rapidly going to the devil.” 

“ He will give you anything he has in the house j you never 
saw such a hospitable fellow, Johnny. But you must take 
great care what you do.” 

“ You trust to me. In the meantime, let’s see what Pate 
knows about Loch Roag.” 

Johnny called down his skipper, a bluff, short, red-faced 
man, who presently appeared, his cap in his hand. 

“ Will you have a glass of champagne, Pate?” 

“ Oh, ay, sir,” he said, not very eagerly. 

“Would you rather have a glass of whisky?” 

“Well, sir,” Pate said, in accents that showed that his High- 
land pronunciation had been corrupted by many years’ resi- 
dence in Greenock, “ I was thinkin’ the whisky was a wee thing 
better for ye on a cauld nicht.” 

“ Here you are, then. Now, tell me, do you know Loch 
Roag?” 

“ Oh, ay, fine. Many’s the time I hiv been in to Borva- 
bost.” 

“But,” said Lavender, “do you know the Loch itself? Do 
you know the bay on which Mackenzie’s house stands ? ” 

“ Weel, I’m no sae sure about that, sir. But if ye want to 
gang there, we can pick up some bit body at Borvabost that 
will tak' us round.” 

“ Well,” Lavender said, “ I think I can tell you how to go. 
I know the channel is quite simple — there are no rocks about 
— and once you are round the point you will see your 
anchorage.” 

“ It’s twa or three years since I was there, sir,” Pate re- 
marked, as he put the glass back on the table ; I mind there 
was a daft auld man there that played the pipes.” 

“ liiat was old John the Piper!” Lavender said. “Don’t 
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you remember Mr. Mackenzie, whom they call the King of 
Borva ? ’’ 

“ Weel, sir, I never saw him, but I was aware he was in the 
place. I have never been up here afore wi’ a party o’ gentle- 
men and he wasna coming down to see the like o' us.” 

With what a strange feeling Lavender beheld, the following 
afternoon, the opening to the great Loch that he knew so well. 
He recognized the various rocky promontories, the Gaelic 
names of which Sheila had translated for him. Down there - 
in the south were the great heights of Suainabhal, and Cra- 
cabhal, and Mealasabhal. Right in front was the sweep of 
Borvabost Bay, and its huts, and its small garden patches ; and 
up beyond it was the hill on which Sheila used to sit in the 
evening, to watch the sun go down behind the Atlantic. It 
was like entering again a world with w'hich he had once been 
familiar, and in which he had left behind a peaceful happiness 
he had sought in vain elsewhere. Somehow, as the yacht 
dipped to the waves, and slowly made her way into the loch, 
it seemed to him that he was coming home — that he was re- 
turning to the old and quiet joys he had experienced there — 
tliat all the past time that had darkened his life was now to be 
removed. But when, at last, he saw Mackenzie’s house high 
up there over the tiny bay, a strange thrill of excitement passed 
through him, and that was followed by a cold feeling of despair, 
which he did not seek to remove. 

He stood on the companion, his head only being visible, and 
directed Pate until the Plutbe had arrived at her moorings 
and then he went below. He had looked wistfully for a time 
up to the sfjuare, dark house, with its scarlet copings, in the 
vague hope of seeing some figure he knew ; but now, sick at 
heart, and fearing that Mackenzie might make him out with 
a glass, he sat down in the state-room, alone, and silent, and 
miserable. 

He was startled by the sound of oars, and got up and 
listened. Mosenberg came down and said — 

“Mr. Mackenzie has sent a tall, thin man — do you know 
him ? — to see who we are, and whether we will go up to his 
house.” 

“ What did Eyre say ? ” 

“ I don’t know. I suppose he is going.” 

Then Johnny himself came below. He was a sensitive 
young fellow ; and at this moment he was very confused, 
excited, and nervous. 
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“ Lavender," he said, stammering somewhat, “ I am going 
up now to Mackenzie’s house. You know whom I shall see. 
Shall I take any message — ^if I see a chance — ^if your name 
is mentioned — a hint, you know ” 

“ Tell her,” Lavender said, with a sudden pallor of deter- 
mination in his face : but he stopped, and said, abruptly, 
“Never mind, Johnny. Don’t say anything about me.’’ 

“ Not to-night, anyway,” Johnny said to himself, as he drew 
on his best blue jacket, with its shining brass buttons, and 
went up the companion to see if the small boat was ready. 

Johnny had had a good deal of knocking about the Western 
Highlands, and was familiar with the frank and ready hospi- 
tality which the local lairds — more particularly in the remote 
islands, where a stranger brought recent newspapers and a 
breath of the outer world with him — granted to all comers 
who bore with them the credentials of owning a yacht. lJut 
never before had he gone up to a strange house with such 
perturbation of spirit. He had been so anxious, too, that he 
had left no time for preparation. When he started up the 
hill, he could see, in the gathering dusk, that the tall keeper 
had just entered the house, and when he arrived there, he 
tound absolutely nobody about the place. 

In ordinary circumstances he would simply have walked in, 
and called some one from the kitchen. But he now felt 
himself somewhat of a spy ; and was not a little afraid of 
meeting the handsome Mrs. Lavender, of whom he had heard 
so much. There was no light in the passage ; but there was 
a bright-red gloom in one of the windows, and, almost in- 
advertently, he glanced in there. What was this strange pic- 
ture he saw ? 'Bhe red flame of the fire showed him the 
grand figures on the walls of Sheila’s dining-room, and lit up 
the white table-cover and the crystal in the middle of the 
apartment. A beautiful young girl, clad in a tight blue dress, 
had just risen from beside the fire to light two candles that 
were on the table ; and then she went back to her seat, and 
took up her sewing, but not to sew. For Johnny saw her 
gently kneel down beside a little bassinet that was a mass of 
wonderful pink and white, and he supposed the door in the 
passage was open, for he could hear a low voice humming 
some lullaby-song, sung by the young mother to her child. He 
went back a step, bewildered by what he had seen. Could 
he fly down to the shore, and bring Lavender up to look at 
this picture through the window, and beg of him to go in and 
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throw himself on her forgiveness and mercy? He had not 
time to think twice. At this moment Mairi appeared in the 
dusky passage, looking a little scared, although she did not 
drop the plates she carried. 

“ Oh, sir, and are you the gentleman that has come in the 
yacht ? And, Mr. Mackenzie, he is upstairs just now, but he 
will be down ferry soon j and will you come in and speak to 
Miss Sheila ? 

Miss Sheila V' he repeated to himself, with amazement; 
and the next moment he found himself before this beautiful 
young girl, apologizing to her, stammering, and wishing that he 
had never undertaken such a task, while he knew that all the 
time she was regarding him with her large, calm, and gentle 
eyes, and that there was no trace of embarrassment in her 
manner. 

“ Will you take a seat by the fire until papa comes down ? ” 
she said. “ We are very glad to have any one come to see us ; 
we do not have many visitors in the winter.” 

“ But I am afraid,” he stammered, “ I am putting you to 

trouble ” and he glanced at the swinging pink and white 

couch. 

“Oh, no,” Sheila s^id, with a smile, “I was just about co 
send my little boy to bed.” 

She lifted the sleeping child and rolled it in some enormous 
covering of white and silken-haired fur, and gave the small 
bundle to Mairi to carry to Scarlett. 

“Stop a bit!" Johnny called out to Mairi; and the girl 
started and looked round, whereupon he said to Sheila, with 
much blushing, “Isn’t there a superstition about an infant 
waking to find silver in its hand? I am sure you wouldn’t 
mind ray ’’ 

“ He cannot hold anything yet,” Sheila said, with a smile. 

“ Then, Mairi, you must put this below his pillow — is not 
that the same thing for luck ? ” he said, addressing the young 
Highland girl as if he had known her all his life ; and Mairi 
went away proud and pleased to have this precious bundle to 
carry, and talking to it with a thousand soft and endearing 
phrases in her native tongue. 

Mackenzie came in, and found the two talking together. 

“ How do you do, sir ? ” he said, with a grave courtesy. 
“You are ferry welcome to the island, and if there is anything 
you want for the boat, you will hef it from us. She is a little 
thing to hef come so far.” 
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“She’s not very big,” Johnny said, “but she’s a thorough 
good sailor ; and then we watch our time, you know. But I 
don’t think we shall go further north than Lewis.” 

“Hef you no friends on board with you?” Mackenzie 
asked. 

“ Oh yes,” Johnny answered ; “ two. But we did not wish 
to invade your house in a body. To-morrow ” 

“ To-morrow ! ” said Mackenzie, impatiently. “ No, but to- 
night ! Duncan, come here ! Duncan, go down to the boat 
that has just come in and tell the gentlemen ” 

“I beg your pardon, sir,” Johnny cried, “but my two 
friends are regularly done up — tired — they were just going to 
turn in when I left the yacht To-morrow, now, you will see 
them ” 

“ Oh, ferry well, ferry well,” said Mackenzie, who had hoped 
to have a big dinner-party for Sheila’s amusement “ In any 
way, you will stop and hef some dinner? It is just ready — 
oh, yes — and it is not a very fine dinner; but it will be different 
from your cabin for you to sit ashore.” 

“ Well, if you will excuse me,” Johnny was about to say, for 
he was so full of the news that he had to tell tliat he would 
have sacrificed twenty dinners to have got off at this moment. 
But Mr. Mackenzie would take no denial. An additional cover 
was laid for the stranger, and Johnny sat down to stare at 
Sheila in a furtive way, and to talk to her father about every- 
thing that was happening in the great world. 

“And what now is this,” said Mackenzie, with a lofty and 
careless air, “ what is this I see in the papers about pictures 
painted by a gentleman called Lavender ? I hev a great interest 
in these exhibitions : perhaps you hev seen the pictures ?” 

Johnny blushed very red ; but he hid his face over his plate; 
and presently he answered, without daring to look at Sheila — 

“ I should think I have seen them ! Why, if you care for 
coast landscapes, I can tell you you never saw such thorough 
good work all your life ! Why, everybody’s talking of them — 
you never heard of a man making such a name for himself in 
so short a time.” 

He ventured to look up. There was a strange, proud light 
in the girl’s face ; and the effect of it on this bearer of good 
tidings was to make him launch into such praises of these 
pictures as considerably astonished old Mackenzie. As for 
Sheila, she was proud and happy, but not surprised. She had 
known it all along. She had waited for it patiently, and it 



4-7 


XXV.] THE VOYAGE OF THE PH (E BE.” 

had come at last, although she was not to share in his 
triumph. 

“ I know some people who know him,” said Johnny, who 
had taken two or three glasses of Mackenzie's sherry, and felt 
bold ; “ and what a shame it is he should go away from all his 
friends and almost cease to have any communication with them. 
And then, of all the places in the woild to spend a winter m, 
Jura is about the very ” 

“Jura!” said Sheila, quickly, and he fancied that her face 
paled somewhat. 

“ I believe so,” he said ; “ somewhere on the w'estem coast, 
you know, over the Sound of Islay.” 

Sheila was obviously very much agitated , but her father said 
in a caieless way, “ Oh yes, Juia is not a ferry good place in 
the winter. And the west side you said ? Ay, there are not 
many houses on the west side j it is not a ferry good place to 
live in. But it will be ferry cheap, whatever.” 

“ I don’t think that is the reason of his living there,” said 
Johnny, with a laugh. 

“ But,” Mackenzie uiged, rather anxiously, “ you wass not 
saying he would get much for these pictuies? Oh no, who 
will give much money for pictures of rocks and seaweed ? 
Oh no ! ” 

“ Oh, won’t they, though?” Johnny cried “They give a 
good deal more for that soit of picture now than for the old- 
tashioucd cottage scenes, ivith a young lady, diessed m a drugget 
jietticoat and a pink jacket, sitting peeling potatoes. Don’t 
you make any mistake about that '1 he public is beginning 
to learn what real good work is, .and, by Jove, don’t they pay 
for It, too? I avender got 800/. for the smaller of the two 
pictures 1 told you about.” 

Johnny w.as beginning to forget that the knowledge he was 
showing of Prank Laveniler’s affairs w'as suspiciously minute. 

“Oh no, sir,” Mackenzie said, with a fiown. “It is all 
nonsense the stories that you hear. 1 hef had gieat experience 
of these exhibitions. I hef been to London several times, and 
every time I wass in the Exhibitions.” 

“ But I should know something of it, too, for I am an artist 
myself.” 

“ And do you get 800/. for a small picture ? ” Mackenzie 
asked, sev'erely 

“Well, no,” Johnny said, with a laugh. “But then I am a 
duffel ’ 
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After dinner, Sheila left the roomj Johnny fancied he knew 
where she was going. He pulled in a chair to the fire, lit his 
pipe, and said he would have but one glass of toddy, which 
Mackenzie proceeded to make for him. And then he said to 
the old King of Borva — 

“ I beg your pardon, sir ; but will you allow me to suggest 
that that young girl who was in here before dinner should not 
call your daughter Miss Sheila before strangers ? " 

“ Oh, it is very foolish ! ” said Mackenzie, “ but it is an old 
habit, and they will not stop it. And Duncan, he is worse 
than anyone.” 

“ Duncan, I suppose, is the tall fellow who waited at 
dinner ? ” 

“ Oh aye, that is Duncan.” 

Johnny’s ingenious bit of stratagem had failed. He wanted 
to have old Mackenzie call his daughter Mrs. Lavender, so that 
he might have had occasion to open the question and plead 
for his friend. But the old man resolutely ignored the relation- 
ship between Lavender and his daughter, so far as this stranger 
was concerned ; and so J ohnny had to go away partly dis- 
appointed. 

But another opportunity might occur ; and in the meantime 
was not he carrying rare news down to the Phahc 1 He had 
lingered too long in the house ; but now he made up for lost 
time, and once or twice nearly missed his footing in running 
down the steep path. He had to find the small boat for him- 
self, and go out on the slippery stones and seaweed to get into 
her. Then he pulled away from the shore, his oars striking 
white fire into the dark water, the water gurgling at the bow. 
Then he got into the shadow of the black hull of the yacht, 
and Pate was there to lower the little gangway. 

When Johnny stepped on deck, he paused, in considerable 
doubt as to what he should do. He wished to have a word 
with Lavender alone; how could he go down with such a 
message as he had to deliver to a couple of fellows probably 
smoking and playing chess ? 

“ Pate,” he said, “ tell Mr. Lavender I want him to come 
on deck for a minute.” 

“ He’s by himsel’, sir,” Pate said. “ He’s been sitting by 
himsel’ for the last hour. The young gentleman’s lain doon.’' 

Johnny went down into the little cabin ; Lavender, who had 
neither book, nor cigar, nor any other sign of occupation near 
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him, seemed in his painful anxiety almost incapable of asking 
the question that rose to his lips. 

“ Have you seen her, Johnny?" he said, at length, with his 
face looking strangely careworn. 

Johnny was an impressionable young fellow. There were 
tears running freely down his cheeks, as he said — 

“Yes, I have. Lavender; and she was rocking a child in 
a cradle.” 



CHAPTER XXV/. 

KEDINTECRATIO AMUKIS. 

That same night Sheila dreamed a strange dream ; and it 
seemed to her that an angel of God came to her, and stood 
before her, and looked at her with his shining face and his sad 
eyes. And he said, Are you a woman, and yet slow to 
forgive 1 Are you a mother, and have you no love for the father 
of your child I ” It seemed to her that she could not answer. 
She fell on her knees before him, and covered her face with her 
hands, and wept. And when she raised her eyes again, the 
angel was gone ; and in his place Ingram was there, stretching 
out his hand to her, and bidding her rise and be comforted. 
Yet he, too, spoke in the same reproachful tones, and said — 
“ What would become of us all, Sheila, if none of our actions were 
to be condoned by time and repentance ? What would become 
of us if we could not say, at some particular point of our lives, 
to the bygone time, that we had left it, with all its errors, and 
blunders, and follies, behind us, and would, with the help of 
God, start clear on a new sort of life ? What would it be if 
there were no forgetfulness for any of us — no kindly veil to 
come down and shut out the memory of what we have done — 
if the staring record were to be kept for ever before our eyes ? 
And you are a woman, Sheila — it should be easy for you to 
forgive, and to encourage, and to hope for better things of the 
man you love. Has he not suffered enough ? Have you no 
word for him ? ” 

The sound of her sobbing in the night-tinic brought her 
father to the door. He tapped at the door, and said — 

“ What is the matter, Sheila ? ” 
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She awoke with a slight cry ; and he went into the room and 
found her in a strangely troubled state, her hands outstretched 
to him, her eyes wet and wild, 

“ Papa, I have been very cruel. I am not fit to live any more. 
There is no woman in the world would have done what I have 
done.” 

“ Sheila ! ” he said “ you hef been dreaming again about all 
that folly and nonsense. Lie down like a good lass. You will 
wake the boy if you do not lie down and go to sleep ; and to- 
morrow we will pay a visit to the yacht that liass come in, and 
you will ask the gentlemen to look at the Maighdcan-mhara.” 

“ Papa,” she said, “ to-morrow I want you to take me to Jura.” 

“To Jura, Sheila? You cannot go to Jura ! You cannot 
leave the baby with Mairi, Sheila.” 

“ I will take him with me,” she said. 

“Oh, it is not possible at all, Sheila. But I will go to Jura. 
Oh yes, I will go to Jura. Indeed, I was thinking last night 
that I would go to Jura.” 

“ Oh no, you must not go,” she cried. You would speak 
harshly-y^nd he is very proud — and we should never see each 
other again. Papa, I know you will do this for me — you will 
let me go " 

“ It is foolish of you, Sheila,” her father said, “ to think that 
I do not know how to arrange such a thing without making a 
quarrel of it. But you will see all about it in the morning. J ust 
now, you will lie down, like a good lass, and go to sleep. So 
good night, Sheila, and do not think of it any more till the 
morning.” 

She thought of it all through the night, however. She thought 
of her sailing away down through the cold wintry seas to search 
that lonely coast. Would the grey dawn break with snow; or 
would the kindly heavens lend her some fair sunlight as she set 
forth on her lonely quest? And all the night through she 
accused herself of being hard of heart ; and blamed herself, 
indeed, for all that had happened in the bygone time. Just as 
the day was coming in she fell asleep ; and she dreamed that 
she went to the angel whom she had seen before, and knelt down 
at his feet, and repeated in some vague way the promises she 
had made on her marriage morning. With her head bent down, 
she said that she would live and die a true wife, if only another 
chance were given her. The angel answered nothing ; but he 
smiled with his sad eyes, and put his hand for a moment on her 
head, and then disappeared. When she woke Mairi was in the 
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room, silently stealing away the child ; and the white daylight 
was clear in the windows. 

She dressed with trembling hands, and yet there was a faint 
suffused sense of joy in her heart She wondered if her father 
would keep to his promise of the night before, or whether it 
had been made to get her to rest. In any case, she knew that 
he could not refuse her much ; and had not he himself said that 
he intended going away down to Jura? 

“ Sheila, you are not looking well this morning," her father 
said ; “ it is foolish of you to lie awake and think of such things. 
And as for what you wass saying about Jura, how can you go 
to Jura? We hef no boat big enough for that. I could go — 
oh yes, I could go — but the boat I would get at Stornoway you 
could not go in at all, Sheila ; and as for the baby ” 

“ But then, Papa," she said, “ did not the gentleman was 
here last night say they were going back by Jura ? And it is a 
big yacht j and he has only two friends on board. He might 
take us down.” 

“You eannot ask a stranger, Sheila. Besides, the boat is 
too small a one for this time of the year. I should not like 
to see you go in her, Sheila.” 

“ I have no fear,” the girl said. 

“No fear!” her father said, impatiently. “No, of course 
you hei no fear — that is the mischief. You will tek no care 
of yourself whatever.” 

“When is the young gentleman coming up this morning?” 

“ Oh, he will not come up again till I go down. Will you 
go down to the boats, Sheila, and go on board of her?” 

Sheila assented ; and some half hour thereafter she stood 
at the door, clad in her tight-fitting blue serge, with the hat and 
sea-gull’s wing over her splendid masses of hair. It was an 
angry-looking morning enough ; rags of grey cloud were being 
hurried past the shoulders of Suainabhal; a heavy surf was 
beating on the shore. 

“There is going to be rain, Sheila,” her father said, smelling 
the moisture in the keen air. “ Will you hef your water-proof ? ” 

“ Oh no,” she said ; “ if I am to meet strangers, I cannot 
wear a waterproof.” 

The sharp wind had brought back the colour to her cheeks ; 
and there was some gladness in her eyes. She knew she might 
have a fight for it, before she could persuade her father to set 
sail in this strange boat ; but she never doubted for a moment 
— recollecting the gentle face and modest manner of the youth- 
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fill owner — that he would be really glad to do her a service, 
and she knew that her father’s opposition would give way. 

“Shall we take Bras, Papa?” 

“No, no!” her father said,; “we will hef to go in a small 
boat. 1 hope you will not get wet, Sheila — there is a good 
breeze on the water this morning." 

“ I think they are much safer in here than going round the 
islands just at present,” Sheila said. 

“Ay, you are right there, Sheila," her father said, looking 
at the direction of the wind. “ They got in in ferry good time. 
And they may hef to stay here for a while before they can 
face the sea again.” 

“ And we shall become very great friends with them, Papa ; 
and they will be glad to take us to Jura,” she said, with a 
smile ; for she knew there was not much of the hospitality of 
Borvabost bestowed with ulterior motives. 

They went down the steep path to the bay, where the Fhzbe 
was lurching and heaving in the rough swell, her bowsprit 
sometimes nearly catching the crest of a wave. No one was 
on deck. How were they to get on board ? 

“ They can’t hear you in this wind,’’ Sheila said. “ We will 
have to haul down our own boat.” 

And that, indeed, they had to do ; though the wtjrk of 
getting the little thing down the beach was not very arduous 
for a man of Mackenzie’s build. 

“ I am going to pull you out to the yacht, papa,” Sheila said. 

“ Indeed, you will do no such thing,” her father said, indig- 
nantly. “ As if you wass a fisherman’s lass, and the gentlemen 
wass never seeing you before. Sit down in the stern, Sheila, 
and hold on ferry tight, for it is a rough water for this little 
boat.” 

They had almost got out indeed to the yacht before anyone 
was aware of their approach ; but Pate appeared in time to 
seize the rope that Mackenzie flung him, and, with a little 
scrambling, they were at last safely on board. The noise of 
their arrival, however, startled Johnny Eyre, who was lying 
on his back smoking a pipe after breakfast. He jumped up, 
and said to Mosenberg, who was his only companion — 

“Hillo! here’s this old gentleman come on board. He 
knows you. What’s to be done ? " 

“ Done ? " said the boy, with a moment’s hesitation ; and 
then a flush of decision sprang into hiS face. “ Ask him to 
come down. Yes ; I will speak to him, and tell him that 
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Lavender is on the island. Perhaps he meant to go into the 
house j who knows ? If he did not, let us make him ! ” 

“ All right,” said Johnny ; “let’s go a buster.” 

Then he called up the companion to Pate, to send the 
gentleman below, while he flung a few things aside, to make 
the place more presentable. Johnny had been engaged, a few 
minutes before, in sewing a button on a woollen shirt; and 
that article of attire does not look well beside a breakfast-table. 

His visitor began to descend the narrow wooden steps ; and 
presently Mackenzie was heard to say — 

“ Tek great care, Sheila. The brass is ferry slippery.” 

“Oh, thunder ! ” Johnny said, looking to Mosenberg. 

“ Good morning, Mr. Eyre,” said the old King of Borva, 
stooping to get into the cabin; “it is a rough day you are 
getting. Sheila, mind your head till you have passed the door.” 

Mackenzie came forward to shake hands, and in doing so 
caught sight of Mosenberg. The whole truth flashed upon 
him in a moment ; and he instantaneously turned to Sheila, 
and said, quickly — “ Sheila, go up on deck for a moment.” 

But she, too, had seen the lad ; and she came forward, with 
a pale face, but with a perfectly self-possessed manner, and 
said, “ How do you do ? It is a surprise, your coming to the 
island ; but you often used to talk of it." 

“Yes," he stammered, as he shook hands with her and her 
father, “ I often wished to come here. What a wild place it 
is ! And have you lived here, Mrs. Lavender, all the time since 
you left London ? ” 

“Yes, I have.” 

Mackenzie was getting very uneasy. Every moment he 
expected Lavender would enter this confined little cabin ; and 
was this the place for these two to meet, before a lot of ac- 
quaintances ? 

“ Sheila,” he said, “ it is too close for you here, and I am 
going to have a pipe with the ^ntlemen. Now if you wass a 
good lass, you would go ashore again, and go up to the house, 
and say to Mairi that we will all come for luncheon at one 
o’clock, and she must get some fish up from Borvabost. Mr. 
Eyre, he will send a man ashore with you in his own boat, that 
is bigger than mine, and you will show him the creek to put 
into. Now go away, like a good lass, and we will be up ferry 
soon — oh yes, we will be up directly at the house.” 

“I am sure,” Sheila said to Johnny Eyre, “we can make 
i^ou more comfortable up at the house than you are here, 
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although it is a nice little cabin.” And then she turned to 
Mosenberg, and said, “ And we have a great many things to 
talk about.” 

“Could she suspect ?” Johnny asked himself, as he escorted 
her to the boat, and pulled her in himself to the shore. Her 
face was pale, and her manner a trifle formal ; otherwise she 
showed no sign. He watched her go along the stones till she 
reached the path ; then he pulled out to the Phcebe again, 
and went down below to entertain his host of the previous 
evening. 

Sheila walked slowly up the rude little path, taking little 
heed of the blustering wind and the hurrying clouds. Her 
eyes were bent down ; her face was pale. When she got to 
the top of the hill, she looked, in a blank sort of vray, all round 
the bleak moorland ; but probably slie did not expect to see 
anyone there. Then she walked, with rather an uncertain step, 
into the house. 

She looked into the room, the door of which stood open. 
Her husband sate there, with his arms outstretched on the 
table, and his head buried in liis hands. He did not hear her 
approach, her footfall was so ligiit ; and it was with the same 
silent step she went into the room, and knelt down beside liim, 
and put her hands and face on his knee, and said simply — 

“1 beg for your forgiveness.” 

He started up and looked at her as though she were some 
spirit, and his own face was haggard and strange. 

“ Sheila,” he said, in a low voice, laying his hand gently on 
her head, “ it is I who ought to be there, and you know it. 
But I‘ cannot meet your eyes. I am not going to ask for your 
forgiveness just yet — I have no right to expect it. All I want 
is this — if you will let me come and see you j ust as before we were 
married — and if you will give me a chance of winning your con- 
sent over again — we can at least be friends until then But 

why do you cry, Sheila? You have nothing to reproach your- 
self with.” 

She rose, and regarded him for a moment with her streaming 
eyes ; and then, moved by the passionate entreaty of her face, 
and forgetting altogether the separation and time of trial he had 
proposed, he caught her to his bosom, and kissed her forehead 
and talked soothingly and caressingly to her, as if she were 
a child. 

“ I cry," she said, “ because I am happy — because I believe 
all that time is over — because I think you will be kind to me, 

r f 2 
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And I will try to be a good wife to you j and you will forgive 
me all that I have done." 

“ You are heaping coals of fire on my head, Sheila,” he said, 
humbly. “ You know I have nothing to forgive. As for you 
— I tell you I have no right to expect your forgiveness yet. 
But I think you will find out by and by that my repentance is 
not a mere momentary thing. I have had a long time to think 
over what has happened — and what I lost when Host you, Sheila.” 

“ But you have found me again,” the girl said, pale a little, 
and glad to sit down on the nearest couch, while she held his 
hand and drew him towards her. “ And now I must ask you 
for one thing.” 

He was sitting beside her, he feared no longer to meet the 
look of those earnest, meek, affectionate eyes. 

“This is it,” she said. “If we are to be together, not what 
we were, but something quite different from that, will you promise 
me never to say one word about what is past — to shut it out 
altogether — to forget it ? ” 

“ I cannot, Sheila,” he said. “ Am I to have no chance ot 
telling you how well I know how cruel I was to you — how 
sorry I am for it ? ” 

“ No,” she said, firmly. “ If you have some things to regret, 
so have I ; and what is the use of competing with each other 
as to which has the most forgiveness to ask for? Frank, 
dear, you will do this for me. You will promise never to 
upeak one word about that time.” 

How earnest the beautiful, sad face was ! He could not 
withstand the entreaty of the piteous eyes. He said to her, 
abashed by the great love that she showed, and hopeless of 
making other reparation than obedience to her generous wish — 

“ Let it be so, Sheila. I will never speak a word about it. 
You will see otherwise than in words whether I forget what is 
past, and your goodness in letting it go. But, Sheila,” he 
added with downcast face, “Johnny Eyre was here last night 

— he told me ” He had to say no more. She took his 

hand, and led him gently and silently out of the room. 

Meanwhile the old King of Borva had been spending 
a somewhat anxious time down in the cabin of the PJmbe. 
Many and many a day had he been planning a method by 
which he might secure a meeting between Sheila and her hus- 
band ; and now it had all come about without his aid, and in a 
manner which rendered him unable to take any precautions. He 
did not know but that some awkward accident might destroy all 
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the chances of the affair. He knew that Lavender was in the 
island. He had frankly asked young Mosenberg as soon as 
Sheila had left the yacht. 

“ Oh yes,” the lad said, “ he went away into the island early 
this morning. I begged of him to go to your house ; he did 
not answer. But I am sure he will. I know he will.” 

“ My Kott ! ” Mackenzie said, " and he has been wandering 
about the island all the morning, and he will be very faint and 
hungry \ and a man is neffer in a good temper then for making 
up a quarrel. If I had known the last night, I could hef had 
dinner with you all here, and we should hef given him a good 
glass of whisky and then it wass a good time to tek him up to 
the house.” 

“Oh, you may depend on it, Mr. Mackenzie,” Johnny Eyre 
said, “ that Lavender needs no stimulus of that sort to make 
him desire a reconciliation. No, I should think not. He has 
done rrothing but brood over this affair ever since he left Lon- 
don j and 1 should not be surprised if you scarcely knew him, 
he is so altered. You would fancy he had lived ten years in 
the time.” 

“ Ay, ay," Mackenzie said, not listening very attentively, and 
evidently thinking more of what might be happening elsewhere ; 
“ but I was thinking gentlemen, it wass time for us to go ashore, 
and go up to the house, and hef something to eat.” 

“ I thought you said one o’clock for luncheon, sir,” young 
Mosenberg said. 

“One o’clock 1 ” Mackenzie repeated, impatiently; “who 
the teffle can wait till one o’clock, if you hef been walking about 
an island since the daylight with nothing to eat or drink ? ” 

Mr. Mackenzie forgot that it was not Lavender he had asked 
to lunch. 

“ Oh yes,” he said, “ Sheila hass had plenty of time to send 
down to Borvabost for some fish ; and by the time you get up 
to the house, you will see that it is ready.” 

“Very well,” Johnny said, “we can go up the house, any 
way.” 

He went up the companion, and he had scarcely got his head 
above the level of the bulwarks when he called back 

“ I say, Mr. Mackenzie, here is Lavender on the shore, and 
your daughter is with him. Do they want to come on board do 
you think ? Or do they want us to go ashore ? ” 

Mackenzie uttered a few phrases in Gaelic, and got up on 
deck instantly. There, sure enough, was Sheila, with her hand 
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on her husband’s arm ; and they were both looking towards the 
yacht. The wind was blowing too strong for them to call. 
Mackenzie wanted himself to pull in for them ; but this was 
overruled ; and Pate was despatched. 

An awkward pause ensued. The three standing on deck were 
sorely perplexed as to the forthcoming interview, and as to what 
they should do. Were they to rejoice over a reconciliation ; or 
ignore the fact altogether, and simply treat Sheila as Mrs. Laven- 
der ? Her father, indeed, fearing that Sheila would be strangely 
excited, and would probably burst into tears, wondered what 
he could get to scold her about. 

Fortunately, an incident, partly ludicrous, broke the awk 
wardness of their arrival. The getting on deck was a matter 
of some little difficulty j in the scuffle Sheila's small hat with 
its snow-white feather got unloosed somehow, and the next 
minute it was whirled away by the wind into the sea. Pate 
could not be sent after it just at the moment, and it was rapidly 
drifting away to leeward, when Johnny Eyre, with a laugh and 
a “ Here goes ! ” plunged in after the white feather that was 
dripping and rising in the waves like a sea-gull. Sheila uttered 
a slight cry, and caught lier husband’s arm. But there was not 
much danger. Johnny was an expert swimmer; and in a few 
minutes he was seen to be making his way backward with one 
arm, while in the other hand he held Sheila’s hat. Then Pate 
had by this time got the small boat round to leeward ; and very 
shortly after Johnny, dripping like a Newfoundland dog, came 
on deck and presented the hat to Sheila, amidst a vast deal of 
laughter. 

*• I am so sorry,” she said ; “ but you must change your 
clothes quickly — I hope you will have no harm from it.” 

“Not I,” he said, “but my beautiful white decks have got 
rather into a mess. I am glad you saw them while they were 
dry, Mrs. Lavender. Now I am going below to make myself 
a swell, for we’re all going to have luncheon on shore, ain’t we ? ” 

Johnny went below very well pleased with himself. He had 
called her Mrs. Lavender without wincing. He had got over 
all the awkwardness of a second introduction by the happy 
notion of plunging after the hat. He had to confess, however, 
that the temperature of the sea was not just what he could 
have preferred for a morning bath. 

By and by he made his appearance in his best suit of blue 
and brass buttons, and asked Mrs. Lavender if she would now 
come down and see the cabin. 
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“ I think you want a good glass of whisky,” old Mackenzie 
said, as they all went below, “ the water it is feny cold just now.’- 

" Yes,” Johnny said, blushing, “ we shall all celebrate the cap- 
ture of the hat” 

It was the capture of the hat, then, that was to be celebrated 
by this friendly ceremony. Perhaps it was j but there was no 
mirth now on Sheila’s face. 

“And you will drink first, Sheila,” her father said, almost 
solemnly, “ and you will drink to your husband’s health.” 

Sheila took the glass of raw whisky in her hand; and looked 
round timidly. 

“ I cannot drink this. Papa,” she said. “ If you will let 
me ” 

“ You will drink that glass to your husband’s health, Sheila,” 
old Mackenzie said, with unusual severity. 

“She shall do nothing of the sort if she doesn't like it!” 
Johnny Eyre cried, suddenly — not caring whether it was the 
wrath of old Mackenzie or of the devil that he was braving ; and 
forthwith he took the glass out of Sheila’s hand, and threw the 
whisky on the floor. Then he pulled out a champagne bottle 
from a basket and said, “ This is what Mrs. Lavender will 
drink.” 

Mackenzie looked staggered for a moment. He had never 
been so braved before. But he was not in a quarrelsome 
mood on such an occasion ; so he burst into a loud laugh, and 
cried- — 

“ Well, did ever any man see the like o’ that ? Good whisky 
— ferry good whisky — and flung on the floor as if it was 
water ; and as if there wass no one in the boat that would hef 
drunk it. But no matter, Mr. Eyre, no matter; the lass will 
drink whatever you give her, for she’s a good lass ; and if we het 
all to drink champagne that is no matter too ; but there is a 
man or two up on deck that would not like to know the whisky 
was spoiled.” 

“ Oh,” Johnny said, “ there is still a drop left for them. And 
this is what you must drink, Mrs. Lavender.” 

Lavender had sat down in a corner of the cabin, his eyes 
averted. When he heard Sheila’s name mentioned he looked 
up, and she came forward to him. She said, in a simple way, 
“ I drink this to you, my dear husband,” and at the same mo- 
ment the old King of Borva came forward and held out his 
hand, and said, “Yes; and by Kott, I drink to your health, 
too, with ferry good will." 
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Lavender started to his feet. 

“ Wait a bit, Mr. Mackenzie. I have got something to say 
to you before you ought to shake my hand." 

But Sheila interposed quickly. She put her hand on his 
arnr, and looked into his face. 

" You will keep your promise to me,” she said ; and that was 
an end of the matter. The two men shook hands ; there was 
nothing said between them, then or again, of what was over 
and gone. 

They had a pleasant enough luncheon together, up in that 
quaint room, with the Tyrolese pictures on tlie wall ; and Dun- 
can for once respected old Mackenzie’s threats as to what would 
happen if he called Sheila anything but Mrs. Lavender before 
these strangers. For some time Lavender sat almost silent ; 
and answered Sheila, who continuously talked to him, in little 
else than monosyllables. But he looked at her a great deal, 
sometimes in a wistful sort of way, as if he were trying to recall 
the various fancies her face used to produce in his imagination. 

“Why do you look at me so?” she said in an undertone. 

“ Because I have made a new friend,” he said. 

But when Mackenzie began to talk of the wonders of 
the island and the seas around it, and to beg the young 
yachtsmen to prolong their stay. Lavender joined with a will in 
that conversation, and added his entreaties. 

“ Then j'ou are going to stay?" Johnny Eyre said, looking 
up. 

“ Oh, yes,” he answered, as if the alternative of going back 
with them had not presented itself to him. 

“For one thing, I have got to look out for a place where I 
can build a house. That is what I mean to do w'ith my savings 
just at present ; and if you would come with me, Johnny, and 
have a prowl round the island, to find out some pretty little bay 
with a good anchorage in it — for you know I am going to steal 
that Maighdean-tnhara from Mr. Mackenzie — then we can begin 
and make ourselves architects, and plan out the place that is to 
be. And then some day " 

Mackenzie had been sitting in mute astonishment ; but he 
suddenly broke in upon his son-in-law. 

“ On this island ? No, by Kott, you will not do that. On 
this island ? And with all the people at Stornoway ? Hoots, 
no, that will neffer do ; Sheila, she hass no one to , speak to on 
this island as a young lass should hef ; and you — what would 
you do yourself in bad weather? But there is Stornoway— 



EEDINTEGRATIO AMOR/S. 


XXVI.] 


44t 


oh yes, that is a fine big place, and many people you will get 
to know there, and you will hef the newspapers and the letters 
at once ; and there will be always boats there, that you can go 
to Oban, to Greenock, to Glasgow — anywhere in the world — 
whenever you hef a mind to do that ; and then when you go to 
London, as you will hef to go many times, there will be plenty 
there to look after your house when it is shut up, and keep the 
rain out, and the paint and the paper good, more as could be 
done on this island ? Oh, this island ! — how would you live on 
this island? ” 

The old King of Borva spoke quite impatiently and con- 
temptuously of the place. You would have thought his life on 
this island was a species of penal servitude ; and that he dwelt 
in his solitary house only to think with a vain longing of the 
glories and delights of Stornoway. Lavender knew well what 
prompted these scornful comments on Borva. The old man 
was afraid that the island would really be too dull for Sheila and 
her husband ; and that, whereas the easy compromise of Storno- 
way might be practicable, to set up house in Borva might lead 
them to abandon the north altogether. 

“ From what I have heard of it from Mr. Lavender,” Johnny 
said, with a laugh, “I don’t think this island such a dreadful 
place ; and I am hanged if I have found it so, so fat.” 

“ But you will know nothing about it — nothing whateffer/’ 
said Mackenzie, petulantly. “ You do not know the bad weather, 
when you cannot go down the Loch to Callernish; and you 
might hef to go to London just then." 

“ Well, I suppose London could wait,” Johnny said. 

Mackenzie began to get angry with this young man. 

“You hef not been to Stornoway,” he said, severely. 

“No, I haven’t,” Johnny replied, with much coolness, “and 
I don’t hanker after it. I get plenty of town life in London ; 
and when I come up to the sea and the islands I’d rather pitch 
my tent with you, sir, than live in Stornoway.” 

“ Oh, but you don’t know, Johnny, how fine a place Storno- 
way is,” Lavender Said, hastily, for he saw the old man was 
beginning to get vexed. “Stornow'ay was a beautiful little 
town, and it is on the sea, too ” 

“ And it hass fine houses, and ferry many people, and ferry 
good society whatever ” Mackenzie added, with some touch of 
indignation. 

“ But you see, this is how it stands, Mr. Mackenzie,” Laven- 
der put in, humbly. “ We should have to go to London from 
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time to time, and we should then get quite enough of city 
life, and you might find an occasional trip with us not a bad 
thing. But up here I should have to look on my house as a 
sort of work-shop. Now, with all respect to Stornoway, you 
must admit that the coast about here is a litfle more picturesque. 
Besides, there’s another thing. It would be rather more diffi- 
cult at Stornoway to take a rod or a gun out of a morning. 
Then there would be callers, bothering you at your work 
Then Sheila would have far less liberty in going about by 
herself.” 

“ Eighthly and tenthly, you’ve made up your mind to have 
a house here,” cried Johnny Eyre with a loud laugh. 

“ Sheila says she would like to have a billiard room,” her 
husband continued. “Where could you get that in Stornoway ?” 

“ And you must have a large room for a piano, to sing in, 
and play in,” the young Jew-boy said, looking at Sheila. 

“ I should think a one-storeyed house, with a large verandah, 
would be the best sort of thing,” Lavender said, “ both for 
the sun and the rain ; and then one could have one’s easel 
outside, you know. Suppose we all go for a walk round the 
shore by-and-by ; there is too much of a breeze to take the 
Phcebe down the loch.” 

So the King of Borva was quietly overruled, and his 
dominions invaded in spite of himself Sheila could not go 
out with the gentlemen just then ; she was to follow in about 
an hour’s time ; meanwhile they buttoned their coats, pulled 
down their caps tight, and set out to face the grey skies and 
the wintry wind. Just as they were passing away from the 
house, Mackenzie, who was walking in front with Lavender, 
said, in a cautious sort of way 

“ You will want a deal of money to build this house you 
wass speaking about — for it will hef to be all stone and iron, 
and ferry strong whatever, or else it will be a plague to you 
from the one year to the next with the rain getting in.” 

“ Oh yes,” Lavender said, “ it will have to be done well 
once for all ; and what with rooms big endUgh to paint in, and 
play billiards in, and also a bed-room or two for friends who 
may come to stay with us, it will be an expensive business. 
But I have been very lucky, Mr. Mackenzie. It isn’t the 
money I have, but the commissions I am offered, that warrant 
me going in for this house. I’ll tell you about all these things 
afterwards. In the meantime I shall have 2,400/., or there- 
abouts in a couple of months.” 
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“ But you hef more than that now,” Mackenzie said, gravely. 

“ This is what I wass going to tell you. The money that youi 
aunt left, that is yours, every penny of it — oh yes, every penny 
and every farthing of it is yours sure enough. For it wass Mr. 
Ingram hass told me all about it ; and the old lady, she wanted 
him to take care of the money for Sheila ; but what was the 
good of the money to Sheila ? My lass, she will hef plenty of 
money of her own \ and I wanted to have nothing to do with 
wliat Mr. Ingram said — but it wass all no use, and there iss 
the money now for you and for Sheila, every penny and every 
farthing of it.” 

Mackenzie ended by talking in an injured way, as if this 
business had seriously increased his troubles. 

“ But you know,” Lavender said with amazement, “ you know 
as well as I do that this money was definitely left to Ingram, 
and — you may believe me or not — I was precious glad of it 
when I heard it. Of course it would have been of more 
use to him if he had not been about to marry this American 
lady ” 

“Oh, you hef heard that, then?” Mackenzie said. 

“ Mosenberg brought me the news. But are you quite sure 
about this affair? Don’t you think this is merely a trick of 
Ingram’s, to enable him to give the money to Sheila ? That 
would be very like him. I know him of old.” 

“ Well, I cannot help it if a man will tell lies,” said Mac- 
kenzie. “ But that is what he says is true. And he will not 
touch the money — indeed, he will hef plenty, as you say — but 
there it is for Sheila and you ; and you will be able to build 
whatever house you like. And if you wass thinking of having 

a bigger boat than the Alaig/uiean-inhara ” the old man 

suggested. 

Lavender jumped at that notion directly. 

“ Wlrat if we could get a yacht big enough to cruise anyrvhere 
in the summer months?” he said. “We might bring a party 
of people all the way from the Thames to Loch Roag, and 
cast anchor opposite Sheila’s house. Fancy Ingram and his 
wife coming up like that in the autumn : and I know you 
could go over to Sir James and get us some shooting.” 

Mackenzie laughed grimly. 

“ We will see, we will see about that. I think there will be 
no great difficulty about gettting a deer or two for you ; and as 
for the salmon, there will be one or two left in the White Water 
—oh yes, we will hef a little shooting and a little fishing for 
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any of your friends. And as for the boat, it will be ferry diffi- 
cult to get a good big boat for such a purpose, without you 
wass planning and building one yourself ; and that will be 
better, I think •, for the yachts now-a-days they are all built 
for the racing, and you will hef a boat fifty tons, sixty tons, 
seventy tons, that hass no room in her below, but is nothing 
but a big heap of canvas and spars. But if you wass wanting 
a good, steady boat, with good cabins below for the leddies, 
and a good saloon that you could have your dinner in all at 
once, then you will maybe come down with me to a shipbuilder 
I know in Glasgow — oh, he is a ferry good man — and we will 
see what can be done. There is a gentleman now in Dunoon 
— and they say he is a ferry great artist too — and he hass a 
schooner of sixty tons that I hef been in myself, and it wass 
just like a steamer below for the comfort of it. And when 
the boat is ready, 1 will get you feriy good sailors for her, that 
will know every liit of the coast from Loch Indaal to the Butt 
of L^wis, and I will see that they are ferry cheap for you, for 
I hef plenty of work for them in the winter. But I wass no 
saying yet,” the old man added, “ that you were right about 
coming to live in Borva. Stornoway is a good place to live 
in •, and it is a fine harbour for repairs, if the boat was wanting 
repairs ” 

“ If she were, couldn’t we send her round to Stornoway ? ” 

“ But the people in Stornoway — it iss the people in Storno- 
way,” said Mackenzie, who was not going to give in without a 
grumble. 

Well, they did not fix on a site for the house that afternoon. 
Sheila did not make her appearance. .Lavender kept con- 
tinually turning and looking over the long undulations of rock 
and moorland ; and at length he said — 

“ Look here, Johnny, would you mind going on by your- 
selves? I think I shall walk back to the house.” 

“ What is keeping that foolish girl ? ” her father said, impa- 
tiently. " It is something about the dinner, now, as if any one 
wass particular about a dinner in an island like this, where 
you can expect nothing. But at Stornoway — oh yes, they hef 
many things there.” 

“ But I want you to come and dine with us on board the 
PJuebe to-night, sir,” Johnny said. “ It will be rather a lark, 
mind you ; we make up a tight fit in that cabin. I wonder if 
Mrs. Lavender would venture ; do you think she would, sir ? ” 

“ Oh no, not this evening, any way,” said her father, “ for T 



REDINTEGRATIO AMORIS. 


XXVJ.] 


445 


know she will expect you all to be up at the house this evening 
and what would be the use of tumbling about in the bay when 
you can be in a house. But it is ferry kind of you — oh yes, 
to-morrow night, then we will go down to the boat — but this 
night, I know Sheila will be ferry soriy if you do not come to 
the house.” 

“ Well, let’s go back now,” Johnny said, “ and if we’ve time, 
we might go down for our guns and have a try along the shore 
for an hour or so before the daylight goes. Fancy that chance 
at those wild duck ! ” 

“ Oh, but that is nothing,” Mackenzie said, “to-morrow you 
will come with me up to the loch, and there you will hef some 
shooting : and in many other places I will show you, you will 
hef plenty of shooting.” 

They had just got back to the house when they found Sheila 
coming out. She had, as her father supposed, been detained 
by her preparations for entertaining their guests ; but now she 
was free until dinner-time, and so the whole party went down 
to the shore to pay a visit to the F/iasbe, and let Mackenzie 
have a look at the guns on board. Then they went up to the 
house, and found the tall and grim keeper with the baby in his 
arms, while Scarlett and Mairi were putting the finishing touches 
on the gleaming white table and its show of steel and crystal. 

How strange it was to Sheila to sit at dinner there, and 
listen to her husband talking of boating and fishing and 
what not as he used to sit and talk in the olden time to hei 
father, on the summer evenings, on the high rocks over Borva- 
bost. The interval between that time and this seemed to go 
clean out of her mind. And yet there must have been some 
interval, for he was looking older, and sterner, and much rougher 
about the face now, after being buffeted about by wind and 
rain and sun during that long and solitary stay in Jura. But 
it was very like the old times when they went into the little 
drawing-room, and when Mairi brought in the hot water, and 
the whisky, the tobacco, and the long pipes ; when the old 
King of Borva sate himself down in his great chair by the table, 
and when Lavender came to Sheila, and asked her if he should 
get out her music, and open the piano for her. 

“ Madame,” young Mosenberg said to her, “ it is a long time 
since I heard one of your strange Gaelic songs.” 

“ Perhaps you never heard this one,” Sheila said, and she 
began to sing the plaintive “ Farewell to Glenshalloch.” Many 
a time, indeed, of late had she sung its simple and pathetic air 
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as a sort of lullaby, perhaps because it was gentle, mono- 
tonous, and melancholy, perhaps because there were lines here 
and there that she liked. Many a time had she sung — 


Sleep sound, my sweet babe, there is nought to alarm thee. 
The sons of the valley no power have to harm thee 1 
I’ll sing thee to rest in the balloch untrodden. 

With a coronach sad for the slain of Culloden. 


But long before she had reached the end of it her father’s 
patience gave way, and he said — 

“Sheila, we will hef no more of those teffles of songs ! We 
will hef a good song ; and there is more than one of the gentle- 
ren can sing a good song, and we do not wish to be always 
crying over the sorrows of other people. Now be a good lass, 
Sheila, and sing us a good cheerful song.” 

And Sheila, with great good-nature, suddenly struck a 
different key, and sang, with a spirit that delighted the old 
man — 

The standard on the braes o’ Mar, 

Is up and streaming rarely ! 

The gathering pipe on Lochnagar, 

Is sounding lang and clearly ! 

The Highlandincn, from hill and glen. 

In martial hue, with bonnets blue, 

Wi’ belted plaids, and burnished blades. 

Are coming late and early ! 

“ Now that is a better kind of song — that is a teffle of a 
good song ! ” Mackenzie cried, keeping time to the music with 
his right foot, as if he were a piper playing in front of his 
regiment. “ Wass there an)rthing like that in your country, 
Mr. Mosenberg ? ” 

“ I don’t know, sir,” said the lad, meekly ; “ but if you like I 
will sing you one or two of our soldiers’ songs. They have 
plenty of fire in them, I think.” 

Certainly, Mackenzie had plenty of brilliant, and cheerful, 
and stirring music that evening, but that which pleased him 
most, doubtless, was to see — as all the world could see — the 
happiness of his good lass. Sheila, proud and glad, with a 
light on her face that had not been there for many a day, 
wanted to do everything at once to please and to amuse her 
guests, and most of all to wait upon her husband ; and Laven- 
der was so abashed by her sweet service and her simple ways 
that he could show his gratitude only by some furtive and kindly 
touch of the hand as Sheila passed. It seemed to him she had 
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never looked so beautiful ; and never, indeed, since they left 
Stornoway together, had he heard her quiet low laugh so full 
of enjoyment. What had he done, he asked himself, to deserve 
her confidence ? for it was the hope in her proud and gentle 
eyes that gave that radiant brightness to her face. He did not 
know. He could not answer. Perhaps the forgiveness she had 
so freely and frankly tendered, and the confidence she now so 
clearly showed in him sprang from no judgment or argument, 
but were only the natural fruit of an abounding and generous 
love. More than once that night he wished that Sheila could 
read the next half-dozen years as though in some prophetic 
scroll, that he might show her how he would endeavour to prove 
himself if not worthy — for he could scarcely hope that — at least 
conscious of her great and unselfish affection, and as grateful 
for it as a man could be. 

They pushed their enjoynient to such a late hour of the night 
that when they discovered wdiat time it was, Mackenzie would 
not allow one of them to venture out into the dark to find the 
path down to the yacht ; and Duncan and Scarlett were forth- 
with called on to provide the belated guests with some more or 
less haphazard sleeping accommodation. 

“ Mr. Mackenzie,” said Johnny, “ I don’t mind a bit if I sleep 
on the floor. I’ve just had the jolliest night I ever spent in 
my life. Mosenberg, you’ll have to take the Fhcebe back to 
Greenock by yourself I .shall never leave Borva any more.” 

“ You will be sober in the morning, Mr. E}n’e,” young 
Mosenberg said ; but the remark was unjust, for Johnny’s 
enthusiasm had not been juoduced by the old King’s whisky, 
potent as that was. 



CHAPTER XXVTI. 

THE PRINCESS SHEILA. 

“ I SHOULD like,” said Mrs. Edwar^ Ingram, sitting down and 
contentedly folding her hands in her lap, “ I should so mucli 
like, Edward, to have my own way for once — it would be so 
novel and so nice.” 

Her husband was busy with a whole lot of plans all stretched 
out before him, and with a pipe which he had some difficulty in 
keeping alight. He did not even turn round as he answered — 

“ You have your own way always. But you can’t expect to 
have mine also, you know.” 

“ Do you remember,” she said, slowly, “ anything your friend 
Sheila told you about your rudeness to people ? I wish, 
Edward, you would leave those ragged children and their 
school-housfls for three minutes. Do ! I so much want to 
see some places when we go to Scotland ; for who knows when 
we may be there again ? I have set my heart on the Braes 
of Yarrow. And Loch Awe by moonlight. And the Pass of 
Glencoe ” 

“ My dear child,” he said, at last turning round in his chair, 
“ how can we go to those places ? Sheila says Oban on the 
fifteenth.” 

“ But what Sheila says isn’t an Act of Parliament,” said the 
young American lady, plaintively and patiently. “ Why should 
you regulate all your movements by her? You are always 
looking to the north — you are like the spires of the churches 
that are said to be always telling us that heaven is close by the 
Pole Star.” 

“The information is inacourate, my dear,” Ingram said, 
looking at his pipe, “ for the spires of the churches on the other 
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side of the world point the other way. However, that does 
not matter. How do you propose rampaging all over Scotland, 
and still be at Oban on tbe fifteenth ? ” 

“Telegraph to Mr. and Mrs. Lavender to come on to Edin- 
burgh, and leave the trip to Lewis until we have seen those 
places. For once we have got to that wild island, w'ho knows 
when we shall return ? Now do, like a good boy. You know 
this new house of theirs will be all the drier in a month’s time. 
And their yacht will be all the more ship-shape. And both 
Sheila and her husband will be the better of coming down 
among civilized folks for a few weeks’ time — especially just 
now, when numbers of their friends must be in the Highlands 
— and of course you get better attention at the hotels when 
the season is going on, and they have every preparation made 
— and I am told the heather aad fern on the hills look very 
fine in August — and I am sure Mr. and Mrs. Lavender will 
enjoy it very much, if we get a carriage somewhere and leave 
the railways altogether, and drive by ourselves all through the 
prettiest districts.’’ 

She wished to see the effect of her eloquence on him. It 
was peculiar. He put his pipe down and gravely repeated 
these lines, with which she was abundantly familiar — 

" Sex Vather to I, 'Jack, rin arter him du !' 

Sez I to Father, ‘ I'm darned if I du ! ”’ 

“ You won’t ? ” she said. 

“The proposal comes too late. How can you expect Sheila 
to leave her new house, and that boy of hers that occupies 
three-fourths of her letters, just at this time ? I think it was very 
kind of her, mind you, to come away down to Oban to meet 
us ; and Lavender, too, is giving up the time out of the best 
working-season of the year. Bless you, you will see far more 
beautiful things as we go from Oban to Lewis than any you 
have mentioned. For we shall probably cut down by Scarba 
and Jura before going up to Skye ; and then you will see the 
coast that you had admired so much in Lavender’s pictures.” 

“ Is. the yacht a large one, Edward ? ” his wife asked some- 
what timidly. 

“ Oh, big enough to take our party a dozen times over.” 

“ Will she tumble about much do you think ? ” 

“ I don’t know,” Ingram said, with an unkindly grin. “ But 
Bs you are a weak vessel, Lavender will watch the weather for 
you, and give it you as smooth as possible. Besides, look at 

G G 
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the cleanliness and comfort of a smart yacht ! You are thinking 
of one of those Channel steamers, with their engines and oil.” 

“ Let us hope lor the best,” said his wife, whth a sigh. 

They not only hoped for it, but got it. When they left the 
Crinan and got on board the big steamer that was to take them 
to Oban, all around them lay a sea of soft and shining blue, 
scarcely marred by a ripple. Here and there sharp crags 
that rose out of the luminous plain seemed almost black ; but 
the farther islands lay soft and hazy in the heat, with the 
beautiful colours of Aiigust tinting the great masses of rock. 
As they steamed northward through the shining sea, new islands 
and new channels appeared until they came in sight of the 
open Atlantic, and that, too, was as calm and as still as a 
summer night. There was no wliite cloud in the blue vault of 
the sky ; there was no cri.sp curl of a wave on the blue plain ot 
the sea ; but everywhere a clear, radiant, salt-smelling atmo- 
sphere, the drowsy haze of which was only visible when you 
looked at the distant islands, and saw the fine and pearly veil 
of heat that was drawm over the soft colours of the hills. The 
sea-birds dipped and disappeared as the big boat churned its 
way onward. A white solan, far away by the shores of Mull, 
struck the water as he dived and sent a jet of spray into the 
air. Colonsay and Oronsay became as faint clouds on the 
southern horizon ; the jagged coast of Lome drew near. And 
then they went up through the Sound of Kerrara, and steamed 
into the broad and beautiful bay of Oban, and behold ! here 
was Sheila on the pier, already waving a handkerchief to them, 
while her husband held her arm, lest in her excitement she 
should go too near the edge of the quay. 

“And where is the boat that we have heard so much of?" 
said Mrs. Kavanagh, when all the kissing and hand-shaking 
was over. 

“ There ! ” said Sheila, not -without some shame-faced pride, 
pointing to a shapely schooner that lay out in the bay, with her 
white decks and tall spars shining in the afternoon sun. 

“And what do you call her?” asked Mrs. Kavanagh's 
daughter. 

“ We call her Princess Simla" said Lavender. “ What do 
you think of the name ? ” 

“ You couldn’t have got a better,” Ingram said, sententiously, 
and interposing as if it was not within his wife’s province to 
form an opinion of any sort. “And where is your father, 
Sheila? InBorva?” 
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“ Oh no, he is here,” the girl said, with a smile. “ But the 
truth is, he has driven away to see some gentlemen he Knows, 
to ask if he can have some grouse for you. He should have 
been back by this time.” 

“I would not hurry him, Sheila,” Ingram said, gravely. 
“ He could not have gone on a more admirable errand. We 
must await his return with composure. In the meantime, 
Lavender, do make your fellows stop that man ; he is taking 
away my wife’s trunk to some hotel or other.” 

The business of getting the luggage on board the yacht was 
entrusted to a couple of men whom Lavender left on shore ; 
whereupon the newly-arrived travellers put off in a little pin- 
nace and were conveyed to the side of the handsome schooner. 
When they were on board, an eager exploration followed ; and 
if Sheila could ohly have undertaken to vouch for the smooth- 
ness of the weather for the next month, Mrs. Ingram was 
ready to declare that at last she had discovered the most 
charming, and beautiful, and picturesque fashion of living 
known to civilized man. She was delighted with the little 
elegancies of the state-rooms ; she was delighted with the 
paintings on the under sky-lights, which had been done by 
Lavender’s own hand ; she was delighted with the whiteness of 
the decks and the height of the tapering spars ; and she had 
no words for her admiration of the beautiful sweep of the 
bay, the striking ruins of the old castle at the point, the 
rugged hills rising behind tlie white houses, and out there in 
the west, the noble panorama of mountain, and island, and 
sea. 

“ I am afraid, Mrs. Ingram,” Lavender said, “ you will have 
cause to know Oban before we leave it. There is not a breath 
of wind to take us out of the bay.” 

“ I am content,” she said, with a gracious calm. 

“ But we must get you up to Borva somehow. There it 
would not matter how long you were becalmed ; for there is 
plenty to see about the island. But this is a trifle common- 
place, you know.” 

“ I don’t think so at all. I am delighted with the place,” 
she said. ” And so are you, Edward.” 

Ingram laughed. He knew she was daring him to contradict 
her. He proposed he should go ashore and buy a few lines 
with which they might fish for young saithe or lylhe over the 
side of the yacht ; but this project was stopped by the appear- 
ance of the King of Borva, who bore triumphant proof of the 
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success of his mission in a brace of grouse held up in each 
hand as a small boat brought him out to the yacht. 

“And I was seeing Mr. Hutcheson,” Mackenzie said to 
Lavender, as he stepped on board, “ and he is a ferry good- 
natured man whatever, and he says if there is no wind at all 
te will let one of his steamers take the yacht up to Loch 
Sunart, and if there is a breeze at all we will get it there.” 

“ But why should we go in quest of a breeze ? ” Mrs. Ingram 
said, petulantly. 

“ Why, mem,” said Mackenzie, taking the matter seriously, 
“you wass not thinking we could sail a boat without wind? 
But I am not sure that there will not be a breeze before 
night.” 

Mackenzie was right. As the evening wore on, and the sun 
drooped in the west, the aspect of affairs changed somewhat, 
and there was now and again a sort of shiver apparent on the 
surface . of the lake-like bay. When, indeed, the people on 
board came up on deck just before dinner, they found a rather 
thunderous-looking sunset spreading over the sky. Into the 
clear saffron glory of the western sky some dark and massive 
purple clouds had risen. The mountains of Mull had grown 
light and milk-like ; and yet they seemed near. The glass-like 
bay began to move ; and the black shadow of a ship that lay 
on the gleaming yellow plain began to tremble, as the water 
cut lines of light across the reflection of the masts. You could 
hear voices afar off. Under the ruins of the castle, and along 
the curves of the coast, the shadows of the water were a pure 
greenj and the rocks were growing still more sharp and distinct 
in the gathering dusk. There was a cold smell of the sea in 
the air. And then swiftly the pale colours of the west waxed 
lurid and fierce ; the mountains became of a glowing purple ; 
and then all the plain of the sea was dashed with a wild glare 
of crimson, while the walls of Dunolly grew black, and over- 
head the first scouts of the marshalling forces of the clouds 
came up in flying shreds of gold and fire. 

“ Oh aye, we may hef a breeze the night,” Mackenzie said. 

“ I hope we shan’t have a storm,” Mrs. Ingram said. 

“ A storm ? Oh no, no storm at all. It will be a ferry good 
thing if the wind lasts till the morning.” 

Mackenzie was not at all sure that there would be storm 
enough; and went down to dinner with the others rather 
grumbling over the fineness of the weather. Indeed, when 
they came on deck again, later on in the night, even the sligh' 
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breeze that he had hoped for seemed impossible. The niglit 
was perfectly still. A few stars had come out overhead, and 
their light scarcely trembled on the smooth waters of the bay. 
A cold, fresh scent of seaweed was about, but no wind. The 
orange lights in Oban burned pale and clear; the red and green 
lamps of the steamers and yachts in the i)ay did not move. 
And when Mrs. Ingram came up to t.ake Sheila forward to the 
bow of the boat, to sit down there, and have a confidential 
talk with her, a clear and golden moon was rising over the 
sharp black ridge of Kerrara into the still and beautiful skies, 
anii there was not a ripple of the water along the sides of the 
yacht to break the wonderful silence of the night. 

“ My dear,’’ she said, “ you have a beautiful place to 
live in.” 

“ But we do not live here,” Sheila said, with a smile. “ This 
is to me as far away from iiome as England can be to you, when 
you think of America. When I came here the first time I 
thought I had got into another world, and that I should never 
be able to get back again to the Lewis.” 

“ And is the island you live in more beautiful than this 
place ? ” she asked, looking round on the calm sea, the lambent 
skies, and the far mountains beyond, which were grey and ghost- 
like in the pale glow of the moon. 

“ If you see our island on such a night as this, you will say 
it is the most beautiful place in the world. It is the winter- 
time that is bad, when we have rain and mist for weeks together. 
But after this year I think we shall .spend all the winters in 
London ; although my husband does not like to give up the 
shooting and the boating, and that is very good amusement 
for him when he is tired with his work.” 

“ That island life certainly seems to agree with him," said 
Mrs. Ingram, not daring even to hint that there was any 
further improvement in Sheila’s husband than that of mere 
health ; “ I have never seen him look so well and strong. 1 
scarcely recognized him on the pier — he was so brown and — 
and I think his sailor-clothes suit him so well. They are a 
little rough you know— indeed, I have been wondering whether 
you made them yourself.” 

Sheila laughed. 

“ I have seen you look at them. No, I did not make them. 
But the cloth, that was made on the island, and it is very good 
cloth whatever.” 

“ You see what a bad imitation of your costume I am com- 
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pelled to wear. Edward would have it, you know. I think 
he’d like me to speak like you, if I could manage it.” 

“ Oh no, I am sure he would not like that,” Sheila said, 
foi'many a time he used to correct me, and when he first 
came to the island I was very much ashamed, and sometimes 
angry with him ” , 

“ But I suppose you got accustomed to his putting everybody 
right ? " said Mr. Ingram’s wife, with a smile. 

“ He was always a very good friend to me,” Sheila said, 
simply. 

“ Yes, and I think he is now,” said her companion, taking 
the girl’s hand, and forcing herself to something of that 
which lay at her heart, and which had been struggling for utter- 
ance during all this beating about the bush. “ I am sure you 
could not have a better friend than he is, and if you only knew 
how pleased we both are to find you so well — and so happy — ” 

Sheila saw the great embarrassment in her companion’s face, 
and she knew the good feeling tliat had driven her to this 
stammering confession. 

“ It is very kind of you,” Sheila saidj gently. “ I am very 
, happy — yes — I do not think I have anything more to wish for 
in the world.” 

There was no embarrassment in her manner as she made this 
simple avowal ; her face was clear and calm in the moonlight, 
and her eyes were looking somewhat distantly at the sea and the 
island near. Her husband came forward with a light shawl, and 
put it round her shoulders. She took his hand, and for a 
moment pressed it to her lips. Then he went back to where 
Ingram and old Mackenzie were smoking ; and the two women 
were left to their confidences. Mrs. Kavanagh had gone below. 

What was this great noise next morning, of the rattling of 
chains and the flapping of canvas overhead? 'I’here was a 
slight motion in the boat and a plashing of water around her 
sides. Was the Princess Sheila getting under weigh ? 

The various noises ceased ; so also did the rolling of the 
vessel, and apparently all was silent and motionless again. But 
when the ladies had dressed, and got upon deck, behold they 
were in a new world ! All around them were the blue waters of 
Loch Linnhe, lit up by the brilliant sunshine of the morning. 
A light breeze was just filling the great white sails ; and the 
yacht, heeling over slightly, was cutting her placid way through 
the lapping waves. How keen was the fresh smell of the air ! 
Sea-gulls were swooping down and around the tall masts : ovei 



THE PRINCESS SHEIJ.A. 


XXVIJ.] 


45S 


there the green island of Lismore lay bright in the sunshine ; 
the lonely hills of Morven and the mountains of Mull had a 
thousand shades of colour glowing on their massive shoulders 
and slopes ; the ruins of Duart Castle, out at the point, seemed 
too fair and picturesque to be associated with dark legends of 
blood. Were these faint specks in the south the far islands of 
Colonsay and Oronsay ? Lavender brought his glass to Mrs. 
Ingram, and, with many apologies to ail the ladies for having 
woke them up so soon, bade her watch the flight of two herons 
making in for the mouth of Lock Ktive. 

They had postponed for the present that southward trip to 
Jura. The glass was still rising; and the appearance of the 
weather rendered it doubtful whether they might have wind 
enough to make such a cruise anything but tedious. They had 
taken advantage of this light breeze in the morning to weigh 
anchor and stand across for the Sound of Mull ; if it held out, 
they would at least reach Tobermory, and take their last look 
at a town before rounding Ardnamurchan and making for the 
wild solitudes of Skye. 

“Well, Cis,” Ingram said to his wife, as he busied himself 
with a certain long fishing line, “what do you think of the 
Western Highlands ? ” 

“ Why did you not tell me of these places before ? ” she 
said, rather absently ; for the mere height of the mountains 
along the Sound of Mull — the soft green woods leading up to 
the great bare shoulders of purple, and grey, and brown above 
— seemed to draw away one’s eyes and thoughts from sur- 
rounding objects. 

“I have, often. But what is the use of telling?” 

“ It is the most wonderful place I have ever seen,” she said. 
“It is so beautiful and so de.solate at the same time. What 
lovely colours there are everywhere, on the sea, and on the 
shores there, and up the hills ; and everything is so bright and 
gleaming. But no one seems to live here. I suppose you 
couldn’t. The loneline.ss of the mountains and the sea would 
kill you.” 

“ My dear child, these are town-bred fancies,” he said, in his 
usual calm and carelessly sententious manner ; “ if you lived 
there, you would have plenty to do besides looking at the hills 
and the sea. You would be glad of a fine day to let you go out 
and get some fish, or go up the hills and get some black-cock 
for your dinner ; and you would not get sad by looking at fine 
colours, as town-folks do. Do you think La-\'ender and Sheila 
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spend their time in mooning up in that island of ttieirs? — and 
that, I can tell you, is a trifle more remote and wild than this 
is. They've got their work to do ; and when that is done they 
feel comfortable and secure in a well-built house, and fairly 
pleased with themselves that they have earned some rest and 
amusement I daresay, if you built a cottage over there, and 
did nothing but look at the sea and the hills, and the sky at 
night, you would very soon drown yourself. I suppose if a man 
were to give himself up for three months to thinking of the first 
formation of the world, and the condition of affairs before that 
happened, and the puzzle about how the materials ever came 
to be there, he would grow mad. But few people luckily have 
the chance of trying. They’ve got their bread to earn ; if they 
haven’t, they’re bent on killing something or other — foxes, 
grouse, deer, and what not — and they don’t bother about the 
stars, or what lies just outside the region of the stars. When I 
find myself getting miserable about the size of a mountain, or 
the question as to how and w'hen it came there, I know that it 
is time to eat something. I think breakfast is ready, Cis. Do 
you think you have nerve to cut this hook out oi my finger ? 
and then we can go below.” 

She gave a little scream, and started up. Two drops of 
blood had fallen on Lavender’s white decks. 

“ No, I see you can’t,” he said. “ Open this knife, and I will 
dig it out myself. Bless the girl, are you going to faint because 
I have scratched my finger ? ” 

Lavender, however, had to be called in to help ; and, while 
the surgical operation was going forward, Mrs. Ingram said — 

“ You see we have got town’s-folks’ hands as yet. I suppose 
they will get to be leather by and by. I am sure I don’t know 
how Mrs. Lavender can do those things about a boat with the 
tiny little hands she has.” 

“ Yes, Sheila has small hands, hasn’t she ? ” Lavender said, 
as he bound up his friend’s finger, “ but then she makes up for 
that by the bigness of heart.” 

It was a pretty and kindly speech, and it pleased Mrs. Ingrain, 
though Sheila did not hear it. Then, when the doctoring was 
over, they all went below for breakfast, and an odour of fish, 
and ham, and eggs, and coffee, prevailed throughout the yacht. 

“ I have quite fallen in love with this manner of life,” Mrs. 
Ingram said. “ But, tell me, is it always as pleasant as this ? 
Do you always have those blue seas around you, and green 
shores? Are the sails always white in the sunlight?” 
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There was a dead silence. 

‘ Well, I would not say,” Mackenzie observed, seriously, as 
no one else would take up the question ; “ I would not say it is 
always ferry good weather off this coast— oh no, I would not 
say that ; for if there wass no rain, what would the cattle do, 
and the streams ? — they would not hef a pool left in them. Oh 
yes, there is rain sometimes ; but you cannot always be sailing 
about, and when there will be rain, you will hef your things 
to attend to indoors. And there is always plenty of good 
weather if you wass wanting to tek a trip round the islands, 
or down to Oban — oh yes, there is no fear of that; and it 
will be a ferry good coast whatever for the harbour, and there 
is always some place you can put into, if it wass coming on 
rough, only you must know the coast, and the lie of the islands 
and the rocks about the harbours. And you would learn it 
very soon. There is Sheila there ; there is no one in the Lewis 
will know more of the channels in Loch Roag than she does — 
not one, I can say that ; and when you go further away, then 
you must tek some one with you who wass well acquaint with 
the coast. If you wass thinking of having a yacht, Mr. Ingram, 
there is one I hef heard of just now in Rothesay that is for 
sale, and she is a ferry good boat, but not so big as this 
one ” 

“ I think we’ll wait till my wife knows more about it, Mr. 
Mackenzie,” Ingram said. “ Wait till she gets round Ardna- 
murchan, and has crossed the Minch, and has got the final 
Atlantic swell as you run into Borvabost.” 

“ Edward, you frighten me,” his wife said ; “I was beginning 
to give myself courage,” 

“ But it is mere nonsense 1 ” cried Mackenzie, impatiently 
“ Kott pless me ! There is no chance of your being ill in this 
fine weather ; and if you had a boat of your own, you would 
ferry soon get accustomed to the weather — oh, very soon indeed 
— and you would hef no more fear of the water than Sheila 
has.” 

“Sheila has far too little fear of the water,” her husband 
said. 

“ Indeed, and that is true,” said her father ; “ and it is not 
right that a young lass should go about by herself in a boat ” 

“ But you know very well, papa, that 1 never do that now.” 

“Oh, you do not do it now,” grumbled Mackenzie. “No, 
you do not do it now. But some day you will forget, when 
there is something to be done, and you will run a great danger, 
Sheila. u u 
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“But she has promised never to go out by herself; haven’t 
you, Sheila ? ” her husband said. 

“ I did. I promised that to you. And I have never been 
out since by myself." 

“ Well, don’t forget, Sheila,’’ said her father, not very sure 
but that some sudden occasion might tempt the girl to her old 
deeds of recklessness. 

The two American ladies had little to fear. The Hebrides 
received them with fair sunshine and smooth seas ; and all the 
day long their occupation was but to watch the wild birds flying 
from island to island, and mark the gliding by of the beautiful 
coasts, and listen to the light rushing of the waves as the fresh 
sea-breeze flew through the rigging. And Sheila was proud to 
teach them something of the mystery of sailing a small craft, 
and would give them the tiller sometimes, while her eye, as 
clear and keen as her father’s, kept watch and ward over the 
shapely vessel that was making for the northern seas. One 
evening she said to her friends — 

“ Do you see that point that runs out on this side of the 
small islands ? Round that we enter Loch Roag.’’ 

The last pale light of the sun was shining along the houses 
of Borvabost as the Princess Sheila passed. The people 
there had made out the yacht long ere she came close to 
land ; and Mackenzie knew that twenty eager scouts would 
fly to tell the news to Scarlett and Duncan, so that ample 
preparation would be made in the newly-finished house down 
by the sea. The wind, however, had almost died away ; and 
they were a long time getting into Loch Roag in this clear 
twilight. They who were making their first visit to Sheila’s 
island sat contentedly enough on deck, however, amazed and 
bewildered by the beauty of the scene around them. For now 
the sun had long sunk, but there was a glow all over the 
heavens, and only in the far east did the yellow stars begin 
to glimmer over the dark plain of the Loch. Mealasabhal, 
Suainabahl, Cracababl, lifted their grand shoulders and peaks 
into this wondrous sky, and stood dark and clear there, with the 
silence of the sea around them. As the night came on the 
yellow stars grew more intense overhead, but the lambent 
glow in the north did not pale. They entered a small bay. 
Up there on a plateau of the rocks stood a long, low house, 
with all its windows gleaming in the dusk. The pinnace was 
put off from the yacht ; in the strange silence of the night the 
ripples plashed around her prow; her oars struck fire in the 
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water as the men rowed in to the land. And then, as Sheila’s 
guests made their way up to the house, and when they readied 
the veranda, and turned to look at the sea, and the Loch, and 
the far mountains opposite, they beheld the clear and golden 
sickle of the moon rising from behind the black outline of 
Suainabahl into the soft and violet skies. As the yellow moon 
rose in the south, a pathway of gold began to tremble on Loch 
Roag, and they could see the white curve of sand around the 
bay. The air was sweet with the cold smell of the sea. There 
was a murmur of the far Atlantic all around the silent coast. 

It was the old familiar picture that had charmed the imagi- 
nation of Sheila’s first and only lover, when as yet she was to 
him as some fair and wonderful Princess, living in a lonely 
island, and clothed round about with the glamour of old 
legends and stories of the sea. Was she any longer this strange 
Sea-Princess, with dreams in her eyes, and the mystery of the 
night and the stars written in her beautiful face ? Or was she 
to him now — what all the world had long ago perceived her to 
be — a tender wife, a faithful companion, and a true and loyal- 
hearted woman ? Sheila walked quietly into the house ; there 
was something for her friends to see ; and, with a great pridt 
and a gentleness, and a gladness, Scarlett was despatched on a 
particular errand. The old King of Borva was still down at 
the yacht, looking after the landing of certain small articles of 
luggage. Duncan had come forward to Ingram and said, “ And 
are you feny well, sir ? ” and Mairi, come down from Mac- 
kenzie’s house, had done the "same. Then there was a wild 
squeal of the pipes in the long apartment where supper was laid 
— the unearthly gathering-cry of a clan ; until Sheila’s husband 
dashed into the place and threatened to throw John into the 
sea if he did not hold his peace. John was offended, and 
would probably have gone up the hill-side, and in revenge, 
played “ Mackrimmon shall no more return,” only that he knew 
the irate old King of Borva would, in such a case, literally 
fulfil the threat that had been lightly uttered by his son-in-law. 
In another room, where two or three women were together, one 
of them suddenly took both of Sheila’s hands in hers, and said, 
with a great look of kindness in her eyes — “ My dear, I 
believe now what you told me that night at Oban.” 

And Sheila’s heart was too full to make answer. 
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ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS. Edited by JuttN ^Iouley. Crown 

2 vo. 2x. 6./. each. 

JOHNSON, By Lf-ci.ik Stki’Iie.s'. 

SCO'I'l'. By R. II. Huttos. 

GIBBON. By J. C. Monnos. 

SHELLEY. By J. A. Svmonds. 

HUME By Professor Huxi.hv. 

GOEDSMl'l'H. ByWiLi.iA.M Black. 

DEFOE. By W. Minto. 

BURNS. By Prlncip.al Shaikh. 

SPENSER. By the Very Rev. R. W. C'fKctt, Dean of Sc. Paiil’s. 
THACKERAY. By Anthony Teolloi-k. 

BURKE. By John Mokley. 

MILTON. By Makk Pattlson. 

HAW'l'HoRNE. By Henky James, Juiir. 

SOUTHEY. By Professor Dowuen. 

CHAUCER. By A. W. Waku. 

COWJ’ER. ByGoLDWiN Smi fit. 

BUNYAN. By J. A. Frouok. 

LOCKF.. By Piofessor Fowi.ek. 

BYRON. By Professor Nichol. 

WORUSWOR'l H. By F. W. II. Myers. 

DRYDEN. By Geokce .Sai.vtsiuirv. 

LAN 1 )( )R. By Professor Sidney Colvin. 

DE QUINCEY. By Professor Masson. 

CHARLES LAMB. By Rev. Alfred A. ...t r. 

BEN IT.EY. By Professor D. C. jEitit. 

CHARLE.S DICKENS. By A. W. IV'amj. 

GRAY. By E. W. Gosse. 

SWIFT. By Leslie Stephen. 

STF.RNK. By TI. D. Traill. 

MACAULAY. By J. Cotter Mokison. 

SHERIDAN, By Mrs. Oliphant. fT« the press . 

[Other Volumes to follow.] 
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EST£LL£ RUSSELL, By the Author of “ The Private Life of Galileo 
New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6 s. 

EVANS.' — Works by SenA'^TiAN Evans. 

BROTHER FABIAN'S MANUSCRIPT, AND OTHER POEMS. Fcai 
8vo, cloth. 6^. 

IN THE STUDIO; A DECADE OF POEMS. Extra fcap. Svo. ss. 

FAIRY BOOK. By the Author of “John Halifax, Gentleman** (Golden 
Treasury Senes-) i8mo. 4s. 6 ii. 

FAWCETT.— tales in political economy. By MiLLiCENT 

G. Fawcett, Author of “ Political Economy for Beginners/* Globe 8vo. 35. 

FLEMING. — Works by Geokce Fleming. 

A NILE NOVEL. Third and Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo. 6j. 

MIRAGE A Novel Cheaper E lition. Cr.iwn Svo. 6 s. 

THE HEAD OF MEDUSA. A Novel. I hr e Vo!u iies. Crown Svo 315.61/. 

FO'C’S’LE YARNS. -Including “BETSY LEE" AND OTHER 
POEMS. Crown Svo. js. 6 (f. 

FRASER-TYTLER.— SONGS IN MINOR KEYS. By C. C. Fraser- 
Tytler (Mrs. Edward Lidpei l). i8mo. Os. 

FREEMAN,— Works by E. A. FLEnMAN.D.C L., LL.D. 

HISTORICAL AND ARCHi rKC'l URAL SKE’I CHES ; CHIEFLY 
ITALIAN. With II lustrations by the Author. Crown 8vo. 10s. 6 fi. 

SfjBJECT AND NEIGHBOUR LANDS OF VENICE. Being a Companion 
Volume to “ Historical and Architectural Sketches.’' With Illustrations. Crown 
Svo. 105 . 6 <i. 

GARNETT. — IDYLLS AND EPIGRAMS. Chiefly from the Greek 
Anthology. By RtcitARt) Garnett. Fcap 8vo. ■zi.Gff. 

GILMORE.— STORM WARRIORS; or, LIFE-BOAT WORK ON THE 
GOODWIN SANDS. By the Rev. John Gu-MOke, M.A., Vicar of St. 
Luke's, I.ower Norwojd, Surrey, Author of *‘The Ramsgate l.ife-Eoat,” in 
“• Macmillan’s Magazine,” Second Edition. Crown Svo. 6 s. 

GLOB£ LIBRARY, — Globe 8vo. Cloth. 3J. 6(f. each. 

SHAKESPEARE'S COMPLETE WORKS. Edited by W. G. Ci.ark, M.A., 
and W. Alois Wijir.HT, M. A., of Trinity College, Cambridge, Editors of the 
“Cambridge Shakespeare.” With Glossary. 

SPENSER’S CO.MPI ETE WORKS. Edited from the Original Editions and 
Manuscripts, by R. Mokkis, with a Memoir by J. W. Hales. M.A. With 
Glossary. 

SIR WALTER SC. )TT’S POETICAL WORKS. Edited with a B.ographical 
.and Critical Memoir by Fkancis ’J’uknek Palgrave. and copious Notes. 
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GLOBE LIBRARY — continued, 

COMPLETE WORKS OP ROBERT BURNS.— THE POEMS, SONGS, 
and LEI l ERS, edited from the best Printed and Manuscript Authorities, 
with Glossanal Index, Notes, and a Biographical Memoir by Aluxandek 
Smith. 

ROBINSON CRUSOE Edited after the Original Edition.^, with a Biographical 
Introduction by Henry Kingsley. 

GOLDSMITH S MISCELLANEOUS WORKS, Edited, with Biographical 
Introduction by Profes.sor Masson. 

POPE*S POET ICAL WORKS. Edited, with Note^: and Intniductory Memoir, 
by Adolphus William Ward, M.A., Fell, )W of St. Peter's College, Cambridge, 
and Professor of History in Owens College, Manchester. 

DRYDEN'S POETICAL WORKS, Edited, with a Memoir. Revi.sed Text 
and Notes, by W. D. Christie, M.A., of Trinity College, Cambridge. 

COWPER'S POETICAL WORKS. Edited, with Notes and Biographical 
Introduction, by Rev. William Bknham, B.D 

MORTE D'ARTHUR.— SIR THOMAS MALORY’S BOOK OK KING 
ARTHUR AND OF H IS NOBLE KNIGHTS OF THE ROUND TABLE. 
Theoriginal Edition of Caxton, revisedfor ModernU.se. Wiili an Introduction 
by Sir Edward Strachey, Bart. 

THE WORKS OF VIRGIL. Rendered into English Prose, with Introductions, 
Notes, Running Analysis, and an Index. By James I.ondsdale. M.A., 
late Fellow and Tut,>r of Balli-il College, Oxford, .and Classical Professor in 
King’s College, London ; and Samuel Lee, M.A., Latin Lecturer at University 
College, London 

THE WORKS OF HORACE. Rendered into English Prose with Introductions, 
Running Analysis, Notes and Index. By John Lokdsuale, M.A., and 
Samuel Lee, M.A. 

MILTON'S POETICAL WORKS, Edited, with Introductions, by Professor 
Masson. 


GOLDBN TREASURY SERIES. — Uniformly printed in iSmo., 
with Vignette Titles by J. E. Millais, R.A., T. Woolnek, \y. Holman Hunt, 
Sir Noel Paton, A:,huk Hughes, &c. Engiaicdon Steel by Jeens, &c. 
Bound in extra cloth. 4J. 6<f. each volume, 

THE GOLDEN TREASURY OF THE BEST SONC.S AND LYRICAL 
POEMS IN THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE. Selected and arr.anged, with 
Notes, by Francis Turner Palgkave. 

THE CHILDREN’S GARLAND FROM THE BEST POETS. Selected 
and arranged by Coventry Patmore. 

THE BOOK OF PRAISE. From the best English Hymn Writers. Selected 
and arranged by Lord Selborne. A Neivand Enlargid Kdiiwn. 

THE FAIRY BOOK ; the Best Popular Fairy Stories. Selected and rendered 
anew by the Author of “ John Halitax, Gentleman.” 

THE BALLAD BOOK, A Selection of the Choicest British Ballads. Edited 
by William Allingham. 

THE JEST BOOK. The Choicest Anecdotes and Sayings, Selected and 
arranged by Mark Lemon, 
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HIGGINSON . — MALBONE ; An Oldport Romance. By T. W. Higginson. 
Fcap. 8vo. 6d. 

HILDA AMONG THE BROKEN GODS. By the Author of 

‘‘ Olrig Grange/’ Extra fc^p. 8vo. •fs. 6d. 

HOOPER AND PHI LLIPS.~a MANUAL OF MARKS ON POT- 
TERY AND PORCELAIN. A Dictionary of Easy Reference. By 
Hooper and W. C. Phillips. With numerous Illustrations. Second Edition, 
revised. t6mo. 4J. 6d. 

HOLLWAY-CALTHROP.— paladin and Saracen : Stories 

from Ariisto. By H. C. Hollwav-Calthrop. With Illustrations by Mrs. 
Arthur Lemon, engraved by 0 - Lacouk. Crown 8vo. 

HOPE. —notes and TH 0 UGH 7 ’S on gardens and WOOD- 
LANDS. Written chiefly for Amateurs. By the late Frances Jane Hope, 
Wardie Lodge, near Edinburgh. Edited by Anns J. Hope Johnstone. Crown 
8vo. 6.y. 

HOPKINS,— rose TURQUAND. A Novel By Ellice Hopkins. Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 64'. 

HORACE.— WORD FOR WORD FROM HORACE. The Odes literally 
versified. By W. T. Thornton, C.B Crown Svo. 74. 6d. 

WORKS OF. Rendered into English Prose by John Lo.nsoALB^ M.A. and 
Sa.viuel Lee, M.A. (Gl>bc Edition.) Globe 8vo 34 6d 

HUNT. — TALKS ABOUT ART. By William Hunt. With a Letter by 
J. E. Millais. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 34, 6d. 

IRVING. ■ — Works by Washington Ikving. 

OLD CHRISTMAS From the Sketch Book. With upwards of loo Illustratinns 
by Randolph Caldecctt, engraved by J. D. Cdopeu Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant. 64. People's Sixpenny Edition. Illustrated. 
Medium 4to. 6d. 

BRACEBRIDGE HALL. With 120 Illustrations by K. CALDROorr Crown 
8vo, cloth gih. 64- People's Sixpenny Edilijn. Illustrated- Medium 410. 6d. 


JAMRS. — Works by Hrnky James, jun. 

THE PORTRAIT OF A LADY. Cheap*r Edition Crown 8 vo 64. 
WASHINGTON SQUARE; THE PENSION LEAUREPAS : A BUNDLE 
OF LETTERS. Cheaper Edition Crown 8vo. 64 

THE EUROPEANS. A Novel. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

THE AMERICAN. Crown Bvo. 64. 

daisy MILLER: AN INTERNATIONAL EPISODE: FOUR MEET- 
INGS. Crown 8vo. 6 j, 

RODERICK HUDSON. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

THE MADONNA OF THE FUTURE; and other Tales. Crown 8vo. 6 j. 

JOUBERT .*■ — PENS^ES OF JOUBERT. Selected and Translated with the 
Original French appended, by Henry Attwell, Knight of the Order of the 
Oak Crown. Cr >wn 8va. 5s. 
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KKARY (A.), — Works by Annie Keary. 

CASTLE DALY ; THE STORY OF AN IRISH HOME THIRTY YEARS 
AGO. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6f. 

JANET’S HOME. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6f. 

CLEMENCY IRANKIYN. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

OLDBURY. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6 j. 

A YORK and A LANCASTER ROSE. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

A DOUBTING HEART. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6 j. 

The Heroes of asgard. Globe 8vo. ss. 6d. 

KEARY (E, ). — THE MAGIC VALLEY ; or, PATIENT ANTOINE. With 
Illustrations by E. V B. Globe 8vo. gilt. 4f. 6d. 

KINGSLEY’S (CHARLES) NOVELS. — EVERSLEY EDITION 
WESTWARD HO ’ 2 Vols. Globe 8vo. loj, 

TWOYFARSAGO. 2 Vnis. Glpbe 8vo. loj. 

HYPATIA. 2 Voh. Globe 8vo, loj. 

YEAST. X Vol. Globe 8vo. 5^. 

ALl ON Locke. aVoU. Globe Svo. tof. 

HEREWARD THE WAKE. 2 Vols. Globe 8vo. loj. 

KINGSLEY . — Work^ by the Rev. Charles Kingsley, M.A., Rector of 
Eversley, and Canon of Westminster. Collected Edition. 6s. each. 

POEMS ; includinp; the Saint's Tragedy, Andromeda, Songs, Ballads, &c. Com- 
plete Collected Edition. 

YEAST ! a Problem. 

ALTON LOCKE. New Edition. With a Prefatory Memoir by Thomas 
Hughes, Q.C , and Portrait of the Author. 

HYPATIA; or, NEW FOES WITH AN OLD FACE. 

GLAUCUS; or, THE WONDERS OF THE SEA-SHORE. With Coloured 
Illustrations. 

WESTWARD HO I or, THE VOYAGES AND ADVENTURES OF SIR 
AMVAS LEIGH. 

THE HEROES ; or, GREEK FAIRY TALES FOR MY CHILDREN. With 
Illustrations. 

TWO YEARS AGO. 

THE WATER BABIES- A Fairy Tale for a Land Baby. With Illustrations by 
Sir Noel Eaton, R.S.A., and E. Skelton. 

THE ROMAN AND THE TEUTON. A Series of Lectures delivered before 
the University of Cambridge, With Preface by Professor Max MOllbe, 
HEREWARD THE WAKE— LAST OF THE ENGLISH. 

THE HERMITS. 

MADAM HOW AND LADY WHY; or, FIRST LESSONS IN EARTH- 
LORE FOR CHILDREN. 

AT LAST ; A CHRISTMAS IN THE WEST INDIES. Illustrated. 

PROSE IDYLLS. NEW AND OLD. 

PLAYS AND PURITANS ; and other HISTORICAL ESSAYS. With Por- 
trait of Sir Walter Raleigh. 
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KINGSLEY (C.).— continued. 


HISTORICAL LECTURES AND ESSAYS. 

SANITARY AND SOCIAL LECTURES AND ESSAYS. 

SCIENTIFIC LECTURES AND ESSAYS. 

LITERARY AND GENERAL LECTURES. 

HEALTH AND EDUCATION. New Edition. Crown 8vo. dr. 
PHAETHON ; or, LOOSE THOUGHTS FOR LOOSE THINKERS. Crown 

8vo. 2J. 


TOWN GEOLOGY. Crown 8vo. 5f. 

SELECTIONS FROM SOME OF THE WRITINGS OF THE 
CHARLES KINGSLEY. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

OUT OF I’HE DEEP. Words for the Sorrowful, from the writings of Chakons 
Kincslev. Extra leap. 8vo. jt. 6d. 




KINGSLEY (H.).— tales OF OLD TRAVEL. Re-narrated by Henfy 
Kingsley. With Eight fuH-page lUuswatioas by Huard. Fifth Editi^ 
Crown 8vo, cloth, extra gilt. 5X- 


KNOX.— SONGS OF CONSOLATION. By Lsa Cbaig Knox. Extra fcap. 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges. 4f. 6d. 

LAMB’S (CHARLES) TALES FROM SHAKESPEARE. 
Edited, with Preface, hy the Rev. A. Ainger. (Golden Trcasviry Series.) iBmo. 
4r. 6d, 

LANDOR (WALTER SAVAGE).— SELECTIONS FROM THE 
WRITINGS OF WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR. Arranged and Edited by 
Professor Sidney Colvin. With Portrait. i8mo. 4i. (Golden Treasury 
Ssiies ) 

LEADING CASES DONE INTO ENGLISH. Byan Apprentice 
of Lincoln’s Inn. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. rr. 6d. 

LECTURES ON ART, — Delivered in Support of the Society for 
Protection of Ancient Buildings. By Regd Stuar r Poole, Professor W. 
B.-Richviovd, E. J. Poynper, R.A., J. T. Micklethwaite, and William 
Mourns. Crov.nSvo, 45.61!. 

LEMON {MARK).^THE JEST BOOK. (Golden Treasury Series. 
i8mo. 4? 

LIFE AND TIMES OF CONRAD THE SQUIRREL. a 

St«ry fhv Children By the Author of “ Wandering Willie/* ** EfTie^s Friends,*’ 
&r. With a Frontispiece by K. Farren. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 31. 

LITTLE ESTELLA, a„d other FAIRY TALES FOR THE YOUNG 

iBrno, clotli extra. 2J ()d. 

LITTLE SUNSHINE’S HOLIDAY. — By the Author of “John 

Halifa.v, Oenllemnn.” With Illustrations. Globe 8vo. 2 a. (id. 

LOFTIE.— FORTY-SIX SOCIAL TWITTERS. By Mrs. Loftik. Second 
Editijn. i6rno. 2s. (id. 




BELLES LETTRES, 


LORNE. — Works by the 


Marquis of Lobne;— 


IS 


GUIDO AND DITA ; A TALE OF THE. RIVIERA. A Poem. 
iLditicn. Small 410, cloth elegant. With Illustrations, yy. <jd. 


ThirJ 


, 9 ,^ P-.ALMS, LITERALLY RENDICKED IN VERSE. 
With 1 hree lUustrati jOi.. 'J bird Edition. Crown 8vo. "js.&d- 


LOWELL.— COMPLETE POETICAL WORRSof Tamfs Russkll Lowell. 
With Portrait, engraved bv Jeens. iSmo. cloth extra. 4^. Gd. 


CLTON. — Works by Lord Lyttelto.v. 

IHK “COMUS" OF MILIOM, rendered into Greek Verse. Extra fcap. Svo 
5^. 

I'HE “SAMS'^N AGONISTES'* OF MILTON, rendered into Greek Verse. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. Cj Cd. 

MACLAREN.— THE FATRY FAMILY. A Series of R.-ilIads and Metrical 
Tales vllustraiing the Fairy Mvth >1 igy uf Europe. By Akchiuald Maclaken. 
With Frontispiece, Illustrated J Jilc» and Vigncue. Crown 8vo, gilt. ^s. 


MACMILLAN’S BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG.- In Globe 8vo, 

doth elegant. Illu'itraicd, 2S. 6d. e.ach : — 


WANDERING WILLIE. J)y the 
Author of “Conrad the Sitiirrel ” 
With a Frontispiece by Sir Noel 
I’afon. Globe Svo. 

THE WHITE RAT. AND OTHER 
STtIKlliS By Ladv Barker. 
With Illustrations by W. J. IIe.s'- 
Nessv. Globe Svo. 

PANSIE’S FLOUR BIN. By the 
Author of ‘‘When I was a Little 
Girl ” With Illiistrutiunsby Auiiian 
Stokes. Globe 8 vj 

MILLY AND OLLY ; or, A Holiday 
auioiig the Mount.ain-s. By Mrs. 
'j'. H. Ward. With Illustrations by 
Mrs Alma Tauema. Globe Svo. 

THE H ERG ES . )F ASGAKD ; T.des 
from Scandinavian Mytbolagy. By 
A and E. Kearv. 

WHEN I WAS A H'lTLE GIRL. 
By the Author of “St. Olatc’s." 
“ Nine Vear.s Gld,” &c. 


A STOREHOU.SE OF STORIES. 

Edi'eit byCtiARiOTTE M.Yonge, 
Author of ‘‘The Heir of Redclyffe." 
'I wo Vois. 

THE STGRY OF A FELLOW- 
SOLDIER. By Frances Av/urv- 
(A Life of Bish'ip P.ttteson fir the 
Young.) Wiih Ibcf.ice by Char- 
LOTTI M Y'INGF. 

AGNES HOPKTOUN’S SCHOOLS 
AND HOLIDAYS. By Mrs. Uli- 

PHA.S'T. 

RUTH ANIi HER FRIENDS. A 
Siory for Girls 

THE RUNAWAY. By the Author 
of "Mr.. Icrningh.am’s Journal." 
OHR YEtHI A Child’s Book in 
Prose an 1 Verse. By the Author of 
"John Halir.LV. Gentleinau ’’ 
LITTLE SUNSHINE’.S HDLI- 
DAY. By the Author of “John 
Halifax, Gent! *m.an." 

NINE YF..-\KS Gl.D. By the Au- 
ih.jr of" When I was a Little Girl." 


MACMILLAN’S MAGAZINE. —Published Momlily. Price is. Vols 
1 . lo XLVl. ."ire nw ready. 7^^ 6?. each. 
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MACMILLAN’S POPULAR NOVELS.- in Crown 8vo, doth. 

Price 6s. each Volume : — 


By William Black. 


A PRINCESS OF THULE. 
MADCAP VIOLET. 

THE MAID OF KILLEENA ; and 
other Tales. 

THE STRANGE ADVENTURES 
OF A PHAETON. Illustrated. 
GREEN PASTURES AND PIC- 
CADILLY. 


MACLEOD OF DARE. Illustrated. 

WHITE WINGS. A Yachting Ro- 
mance. 

THE BEAUTIFUL WRETCH : 
THE FOUR MAC NICOLS: 
THE PUPIL OF AURELIUS. 


By Charles Kingsley. 


TWO YEARS AGO. 
“WESTWARD HO!” 

ALTON LOCKE. With Portrait. 


HYPATIA. 

YEAST. 

' HEREWARD THE WAKE. 


By the Author of “John Halifax, Gentleman.” 


AGATHA’S HUSBAND. Illus- 
trated. 

OLIVE. Illustrated. 

MY MOTHER AND I. Illustrated. 

By Charlotte M. Yonge. 


THE HEAD OF THE FAMILY. 
Illustrated. 

THE OGILVIES. Illustrated. 


THE HEIR OF REDCLYFFE. 

With Illustrations. 

HEARTSEASE. With Illustrations. 
THE DAISY CHAIN. With Illus- 
trations. 

THE TRIAL; More Links in the 
Daisy Chain. With Illustrations. 
HOPES AND FEARS. Illustrated. 
DYNEVOR TERRACE. With 
Illustrations. 

MY YOUNG ALCIDE.S. Illustrated. 
THE PH.LARS OF THE HOUSE. 

I'wo Vols. Illustrated. 

CLEVER WOMAN OF THE 
FAMILY. Illustrated. 


THE YOUNG STEPMOTHER. 
Illustrated. 

THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE’S 
NEST. Illustrated. 

THE CAGED LION. Illustrated. 

THE CHAPLET OF PEARLS. 
Illustrated. 

LADY HESTER, and THE DAN- 
VERS PAPERS. Illustrated. 

THE THREE BRIDES, lUus- 
trated. 

MAGNUM BONUM. Illustrated. 
LOVE AND LIFE. Illustrated. 

, Burnett. 


By Frances H. 

HAWORTH’S. 

“LOUISIANA” and “THAT LASS O' LOWRIE’S.” Two Stories. 
Illustrated. 

By Lady Augusta Noel. 

OWEN GWYNNE’S GREAT I FROM GENERATION TO GEN- 
WORK. i ERATION. 
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MACMILLAN’S POPULAR NOVELS-iVj«/'/;W. 

By Mrs. Oliphant, 

YOUNG MUSGRAVE. I A SON OF THE SOI!,. 

THE CURATE IN CHARGE. I A REI.EAGUERKO CITY. 
HE THAT WILL NOT WHEN HE MAY. 


CASTLE HALY. 
OLDBURY. 
JANET’S HOME. 


By Annie Keary. 

1 CLEMENCY FRANKLYN. 

I A YORK AND A LANCASTER 
RO.SE. 

I A DOUBTING HEART. 


A NILE NOVEL. 


By George Fleming. 

I MIRAGE. 


By Henry James, Junr. 


THE EUROPEANS, 

THE AMERICAN. 

DAISY MILLER 'AN INTEKNA- 
TIONAT. KPISODE; tOUK 
MEETINGS. 

RODERICK HUDSON, 

By the Author of 

HOGAN, M.P, 

THE HONOURABLE MISS FER- 
RARD. 


THE madonna OF THE 
FUT'UKE, and nihcr Tales, 

WASHINGTON SQUARE; THE 
PENSIUN T.FAGR EYAS'. A 
BUNDLE UE LETTERS. 

THE PORTRAIT OF A LADY. 

“Hogan, M.P.” 

CHRISTY CARI'.W. 

E1,1TT'ERS, TATTERS. AND 
'LHECOUNSELLuR: WEEDS: 
AND OTHER SKETCHES. 


TOM BROWN’S .SCEIOOLDAY.S. | 
TOM BROWN AT OXFORD. 

THE FOOL OF QUALITY. By 
H. Bkooke, 

REALMAH. By the Author uf 
“ FrRuds in Council” 

PATTY. By Mrs. Macquoid. 

THE BERKSHIRE LADY. By 
Mrs. Macquoiu. 


HUGH CRICTITON’S ROMANCE. 
By C. R. COLEKIDGE, 

MY TIME, AND WH.LL I’VE 
done WITH IT. By F. C. 
Buknanu- 


ROSE TURQUAND. By Ellick 
Hopkins. 


OLD SIR DOUGLAS. By the 
Hon. Mrs. N, ktok. 

SEBASTIAN. By Katiiakine 
C<*(* t‘EK. 

THE laughing MILL; and 
other Talc.s. By JUlI,^N Haw- 

TIIOKM'.. 

THE HARBOUR BAR. 
CHKLSTINA NORTH. Fy K M. 
Akliiek. 

UNDER THE ITMEH. By E. M. 
Akchek. 

BE.NGAL PF:.\S'ANT LIFE. By 
Lai BittiAKi Day. 

YIRGIN SOIL. By Tourg^nief. 
VIDA. The Study of a Girl. By 
Amy DtiNS.MUiK. 

b 
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MACMILLAN’S TWO SHILLING NOVELS 

By the Author of “John Halifax, Gentleman.” 

THE f)GILVIES. AGA'l'HA'S HUSBAND. 

THE HEAT) OF THE FAMII.Y. 

OLIVE. TWO MARRIAGES. 

MACQUOID. — WorV-; by Katharine S. Macqi:oid. 

PA 1 'T"V. Third and Chepjv'r Kdilinn. Crown Svo- 6.f. 

THE BERKSHIRE I.AUV. Cro^vn Pvo. Cs. 

MAGUIRE.— YOUNG I’RTNCE M.VRIGOI.D. AND OTHER FAIRY 
Sd'ORIES, Bv dit; John Fi.-anci'^ MAnuikK. M.i\ Jilu«;irGteil hy S. E. 
Wai-lek'. GI jIjc 8vn, gdi, 4 s. 6 (f. 

MAHAFFY, — Work-; liy J, P. .Mahaffv, M.A., rdloiv of Trinity College, 
Dultlin : — 

SOCIAL LIFE IN (tRKECF. J-'ROM FfOMKR TO MENANDER. Fourth 
Edilion, ^ nlirgcL whh Kew Cl> ipi<-r on fJ-'etk Art. Cr >wri tvo. 9s. 
RAMBLES AND SiDI'IES IN (H<E 1 a‘E. liiiw'ratcd. Second Ediliiin, 
rcvTcil and ('nlirgt.il, with Map. Crown uxu lo^. Cf. 

THE DECAY OE M )DKr-N VREACHIXG. An Ks^ay. Crown 8vo y,s. Cii. 

MALET • — MRS. LOKt.trEK. A Novci. IJy I.igas Malei'. Twn Vols. 
CjIoIk’ Svo. \^l imtifditttciy. 

MOHAMMAD, SPEECHES AND TABLE-TALK OF 

'I'HE I'KOI'HET. Liuivii aiv! Tr.in .l.ito.l by S^.^N^EV LAKE-RfioLE 
i8mo. 4 S' (i-f (Gnl |..ii I’f.-aMiry Sn-i'.-s ) 

MASSON (GUSTAVE) —I.A LYRE FRANCATSE. Sdtcied and 

.arranged with Note.. (G .IJeii Trt.a.iiry Se.'ics.) iRiii.-.. 4,1 kd. 

MASSON (Mrs.).— 'JIIKKI', ('F.NIL'KTES OF ENGT.TSH FOK’I RY : 
I'Cjng huJocii n-frifH C'bniu’ rf • Htirivk, w’uh Introdnrti rns .-in l N ir^ ].y Mrs. 
Ma'soN and a g- nor.nl luti »duction by I'roL.ssor Ma'->>on. Kny hvo. 

3.C. ihl. 

MASSON (Pi-ofessor). — Work, by 1 hwii) M M.A , Professor of 

RiujUjric ;uij IvigltNli Li urAturc in the (InRcrdry of I'if‘.inl)ur.;h. 

WDKDSWOU I H, SllEI.LKY. KEATS. AND O 1 HliR ESSAYS. Crown 
Svo. 5. S'. 

CH A'r'l kiU 1 O \ : A Si'TN of ihr Year 177 i. Crn\Mi 8vo. 5.?. 

TDK THREE DhiViLS' ErTHEK’S. MILTON’S AND GOKTHENS; and 
otlwr ].-f,:iy.s C’-'I'D 8vo 5.f. 

MAEINI.— IN I'ln: GOI.DEN SHFI.L: a story of T’nbrmo. Ry Linda 
Ma/isi. Y’i'.h lihi-.'r.'iioiLi Gl jlic uv i, cloth gilt. 4s. 

fv^LRIVALE, — K I S' niiJcred into Latin Verse. By C- 

MnulVALii:. B.D. .Set nJ Edition Extra Rap. Svo y-- (uf. 

MILNER. — THE LILY OF LUMLEY By Eoitii ]\IlL^ET^. Crown Svo, 

7 J Cui. 
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MILION’S POETICAL WORKS. Ktiited \vit!i Text collated from 
the best Authnriiie.s. -wUli lotrodiiction ani Notes, by David Three 

Vols 8vo 43? With three Portraits entrraved by C. ll. JPEs-f;. (Uniform with 
the Cambrjd,:re Shakr'ip'-arc ) Fcap. 8vo Edbion With Ponvaus. Three Vok. 
75J. (Globe Edition ) Py the same Edit ;r. Globe 8vO. 3.C. 6</. 

MISTRAL (F .)■ — Mir.EI.TE. a Pastoral Epic of Provence Translnted by 
H. CklCHTON. Extra fcap. 3 vo. C*s. 

MITFORD (A. B.V— TALES of old japan. By A. P>. M ITF^TiD, 

Second Serrciary to the nritisb Ix^^ation in Japan With Jlhi'Jiratl' ns drawn 
and cut on Wood by Japanese Artists New and Ciicapev Editi >0. Cr'^wn 
8vo. 6 s. 

MOLESWORTH.- AVorks Ity Mrs. Moleswouth (Ex'M'-, GnahamJ 
R; )SY. Illustrated Ity WaL'I'I^k (bv-A\K. Gloljc S\' ' 4.?. 6r/. 

SUMMER STO^Ur/^ FOR POVS AND GliU.S. Crown He l 4-^ Gcf. 

'J'llK ADVEN I URES OF HFKK UAPV lly Mr.. Mnl.rswnK-nr, Atilhor nf 
“Carrots,'' ike. Yhih 'j'v.clve ftill-j»a<ie Picujres \>y Wai'jfk Ckam:. Globe 
4 »o 6 s 

CRANDMDTHIG'; DEAR. ]llust-at,;cl byW'MTru C-'Anp.. Olnbe 8vo pili 
4 ,« CW 

TELL ME A STOK'i’. lllii-.iratc'd l;y Wsi.tkk’ Ukavk. Ol be 8vn. pllt. 45- 6'f. 
'‘CARROTS'’; JUST A 1 T'!‘’'J'I,E POV. Illii',ir;ilcd ly Walter Ckanh 
G lobe 8vi, pilf. 4.^ (d. 

THF CUCK <)0 CROCK. IJIiisIrated by U'ai.tpr C/i'ANf-; Globe Beo, pilt. 
4.? 6 d. 

THE TAPESTRV KO'IM- Illustrated by Wai.tUr C'k’Axp.. G 1 ‘be Sen 
4s C'.d. 

A CHRISTMAS CHILI). IMti'itra’cd by \Vai tpii Cka\p. fllobc Svo, 4.? 6d 

MORTE D’ARTHUR.— sir -III 'M.\s MAT.ORV'.; i:n‘)K of 

KINO AKTHI R ANOOK HIS N lllI.K KMOH'IS (R- THE ROUND 
'J'AllLE. (Globe Edition ) G 1 »be Svo 3.V. (ni. 

MOULTON.— SWALT.OVV FLIGHTS. Poems by LmusK Ciiandi.ei,- 
Moulton. E,xira fciip. Svo 4s. 6</. 

MOULTRIE . — POEMS by JnuK Mon TKin. Complete E.diiinn. TwoVoL 
Crown 8vo 'js. cncli. 

Vol. I. I\T^’ IlKO'I’TJER’.S GR AViG DREAM OF T,TFE. v^c. With Memoir by 
the l^ev, Prtl'in ’ary C*'ijTunj(}K 

Vol. II. LAVo ^ )K I HE ENGLISH CHURCH, and other Poems, Wiih n otices 
of the Reclorj of Kugby, hy M H. Pf mxh.am. K R.A S 

MRS. GANDER S STORY. With Twenty-funr Jllustrati ms. Demy 
^ oblon;. {Just ready 

MRS JERNINGHAM’S JOURNAL, a Poem Purpnrtin,^ lo 
bethe Journ.al ofa Newly-married J.rtdy. 'IJiird Edition Fcap 8vr> 3^ G/ 

MUDIE.—stRAV' REAVF.S. By C. Iv Mitoif, New E.Il.ion. E.«ra fcan 

ovo. T.c. 6d Contends His and Mine*' — “ Ni-dit an i Day” — “ Ona i>f 
Many, ' is.r. 
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MURRAY.— round about FRANCE. By E. C. Geenvillb Murrav 

Crown 8vo. •js. td. 

MYERS (ERNEST). — Works hy Eknhst SIyeks. 

THE PURITANS. Extra leap. 8vo, cloth. iS. 6d. 

POEMS. Extra leap. 8vo. 4f. 6rf. 

MYERS (F. W. H.).— Works by F. W. H. Myers, 

ST. PAUL. A Poem. New Edition. Extra fcap. Svo. aj. 6d. 

THE KENEWAL OF YOUTH, and other Poems. Crown Svo. 7^. 6d, 

NADAL. — ESSAYS AT HOME AND ELSEWHERE. By E, S. Nadal. 
Crown Svo. 6i' i ' 

NICHOL • — Works hy John Nichoi,, B.A., Oxon. , Regius Professor of English 
Language and Literature in the University of Glasgow. 

HANNIBAL, A HiSTOiaCAL DRAMA. Extra fcap. 8vo. -js.&d. 

THE DEATH OF 'I’HEMISTOCLES, AND uTIlER POEMS. Extr^ fcap. 
Svo. js. 6d. j, 

NINE YEARS OLD. — -By the Author of “St. Olave's,*' ‘‘ When I was a 
Lillie Giri,” v'ic. /iiustiatcd l>y Froi-iCh New Edifi'm. Globe Svo. ts. 6d. 

NOEL.— BEATRICE AND OTHER POEMS. By the IIon. Roden Noel. 
Fcap. Svo. 6s. 

NOEL (LADY AUGUSTA). — Works by Lady Augu.sta Noel. 
OWEN GWYNNE’S GREAT WORK. Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo. 6 a 
FROM GENERATION TO GENERATION. Crown Svo. 6s. 

NORTON. — Work.'.by the Hon. Mri. Nokion. 

THE LADY OF LA GARAYE. WithVignetteand Froniispiece. Eighth Edition. 
Fcap Svo. 4S. 6d. 

OLD SIR DOUGLAS. New F.dition. Crown Svo. 6s. 

oliphant . — W'ork'i hy Mrs. Oliphant. 

THE LITERARY IHSTGUY OF ENGLAND in the end of the Eighteenth 
and beginning of the Nineteenth Century. Cheaper Issue. With a New Pre- 
face. 3 VoLs. Demy Svo. 2r.r- 

AGNES IIOPETOUN’S SCHOOLS AND HOLIDAYS. New Edition, with 
Illustrations. Globe Svo. zs. 6d. 

THE SON OF THE SOIL, New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6 j. 

THE CURATE IN CHARGE. Sixth Edition. Crown Svo. 6s. 

THE MAKERS OF FLORENCE: Dante, Giotto, Savonarola, and their City. 
With Illustrations from Drandngs hy Professor I )elainotte, and a Steel Portrait 
of Savonarola, engraved by C. H. Jeknk. New and Cheaper Edition with Pre- 
face. Crown Svo. Cloth extra. loj. 6d. 

YOUNG MUSGRAVE. Cheaper Edition, Crown Svo. 6j. 

THE BELEAGUERED CITY. Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo. 6s. 

HE THAT WILL NOT WHEN HE MAY. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 
DRESS. Illustrated. Crown Svo. 2S. 6d. [Art at Nome Series, 
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OUR YEAR, A Child’s Book, in Prose and Verse. By the Author of 
"JoBn Halifax, Gentleman.’* Illustrated by Clakf.nce Dobell. Royal i6mo. 
2s. 6d, 

PAGE.— the LADV resident, by Hamm-ton Page. J hree Vols. Crown 
8vo. 31J. 6ei. 

PALGRAVE . — Works by Fkamcis Turner Pai.grave. M.A., late Fellow 
of Exeter College, O.'iford. 

THE FIVE DAYS’ EN'I’ERTAINMEN'l’S AT WEN l WORTII GRANGE. 
A Book for Children. With Illustrations by Arthuk HuotiEs, and Engraved 
Title-Page by Jeen’S. Small 4I0, cli>tli extra. 6s. 

LYRICAL POEMS. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6 j. 

’’^GINAL HYMNS. Third Edition, en],'ir^ed iSmo. tJ- 6</. 

VISIONS OF ENGLAND ; being a . scries of J.yrical Poems r n Leading Events 
and Persons in English Hist(vry. With a Preface and Notes. Crown 8vo. js. 6d, 

GOLDEN TREA.SUUy OK THE P>ESJ‘ SONGS AND LYRICS. Edited 
^1^ F. 'f. Pat.gravk. i8mo. 4s. ( d . 

■SHAKESPEARE'S SONNETS AND SONGS. Edited by F, T. Pa.lgra.vb. 
W^ '- Vignette Title by Ji'KNi':. (Golden 'J'rc.->sury Seriei.) i8mo, 4s. td, 

THE CHIEBREN’S 'I REASUKY OF LYRICAL I’OETRY. Selected and 
art.anged with Notes by F. 'J'. Pai.gkavf. iSmo. as. (> d . And in Two Parts, 
IS. each. 

HERRICK; SELECTIONS FROM THE LYRICAL POEMS. With Notes. 
(Golden Treasury Series,) rSmo. 4s. 6d 

PANSIE’S FLOUR, BIN. By the Author of “When I was a Little 
Girl,” “ St, Olave'.s,” &c. Illu.strated by Adrian’ Store;. Globe 8vo. 4f. Sd. 

PATER.— THE RENAISSANCE. Studies in An and Poetry. By Walter 
PaT’^r, Fellow of Bn'isenose C'dlege, ().\fonl. Second Kdiiion, Revised, with 
Vignette engraved by C. H. Jebns. Crown 8vo 6d. 

PATMORE.— the CHILDREN’S GARLAND, from the Best Poets. 
Selected and arranged by Cove.n’Tkv Patmokk. New Edition. With Illustra- 
tions by J. Law.son, Crown 8vo. gill. 6^ (Gulden Treasury Edition.) i8mo. 
4 J. 6d. 

PEEL.— echoes from HOREB, AND OTHER POEMS. By Edmund 
Peel, Author of “ An Ancient City,'* &c. Crown 8vo. 3J. 6d. 

PEMBER.— THE TRAGEDY OF LESBOS. A Dramatic Poem. By 
E. H. Pemuer. Fcap. Svo. 4s. 6d. 

PEOPLE’S EDITIONS, profusely Illustrated, medium 4to, 6 d. each; 
or complete in One Vol., cloth, 3,. 

TO.M BROWN'S SCHOOL DAYS. By an Old Boy. 

WATERTON’S WANDERINGS IN SOUTH AMERICA. 

WASHINGTON IRVING’S OLD CHRISTMAS. 

WASHINGTON IRVING’S BKACEBRIDGE HALL. 

PHILLIPS {S. K.).— ON THE SEABOARD; and Other Poems. By 
Susan K. Phillifs. Second Edition. Crown 6 vo. 54. 
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SHAKESPEARE'S TEMPEST. Edited, with Glossanai and Ex- 
planatory Notes by the Rev J M Jephson New Edition iSmo is 

SHORTHOUSE — JOHN INGLESANT A ROMANCE By J. H 

Shorthouse 2 Vols« New and Ouapet Edition Globe 8vo 12s 

SHELLEY. — POEMS OF Edited by Stopi-ohd A Brooke (Golden 
1 reasury Senes ) i8mo 4^ 6 d Also a fine Edition printed on hand made 
paper Crown 8vo i2J td 

SMEDLEY — TWO DRAMATIC POEMS By Menella Buis Smedlby 
Author of ‘ Lady Grace ' &c Extra fcap 8vo 6^ 


SMITH — POEMS By Catherine Barnard Smith Fcap 8\o Si 

SMITH — Works by Rev Walter C Smith 
HYMNS OF CHRIST AND THE CHRISTIAN LIFE Fcap 8vo 6f 
HILDA AMONG 1 HE BROKEN GODS Third Edition Fcap Svo is 6 d 

SMITH — THREE ENGLISH STATESMEN A Course of Lectures on the 
Political History of England By Goldwin Smith New Edition Crown 
8va 51 

SONG BOOK. WORDS AND lUNES FROM THE BEST POETS 
AND MUSICIANS Selected and arranged by John Hollah (Golden 
Treaiury Senes ) i8ino 6 d 

SPENSER.- COMPLETE WORKS OF Edited by the Rev R Morris 
M A , LL D , with a Memoir by J W Hales, M A (Globe Edition ) Globe 
8vo ^ci 

STEPHEN (C. E ).— THE SERVICE OF THE POOR being an 
Inquiry into the Reasons for and against the 1 stablishment of Religious Sister- 
hoods for Charitable Purposes By Caroline Esiiiia Stei HBN Crown 8vo 
6 s 6 d 

STREETS AND LANES OF A CITY : Being the Reminiscences of 
Amy Dutton With a Preface by the Bishop of Salisbury Second and 
Cheaper Edition Globe 8vo ar 6 d 

TANNER —THE ABBOTT’S FARM or, PRACTICE WITH SCIENCE 
By HenryTannfr, M RAC F C S , late Professor of Principles of Agriculture 
in the Royal Agricultural C'-llege Examiner m the Principles of Agriculture 
under the Government Department of Science Author of "First Principles 
of Agriculture." &c Extra fcap 8vo jt 6 d 

THE RUNA^AJAY. Bythe Author of " Mrs Jemingham’sJeurnal’’ With 
Illustrations Globe 8vo as 6 d 

THIRTY YEARS.— BEING POEMS NEW AND OLD By the Author 
of “ John Halifax. Gentleman.” New Edition Crown 8vo & 
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THOMPSON. -A HANDBOOK 10 THE PUBLIC PICTURE GAL 
LERIEb or EUROPE With a brief sketch of the History of the various 
School:, of Painting from the thirteenth century to the eighteenth inclu&ive By 
Kate Thompson Third Edition^ Revised and Enlarged With numerous 
Illustrations Cr 8vo 7^ 6// 

THROUGH THE RANKS TO A COMMISSION. — 'New and 

Cheaper Edition Crown 8vo 2X td 

TOM BROWN’S SCHOOL DAYS. By An Old Boy With Seven 

Illustrati ms by A Hughes And Sydney Hall Crown 8vo 6f Golden 
Treasury Edition 45 , People's Edition ax People's Sixpenny Illustrated 

Edition Medium 410 td 

TOM BROWN AT OXFORD. New Edition With Illustrations 
Crown 8vo 6x 

TOURGENIEF —VIRGIN SOIL By I Tourcemief Translated by 
Ashton W Dilke Cheaper Edition Crown 8 vo ts 

TRENCH . — Works by R Chfnfvix Tkench D D Archbishop of Dublin 
(For other Works by this Author, see Iheolooical, Histohical, and Philo- 

SOl HICAL CaFALOOUES ) 

POEMS Collected and arranged anew Fcap 8vo 7i (>d 

HOUSEHOLD BOOK OF ENGLISH POEI RY Selected and arranged, with 
Notes by Archbishop Irench Third Edition revised Extra fcap 8vo 
5i (sd 

SACRED LATIN POEIRY Chiefly Lyrical Selected and arranged for Use 
By Archbishop Jrenck I htrd Edition, Corrected and Improved Fcap 8vo 
7S 

TYRWHITT —OUR SKETCHING CLUB Letters and Studies on Land- 
scape Art By the Rev R Sr John Iyrvvhitt M A. With an Authorised 
Reproduction of the Lessons and Woodcuts in Professor Ruskm s ‘ Elements of 
Drawing” Second Edition Crown 8vo ^s 6 d 

UNDER THE LIMES By the Author of ” Chnsima North." Second 
Edition Crown 8vo 6j 

VIRGIL — 1 HE WORKS OF Rendered into English Prose By John 
Lonsdale, M A , and Samuel Lbh, M A (Globe Ediiion ) Globe 8vo 3X 6 d 

WARD . — ENGLISH POETS Selections, with Ciittcal Introductions by 
various writers and a general Introduction by Matthew Arnold Edited by 
1 H Ward, M A Four Vols Crown 8vo ts td each 

Vol I. CHAUCER 10 DONNE 
Vol II BEN JONSON TO DRYDEN 
Vol III. ADDISON TO BLAKE. 

Vol IV. WORDSWORl H TO SYDNEY DOBELL 

WARD, MRS. T. H.— MILLY AND OLLV , or a Holiday among the 
Mountains By Mrs T H Ward Illustrated by Mrs AlmaTadbma Globe 
8vo 2S 6 d 
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WEBSTER • — Works by Augusta Webster. 

DRAMATIC STUDIES. Exlra leap. 8vo. sr. 

A WOMAN SOLD, AND OTHER POEMS. Crown 8vo. yi. id, 

PORTRAITS. Second Edition. E.xtra leap, Bvo. 31. 6rf. 

MEDEA OF EURIPIDES. Literally traiislated into English Verse. Extra 
leap. Svo. 31. (ai. 

THE AUSPICIOUS DAY. A Dramatic Poem. Extra fcap. Bvo. sr. 
YU-PE-VA’S LU'i'E. A Chinese Tale in English Verse, Extra fcap, Bvu. 3^. 6d, 
A HOUSEWIPEbS OPINIONS. Crown Bvo. yr. 

A B I)OK OF RHYME. Crown 8vo. ^s. 6ci. 


WHEN I WAS A LITTLE GIRL. By the Author of '■ St. Olaves.** 

Illa-strated by L. Faui.ttB. Globe Bvo. ai. hif. 


WHEN PAPA COMES HOME; The Story of Tip. lap, Toe. By 
the Author of “ Nine Years 01 1 ,” “ Pansic’s 1 -Toi.r Bin,” &c. With Illustrations 
by W. J. HE.v.\i;ssy. Globe Svo. 4r. Ctf. 

WHITE.— rhymes BY WALTER WHITE. Svo. 7s. 6{f. 

WHITTIER— JOHN GREENLEAF WHITTIER’S POETICAL WORKS. 
Complete Edition, with Portrait engraved by C. H. Jeuns. iBino. 4s. td. 

WILLOUGHBY.— FAIRY GUARDIANS. A Book for the Young By 
F. WiLLottGituv. llluitrated. Crown Svo, gilt. sr. 

WOLF.— THE LIFE AND HABITS OF WILD ANIMALS, Twenty 
Illustrations by k'-h Wolp’, engraved by J. W. and E. Wiiv.vIt'HE. With 
descriptive Letter-press by D. G. Elliot, F.L.S. An Edition in royal folio. 
Proofs beCre Letter,, each I’roof signed by the Engravers. 


WOOLNER. “Works by Thomas Woolnek, 

MY BEAUTIFUL EADV \Vi:h a Vb.Hcitc by A. Huchus. Third Edition 
Fcap. Svo. 55. 

PYGMALION. A Poem. CriAvn Svo. 74 Cd. 

WORDS FROM THE POETS. by the Editor of “Ray 

cf Sunlight."" With a Vignette and Frontispiece. iS.uo, limp. ir. 


WORDSWORTH.— SELECT POEMS OF. Chosen and Edited, -with 
Prefare. hy Matthpw Aj?.\OLi.>a (Golden treasury Series.) i8ino. 4s. 6d 
Fine Ediii( Cruun 6vo, hand-uxade paper, with Pertrait of Wordsworth 
engraved by C. H. Jeen.s, and Printed on India Paper, qs. 
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YONGE (C. M.), — New Illustrated Kditlun of Ne'els and Tules by Char- 
lotte M. Yo.nge. 

In Eighteen Volumes. Crown 8 vo. 6s. each : — 

Vol. I. THE HEIR OF REDCLYFFE. With Illustrations by Kate Green- 
away-. 

II. HEARTSEASE. With Illustrations by Kate Gheenawav. 

Hi. hopes and fears. With Illustrations by HerchkT Ganuy. 

IV. DYNEVOR TERRACE. With IllustraUons by Adrian Stokes. 

V. THE DAISY CHAIN. Illustrated by J. P. Atkinso.n. 

VI. THE TRIAL. Illustrated by J. P. Atkinson. 

VII. & VIII. THE PILLARS OF THE HOUSE: or, UNDER WODE, 
UNDER RODE. Illustrated by 11 bkuekt Ga.n'dy. Two Vols. 

IX. THE YOUNG STEPMOTHER. New Edition. Illustrated by Marian 
Huxley. 

X. CLEVER WOMAN OF THE FAMILY. Now Edition. Illustrated 
by Ac HAN Stokes. 

XI. THE THREE BRIDES. Illustrated by Aijsi.t.s .Stokes. 

XII. MY YOUNG ALCIDES ; or, A FADED PHOTOGRAPH. Illustrated 
byAoKiA.v Stokes. 

XIII. THE CAGED LION. Illustrated by W. J. Henncssy. 

XIV. THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE'S NEST. Illusirated by W. J. He.nnessy. 

XV. THE CHAPLET OF PEARLS; rr. THE WHITE AND BLACK 

RlBAUMON'l'. Illuslrate-d l.y W. J. Hrnn-essv. 

XVI. TADY HESTER AND THE DANVERS iV-PERS. Illustrated by 

Jane E. Cook. 

XVII. MAGNUM BONU.M; er, MOTHER CAREY’S BROOD. Illustrated 
by W. J. IiEN.NE'..V. 

XVIII. LOVE AND LIFE. Illustrated by W. J Hknnessy. ' 

YONGE (C M.). — Works by Chaki.otte M. V'onle: — 

UNKNOWN TO HLSTORV. A Novel, z Vols. Crown 3vo. gs. 

THE PRINCE AND S HE PAGE. A Tale of the Last Crusade. Illustrated. 
New Edith n. Globe bvo. 4 s. 6 (L 

THE LANCES OF I.YNWOjD. New Edition. W'iih Illustrations. iSnio. 

4 J. 6 (/. 

THE LITTLE DUKE: RICHARD THE FEARLESS. New Edition. 
Tllusirared. Gbihe fv «. (ti. 
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YONGB (C. M.) — continued, 

A BOOK OF GOLDEN DEEDS OF ALL TIMES AND ALL COUN-, 
TRIES, Gathered and Narrated Anew. (Golden Treasury Series.) 4f. 6a!. 
Cheap Edition, is. 

LITTLE LUCY'S WONDERFUL GLOBE. Illustrated by L. FrSlick. 
Globe 8vo. 4J. 6d. 

A BOOK OF WORTHIES. (Golden Treasury Series.) zSmo. ^s, 6d. 

THE STORY OF THE CHRISTIANS AND MOORS IN SPAIN. 
(Golden Treasury Series.) t8mo. 4s. (id. 

CAMEOS FROM ENGLISH HISTORY, From Rou.o to Euward II. 
Third Edition, enlarged. Extra fcap. 8vo. 

Second Series. THE WARS IN FRANCE. New Edition. Extra leap. 
8vo. 55. ^ 

Third Series. THE WARS OF THE ROSES. Extra fcap. 8vo. Ji. 

Fourth Series. REFORMATION TIMES. Extra fcap. 6vo. 5s. 

P's AND Q’s I or, THE QUESTION OF PUTTING UPON. With Illustra- 
tions by C. 0 . Murray. New Edition. Globe 8vo, cloth gilt. 4s. 6d, 

BYEWORDS; A COLLECTION OF TALES NEW AND OLD. Crown 8vo, 
6r, 
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MACMILLAN'S BIOGRAPHICAL SERIES. 

Crown 8vo, uniformly bound. Price 6 s. each. 
SPINOZA; A Study. By Rev. Dr. James Martinfau. With a 

Portrait Photographed from the Original Painting in the Wolsenduettel Library. 
Crown 8vo 

THE LIFE AND WORK OF MARY CARPENTER. By 

J, E^ti IN CarfenteRi M a. With Steel Portrait 

CA^THERINE AND CRAUFURD TAIT Wife and Son of 
AnCHiiiALD Cami’ueli-. Archbishop of Canterbury: a Memoir. Edited, at the 
request of the Archbishop by the Rev. W Bi nham, B.D With Two Por- 
traits engraved by Jeens. New and Cheai^er Edition 

BERNARD (ST.).— THE LIfW AND TIMES OP ST. 

BERNARD, Abbot of Clairvauv. 'Ey J C Morison, M A New 
Edition 

CHARLOTTE BRONTE: A Monograph. By T. Wemyss 

Rlid. lUird Ediuon 

ST. ANSLEM. By the Very Rev. R. W. Church, M.A., Dean 

of St P.eiil's New Edition 

GREAT CHRISTIANS OF FRANCE : St. Louis and 

Calvin By M Gui^Oi, Member of the Institute of France 

ALFRED THE GREAT. By Thomas Hughes, Q.C. 
BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCHES, 1852-75. By Harriet 

MartineaU With Four Addition.al .Sketches, and Antobiogr.iphic.a! Sketch. 
Fifth Edition 

FRANCIL. of ASSISI. By Mrs. Oliphant. New rditioii. 
VICTOR EMMANUEL II., FIRST KING OF ITALY. 

By G. S Cuijtti.N New Edition 


MACMILLAN AND CO., LONDON. 
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Cf)c a?nflU^6 Citizen. 

A Series of Sho’-t E lols on his Rights and Re^ponsi nhtie^ Crowi 
8 VO 3 t 6(f each 

CENTRAL government Ey If 1) Tkatil, DCL 

Ute Fellow of St John\ College Oxford 

THE ELECTORATE AND THE LEGISLATURE B) 

Sfen^li a roTF Auth r of ‘ The Ifi to'’> of J nglind from 1815 ” 

THE POOR LAW Ry the Rev 1 V Fowie, MA 
THE NATIONAL BUDGET, THE NATIONAL DEBT 

lAXES ANI1 KUl S ll> A J Wilson 

THE STATE IN RELATION TO LABOUR By W 

St\nln> J LOSS IIP 1 R ‘ro;\ 

THE STATE AND THE^"CHURCH r> the lion Arthur 
Fi nor M P 

FOREIGN RELATIONS It) SiENcn V \r i oi c, Amhsr oi 

“The Hi'torj of I i?'anifron 1S15 

/« J'j I / V atwn 

LOCAL GOVERNMENT* M D Ciimmets 
JUSTICE AND POLICE B> C I Jiiert, late rdliwo 

Hill ol Cc'l „t, nt' r I iLinciv MA, hte J ill v rf JrntJ College 
C uni r cigp 

THE STATE AND EDUCATION By IIuNry Ci MR, M A 
THE STATE IN RELATION TO TRADE ],y T 11 

THE STATE AND THE LAND By F IMli ock litelt’ln 

of Turn y C II ,,1 C i ll i Ii, [/n ihe r?€S£ 

INDIA, By ] S ConoN, lite I cU m rf Queens Cnlleje, Ovfoirl 
COLONIES AND DEPENDENCIES B\ E. J PA^\t, 

1 til w rf \ n VC- 115 C Uct,c 0 \f id 


MACMIIIAN AND CO, ] 0\])0N. 




